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PREFACE. 


It  seems  natural,  at  the  conclusion  of  our 
somewhat  melancholy  task,  to  say  a  few 
words  of  one  who  has  for  several  years  con- 
tinued to  delight  the  public  with  a  rapid 
succession  of  NotoIs,  which  were  peculiarly 
distinguished  for  a  feminine  gracefulness  of 
style,  merging  alternately  from  the  playful 
to  the  pathetic ;  and  pleasing  from  their  very 
truthfulness  and  simplicity.  While  the 
evident  improvement  evinced  by  each  suc- 
ceeding Work,  makes  us  the  more  regret  that 
her  career  should  have  been  so  suddenly  and 
briefly  closed. 


U  PREFACE. 

Out  of  her  own  home  circle,  (woman's 
world,)  and  we  would  not  invade  its  sanctity 
even  if  we  could.  Miss  Ellen  Pickering  is 
only  known  through  her  writings.  And  yet 
we  think  that  many  who  have  wept  over 
"  The  Fright,''  and  who  could  help  it  1 
sympathised  with  the  annoyances  of  "  The 
Quiet  Husband," — or  rejoiced  in  the  reforma- 
tion of  "  The  Grumbler,"  whom  we  love 
from  the  very  first,  with  all  his  faults,  will 
thank  us  for  enabling  them  to  once  more 
hold  commune  with  their  favorite  Author 
through  the  medium  of  a  Work  which  she 
lived  not  entirely  to  complete. 
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CHAPTER  L 


It  was  a  clear,  bright,  autumn  day,  and  the 
Bun  streamed  down  the  viUage  street,  lending  a 
cheerful  look  to  the  dullest,  and  dingiest  objects 
there.  Let  the  cold  and  prosaical,  the  sober 
and  reasonable,  as  they  call  themselves,  say 
what  they  will  and  laugh  as  they  may,  there  is 
more  in  sunshine  than  light  to  the  eye  and 
warmth  to  the  body;  there  is  light  to  the 
mind  and  warmth  to  the  heart    It  is  like  the 
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smile  of  affection,  it  soothes — it  gladdens — ^it 
sublimes  the  spirit,  bidding  it  foi^et  the  world 
and  itself,  replacing  fears,  and  doubts,  and  care, 
with  gratitude  aiid  hope.  He  who  feels  nothing 
of  this,  unless  crushed  for  the  time  by  some 
great  and  stunning  woe,  is  "  of  the  earth  and 
earthly,*^  dead  to  the  higher,  nobler  feelings  of 
our  nature.  He  who  looks  on  the  sun  merely 
as  the  lipener  of  his  fruit  or  com,  the  one  to 
please  his  palate,  the  other  to  fill  his  pocket, 
may  laugh  at  the  folly  of  those 

*  who  sing  of  a  ffon-bcam  and  buk  in  iti  ray.' 

but  the  foUy  rests  rather  with  them  than  with 
those  whom  they  ridbule,  for  the  heart  can  feel 
higher  joys  than  the  palate,  and  wealth  is  but 
as  dross  compared  to  a  happy,  grateful  spirit. 
'  A  small  and  stinggling  tillage  was  this  same 
Castle  Coombe,  on  which  the  sun  shone  down 
so  brightly-^small  and  straggling  yet  pretty 
withal ;  peAaps  the  prettier  from  being  both. 
There  was  no  crowding  from  want  of  space,  no 
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eontiiiaoii8  row  of  red  brick  cottages  with  sash 
windows  and  green  blinds;  but  almost  every 
dwelling  had  a  garden  before  it,  some  very  small, 
bnt  nearly  all  gay,  and  the  sweet  briar,  boney- 
sockle,  and  other  dimbers,  flnng  their  dusters 
Ofer  the  gable  ends,  or  orept  between  the  lat* 
tieed  windows — now  peeping  in — now  hanging 
down  their  heads  like  timid  children  in  their 
play. 

It  was  a  pretty  and  sednded  spot,  for  thongh 
Castle  Coombe  could  boast  of  its  post-office — 
its  linen-drapers — ^and  one  or  two  other  shops ; 
and  thongh  a  coach  passed  within  a  mile  of  its 
further  end,  it  was  neither  a  place  of  traffic  or 
resort,  it  was  out  of  the  line  of  railroads,  pro- 
jected and  completed,  the  nearest  good  town 
being  many  miles  off,  and  the  metropolis  at  a 
distance  which  would  have  placed  it  beyond  the 
reach  of  our  grandmothers,  if  not  of  their 
grandchildren. 

Well  and  what  then?   Castle  Coombe  was 
Caatle  Coombe,  its  inhabitants  after  the  fashion 
B  3 
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of  the  inhabitants  of  small  places,  aye  and  of 
large  ones  too,  considered  their  native  place  to 
be  one  of  the  wonders  of  the  world,  or  some- 
thing very  like  it.  Had  not  they  besides  all 
the  perfections  of  their  men,  women,  and 
children,  cows,  horses,  and  donkeys,  and 
where  could  any  of  these  be  matched?  the 
Castle  standing  at  the  distance  of  a  mile  from 
the  village  church ;  tJie  Castle,  there  was 
always  a  stress  on  the  article  to  mark  its 
superiority  above  all  other  castles,  the  residence 
of  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Castle  Coombe. 
To  be  sure  the  Earl  and  Countess  had  been 
abroad  for  some  time,  but  as  they  had  spent 
some  months  there  before  their  departure,  of 
course  they  would  do  the  same  on  their  return. 
Then  had  not  they  two  inns  ?  The  one  the  y 
Black  Horse  for  the  mobility,  the  other  the 
Castle  Coombe  Arms  for  the  nobility ;  the  land- 
lady of  the  latter  would  scarcely  condescend  to 
speak  to  the  landlady  of  the  former.  And  had 
there  not  been    a   lady— a  real    lady  with  a 
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vudd  and  a  little  girl  staying  at  the  Castle 
Coombe  Arms  for  more  than  a  week?  That 
the  lady  whose  sojourn  at  the  Castle  Coombe 
Arms  had  been  caused  by  sudden  and  dange- 
rous Uhiess  retired  to  o  quieter  lodging  as  soon 
as  an  amendment  in  health  permitted  her  re- 
moval, was  declared  by  the  landlady  to  be 
nothing  extraordinary,  and  nothing  deroga- 
tory to  the  credit  of  her  hostelry;  nay,  ac- 
cording to  the  version  of  that  thrifty  housewife 
this  removal  was  rather  an  honor  than  other- 
wise. 

The  lady,  being  ill,  desired  quiet, — now  how 
could  quiet  be  expected  in  a  frequented  inn  ? 
Iler  removal  instead  of  hinting  at  any  defici- 
ency  in  care  or  cleanliness  or  civility  as  the 
rival  landhuly  of  the  Black  Horse  asserted, 
was  only  a  proof  of  the  overflowing  custom. 
Such  at  least,  as  we  said  before,  was  the 
version  of  Mrs.  Hodgson ;  but  it  was  whispered 
among  the  village  gossips  that  from  the  day 
of  the  removal  the  questions  of  the  landlady 
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of  the  Castle  Coombe  Arms  concerning  her 
late  guest  were  tinctured  with  a  sharpness 
unknown  before,  from  whence  it  was  inferred 
that  in  spite  of  her  seeming  indifference  she 
was  inwardly  .vexed  at  their  change  of 
lodging. 

And  who  was  this  lady  who  furnished  a 
subject  of  question  and  comment  to  the  good 
people  of  the  village?  She  was  a  widow  of 
the  name  of  Fitzallan,   going  with  her  little 

girl  into shire  for  the  purpose  of  seeing 

a  relative,  whose  pleasure  at  the  meeting 
appeared  to  be  a  matter  of  doubt  and  anxiety. 
Such  was  the  sum  and  substance  of  the  infor- 
mation obtained  from  the  lady's  maid,  who 
readily  told  all  she  knew,  and  her  knowing  so 
little  was  not  to  be  attributed  to  a  want  of  acute- 
ness,  or  curiosity,  but  merely  to  the  short  time ' 
of  her  service  with  Mrs.  Fitzallan,  who  had 
hired  her  scarcely  a  month  before  to  attend  her 
on  her  journey,  her  former  attendant  being 
suddenly  called  away  by  the  illness  of  her 
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mother.  Mra.  FitzaUan  though  aimple  man- 
nered and  gentle,  was  not  the  person  to  make 
li  confidant  of  a  domestic,  especially  one  newly 
hired ;  and  though  generally  civil  and  attentive 
there  was  something  about  Betty  Harper,  her 
mistress  could  not  exactly  tell  what,  which 
awakened  mistrust  instead  of  inspiring  con- 
fidence. 

The  widow  was  still  in  her  weeds,  atid  the 
flame  sun  that  shone  on  the  village  street 
glanced  across  the  dose  cap,  and  pallid  face  of 
the  invalid,  as  she  sat  by  the  window  in  an  old 
arm  chair  supported  by  cushionsi  looking  out 
into  the  little  garden  below,  where  several 
children  were  at  play.  A  louder  and  more 
joyous  laugh  came  up  from  the  youthful  group 
below,  and  there  needed  but  to  follow  the  pale 
widow's  eye  as  she  leant  forward  from  the  open 
casementy  to  see  she  was  a  mother — ^and  mother 
to  the  fairest  of  the  gay  young  band.  It  was 
touching  to  see  how  the  dull  eye  lighted  up, 
and  the  pale»  parched  lip  curled  with  a  loving 
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smile  as  she  gazed  on  her  child,  her  only  child ! 
her  sole  remaining  tie  on  earth. 

'  The  graceful  lily  amid  humbler  flowers  V 
whispered  the  motber^s  love  and  pride,  as  she 
marked  the  difference  between  Amy  Fitzallan 
and  her  young  companions,  the  daughters  of  a 
solicitor's  widow,  whose  curiosity  had  first 
tempted  her  to  call  on  the  '  sick  lady/  as  she 
was  generally  called,  and  now  induced  her  to 
continue  the  acquaintance. 

There  was  something  strange  about  Mrs. 
Fitzallan,  something  to  be  fathomed,  and  she 
would  never  rest  till  she  had  fathomed  it  Who 
was  her  father?  who  was  her  mother?  and 
what  had  her  husband  been?  These  were 
points  on  which  Mrs.  Bates  was  still  in  the 
dark;  broad  hints  to  the  mistress  and  open 
qaestions  to  the  maid  having  failed  to  elicit  the 
desired  information,  much  to  Idie  vexation  of 
the  questioner. 

^*  Perhaps  I  could  fish  it  out  of  the  little 
girl  if  I  could  get  her  all  by  herself:"  thought 
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Mn.  Bates,  who  oould  not  endure  to  be  in  the 
dark  on  any  subject  of  gossip.  So  her  children 
were  sent  to  ask  Amy  to  go  and  play  with 
them,  and  the  remains  of  a  stale,  half  eaten 
cake  taken  ont  of  a  cupboard  to  win  the  strange 
child's  confidence. 

'^I  will  go  and  ask  mamma,"  said  Amy, 
after  a  short  conference  with  her  yoong  com- 
panions, leaying  them  in  the  garden  whilst  she 
entered  the  house. 

The  mother's  head  was  turned  from  the 
window  towards  the  door,  and  light  as  was  the 
young  child's  tread  every  footfall  was  heard  by 
the  lonely  ¥ridow's  listening  ear. 

*^  I  have  brought  you  a  rose,  dear  mamma !" 
sftid  Amy,  closing  the  door  softly  behind  her, 
and  crossing  the  room  on  tiptoe.  *'  It  does  not 
smell  so  sweet  as  the  summer  ones,  and  it  is 
not  the  same  sort  they  say,  but  it  is  very 
pretty." 

*^  Yes  very  pretty  T  replied    the  mother, 

glandng  from  the  china  rose  to  the  cheek  of 
B  5 
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her  fair,  young  ohild,  which  showed  a  bloom 
as  bright,  yet  delicate.  ^'  Where  did  you  find 
it  ?"  she  added,  pressing  a  kiss  on  Amy's  brow. 

"  The  baker's  boy  gave  it  me,  because  it 
was  just  like  me  he  said.  Everybody  is  kind 
to  Amy." 

*^  May  you  ever  find  it  so  dear  child !  and 
ever  think  so  too.  A  thankful  and  contented 
spirit  may  be  your  best  nay  only  earthly  good. 
If  the  hard  heart  should  not  relent  who  will 
watch  over  and  protect  you?" 

Sobs  choked  the  mother's  closing  words,  and 
sinldng  back  in  the  easy  chur  she  covered  her 
face  with  her  hands. 

^<  Don't  cry  dear  mamma  I  dcHi't  cry  I"  said 
Amy,  creeping  up  into  the  chair  beside  her, 
and  kissing  off  the  tears  which  trickled  through 
her  fingers  as  she  flung  her  arms  round  her 
neck.  *^  Don't  cry,  dear  mamma  1  God  will 
take  care  of  us  as  he  does  of  the  little  birds  that 
you  told  me  of  yesterday." 

*^  Truci  true,  my  child  I    He  will  protect 
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you  for  your  aimple  trust  and  for  your  loving 
heart,  though  all  beside  should  cast  you  off. 
Shame  on  me  for  distrusting  Him.  You  have 
not  left  a  father's  home — no  parent's  curse  is 
on  your  head.  No^  no— I  Um  you — ^you  will 
be  blessed.  God  will  protect  the  helpless 
orphan  T 

The  arms  of  the  mother  were  wound  round 
her  child,  and  a  passionate  kiss  impressed  on 
her  upturned  brow.  There  was  a  silence  of 
some  moments,  the  child  nestling  closer  and 
oloser  to  her  mother's  side,  whilst  that  mother 
pressed  her  more  warmly  to  her  heart 

*^  I  would  not  damp  your  youthful  spirits," 
sud  Mrs.  Fitzallan,  kissing  her  daughter's 
cheek,  and  then  putting  her  gently  away. 
^*  It  is  selfish  to  let  any  sorrow  cloud  your 
joy.  Go  away  and  play  with  your  young  com- 
panions again." 

^*  Do  not  send  me  away — let  me  stay  with 
you  dear  mamma  I"  replied  Amy,  raising  her 
ejes  filled  with  tears  to  her  mother's  face. 
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Wlio  could  resist  that  loviog,  pleading 
look  ?  Again  was  she  pressed  to  her  mother^s 
heart,  and  for  the  hundredth  time  that  mothet 
felt  her  pangs  repaid. 

^*  I  ?nll  not  send  you  away  Amy,  against 
your  will ;  but  a  sick  chamber  is  no  fitting 
place  for  one  so  young.  Go  and  play  for  awhile 
in  that  bright  sunshine.  Your  young  compa- 
nions are  calling  you.** 

^*  They  want  me  to  go  back  with  them  ;  but 
I  would  rather  stay  with  you  my  own  dear 
mamma  I  You  do  not  seem  strong  to-day,  and 
want  me  to  nurse  you." 

^*  No,  dear  child,  you  shall  ^ot  stay  with 
me.  I  shall  be  happier  knowing  you  at  play 
with  those  of  your  own  age  ;  and  Mrs.  Bates 
has  been  very  kind,  sending  me  fruit,  and 
may  feel  hurt  if  you  do  not  go.  I  will  try  and 
sleep  the  while.** 

'^  Let  me  place  the  pillows  for  you  then, 
dear  mamma  !"  and  taught  by  a  loving  heart, 
the  young  child  placed  them  as  gently  and 
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handily  aa  the  most  skilfal  and  experienced 
nurse  could  have  done. 

^*  There  now,  dear  mamma,  sleep  very  nicely ; 
I  shall  be  back  soon/ 

The  mother  looked  again  into  those  large 
brown  eyes  so  soft — so  loring^  yet  so  bright^-' 
parted  the  clustering  hair  from  her  high  white 
brow,  kissed  her  ruby  lips,  and  either  cheek, 
and  then  forcing  a  smile,  dismissed  her. 

The  child  made  no  further  opposition,  but 
lingered  awhile  to  adjust  a  foot-stool,  and  then 
walked  slowly  towards  the  door.  She  opened 
it  sofUy,  then  turned  to  take  a  last  look  of  the 
invalid.  Tlie  next  moment  she  was  again  in 
her  mother's  arms,  hurried  back  by  some 
strange  and  sudden  impulse,  for  which  she 
could  not  account. 

^^  Do  let  me  stay  with  you,  dear  mamma  T 
exclaimed  Amy  passionately. 

^'  No,  [no,  my  child  I  better  for  both  you 
should  go,"  replied  the  mother  returning  her 
fond  caresses.    ^^  I  need  perfect  rest  for  a  time. 
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Go  love,  go,  and  do  not  hurry  back — I  shall 
not  miss  you  whilst  sleeping." 

Beared  in  obedience  as  well  as  love»  the 
docile  child  obeyed  and  departed. 

Again  did  the  mother^s  eye  watch  her  re- 
treating form  across  the  room — across  the  little 
garden  below,  and  again  did  her  eager  ear  catch 
the  light  fairy  footfall  of  her  child. 

Amy  looked  up  as  she  closed  the  garden 
wicket,  and  catching  a  sight  of  her  mother's 
pale  face  at  the  window,  kissed  her  hand  with 
a  loving,  graceful  motion.     The  mother's  smile 

■ 

grew  bright  as  she  caught  the  affectionate 
movement,  and  there  was  a  little  pride  in  her 
heart  as  she  marked  the  grace  and  beauty  of 
her  child.  Then  that  pride  was  rebuked  by 
the  thought  that  this  very  beauty  might  prove 
her  bane  and  bring  woe  on  her  as  it  had  brought 
it  on  her  mother  before  her.  She  watched  her 
till  distance  hid  her  from  her  view,  and  a  sigh 
told  the  moment  of  her  disappearance. 
She  tamed  from  the  window  and  kx>ked 
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round  her  small  and  acantily  famished  room, 
thmking  that  it  looked  smaller  and  more  scan* 
tily  fttmished  than  ever,  for  Amy,  with  her 
bright,  loving  smile,  was  not  there,  and  the 
chamber  seemed  cold  and  dull,  save  where  the 
sunshine  glanced  in  at  the  window  shedding  a 
line  of  golden  light  across  the  floor. 

Caught  by  this  ghinctng  of  light,  her  eye 
followed  it  out  into  the  street,  and  even  the 
widow  s  saddened  spirit  grew  more  joyous  as 
she  looked  upon  the  gUdsome  sunshine.  If  her 
lodging  was  small  and  scantily  furnished,  still 
it  was  quiet  and  clean  compared  to  the  Castle 
Coombe  Arms,  and  if  Mrs  Hopkins  her  landkdy 
did  look  somewhat  sour,  she  had  nevertheless 
been  hitherto  civil  and  obliging,  and  she  was 
thankful  to  have  this  poor  lodging,  the  only  one 
in  the  village,  unable  as  she  felt  to  continue 
her  journey. 

Frost  had  come  early,  and  the  poor  dahlias 
in  the  garden  looked  black  and  withered,  the 
autumn  air  too  was  cold  and  rustled  mourn- 
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fully  among  the  dried  up  leaves,  ecattering 
many  as  each  breeze  swept  by,  yet  still  the 
village  street  cheerfal  in  the  sunshine,  and  the 
distant  woods  through  which  peered  a  turret  of 
the  castle,  looked  hopeful  and  bright,  glowing 
with  rich  and  varied  tints.  So  at  least  thought 
Mrs.  Fiztallan,  for  the  sunshine  was  gladden- 
ing her  as  it  gladdened  others,  and  she  who  had 
awakened  anxious  and  fearful  was  now  be- 
gining  to  hope. 

If  she  did  not  bask  in  the  sun  like  the 
baker's  dog  in  the  street,  she  could  smile  at  the 
fulness  of  his  enjoyment,  and  feel  in  sympathy 
not  in  contrast  with  the  cheerful  scene  beneath 
her  windows.  Her  recent  depressing  languor 
was  half  forgotten,  and  she  thought  not  of  the 
time  she  had  been  looking  from  the  window, 
until  the  sound  of  the  church  clock  warned  her 
that  it  was  the  hour  to  take  her  medicine. 

She  rang  the  little  bell  that  lay  beside  her, 
but  no  one  came ;  she  rang  it  again — and  again 
till    no  one  obeyed  the   summons.     She 
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called,  bat  there  was  no  aoBwer.  She  tottered 
to  the  door  and  called  again;— stiU  no  reply 
— ^And  yet  she  was  pretty  sure  she  heard  per- 
sons talking  beneath  the  windows  at  the  back 
of  the  house.  Creeping  into  her  little  bed- 
room which  faced  that  way,  she  looked  out 
into  the  lane  below.  The  yoices  were  growing 
fainter,  for  the  speakers  were  retreating ;  but 
she  could  see  that  these  speakers  were  her  own 
maid  Betty  Harper,  and  Sergeant  Evans  stati- 
oned in  the  village  on  the  recruiting  service, 
between  whom  she  had  before  suspected  a 
flirtation,  if  nothing  more  was  going  on. 

There  was  no  such  great  crime  in  a  serving- 
maiden  flirting  with  a  dashing  sergeant  had  she 
done  it  openly,  and  at  a  more  convenient  time ; 
but  her  evident  wish  of  concealment,  and  the 
harried  glance  she  cast  up  at  the  window  as 
she  returned  to    the  house   to  learn  if  her 

» 

meeting  with  her  military  beau  had  been  ob- 
served, awakened  in  Mrs.  Fitzallan  doubt  and 
suspicion.    Her  meeting  the  sergeant  at  the 
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back  of  the  house  instead  of  the  front  niigfat 
be  only  to  avoid  the  comments  of  prying 
gossips,  and  heaven  knows  there  were  plenty 
such  in  the  village  of  Castle  Coombe,  as  there 
are,  for  the  matter  of  that,  in  most  country 
places.  Nay  it  might  have  been  accidental, 
but  there  was  that  in  her  look  and  manner  as 
she  glanced  up  at  the  window,  which  made  her 
mistress  more  anxious  than  the  occasion  seemed 
to  warrant. 

Creeping  back  with  difficulty,  for  walking  it 
could  scarcely  be  called^  to  her  easy  chair,  Mrs. 
Fitzallan  sank  down  exhausted,  wearied  by  her 
exertion  slight  as  it  had  been. 

**'  It  is  long  past  the  time  for  taking  my  me- 
dicine, and  I  have  rang  for  you  several  times," 
said  Mrs.  Fitzallan  gently,  as  Betty  at  length 
obeyed  her  summons. 

^*  One  can^t  do  two  things  at  once.  I  was 
gone  down  to  the  butcher's  about  dinner  for 
Miss  Amy,"  was  Betty's  brusque  reply  as  she 
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floanoed  into  the  other  room  to    fetch    the 
mediciiie. 

^'  I  shall  not  be  long  here,  pay  heed  to  the 
dymg,"  siud  Mra.  Fitzallan  mildly.  <<Hope 
not  to  hide  a  fault  by  committing  the  sin  of  an 
untruth  for  which  you  will  be  called  to  an  ae- 
count  hereafter.  I  chide  you  not  as  a  mistress, 
bat  entreat  you  as  a  friend  to  look  to  your 
ways  lest  you  fall  I" 

"  It  was  not  an  untruth,**  replied  Betty 
aharply,  yet  turning  away  from  her  gentle  re- 
prover. **  You  told  me  to  go  to  the  butcher's 
todeo— ** 

*^  Stop  Betty  T  said  Mrs.  Fitzallan  more 
sternly,  *'  heap  not  falsehood  upon  falsehood 
lest  a  heavy  punishment  fall  on  your  head. 
You  have  not  been  on  my  errand  but  talking 
in  secret  with  Sergeant  Evans." 

'*  Well  what  if  I  did  talk  a  minute  to  Sergeant 
Evans,  was  there  anything  strange  in  that  when 
we  was  a  week  together  at  the  Castle  Coombe 
Arms?'*  exclaimed  Betty  reddening.     "  We 
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did  not  say  no  harm,''  she  added  tossing  her 
head* 

*^  I  hope  not  Betty,  but  it  behoves  young 
women  to  be  careful,  and  Sergeant  Evans  you 
told  me  yourself  had  brought  comment  and 
blame  on  more  than  one.  Were  it  known  that 
you  had  met  him  secretly — " 

'*  I  am  not  going  to  stay  here  to  be  spied  at 
and  scolded  in  this  wayl^  exclaimed  Betty 
angrily,  her  sharp  tones  drowning  the  soft, 
mild  voice  of  Mrs.  Fitzallan.  *'  If  you  don't 
like  my  doings  pay  me  my  wages  and  let  me  be 
off." 

Astounded  by  this  unlocked  lor  impertinence, 
Mrs.  Fitzallan  was  silent  for  some  moments, 
and  then  answered  meekly.  *'  Leave  me  now,  I 
am  too  weak  to  say  more  at  present,  to-morrow 
we  will  talk  on  the  subject  of  your  going  if 
you  wish  it.  Believe  me  I  spoke  for  your 
good." 

^^  For  my  good  indeed.  By  all  accounts 
some  people  had  better  look  at  home  before 
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thej  find  &iilt  with  their  neighbours,"  replied 
the  angry  Betty  with  increasing  wrath,  shim- 
ming the  door  as  she  quitted  the  room. 

^'  True,  truO)"  murmured  the  invalid,  sink* 
ing  back  again  in  her  easy  chair,  *Vit  is  not  for 
me  to  reprove  another.  Had  I  not  disobeyed 
a  &ther^8  command  I  should  not  be  now  broken- 
hearted, and  deserted.  May  her  cruel  taunt 
be  pardoned,  she  knows  not  how  deeply  it 
wounds.  If  he  would  but  answer  my  letter," 
she  added  clasping  her  thin  hands  as  though  in 
passionate  entreaty.  ^^  I  did  but  ask  permission 
to  crawl  to  his  feet  and  die,  leaving  my  child 
in  bis  care.  If  he  would  but  take  off  the 
corse  which  he  laid  on  my  young  head  when  I 
knelt  before  him — if  he  would  but  say  that 
one  word — foigive.  He  must-— he  will-*-he 
cannot  refuse  the  prayer  of  his  dying  child ! 
And  yet  if  he  had  loved  me  as  other  fathers 
love  their  children,  I  think  I  should  have  never 
left  him.  Had  he  smiled  not  frowned  upon 
me  I  had  still — "  she  paused,  then  added  bur- 
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riedly,  ^^  but  no  the  sin  was  mine,  let  the 
blame  and  the  punishment  rest  with  me  only. 
I  trusted  a  flatterer^s  words,  I  relied  on  his 
TOWS,  and  scorn  and  desertion  were  all  my 
reward.  There,  where  the  sin  was,  thence 
came  the  punishment.  But  my  child — my 
innocent  child,  it  is  hard  she  should  suffer  too. 
Must  she  too  pine  in  misery  and  die  perhaps 
in  want  I** 

She  looked  from  the  window  to  see  if  her 
child  was  returning:  no  Amy  was  there,  but 
the  village  postman  coming  up  the  street,  and 
her  heart  beat  quickly  at  the  sight     Would  he 
bring  her  the  long  looked  for  letter  ?    Would 
her  father  deign  no  reply  ?    Or  was  he  even 
now  on  his  way  to  see  her,  and  thence  his 
silence  ?    She  had  written  when  first  taken  ill 
and  had  as  yet  received  no  answer.    How  an- 
xiously she  watched  the  postman's  progress, 
how  long  and  needlessly  he  seemed  to  loiter, 
now  stopping  to  laugh  with  one,  and  now  to 
talk  with  another.    She  saw  him  turn  towaids 
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the  wicket  that  opened  into  the  street —  she 
nw  him  enter  the  garden,  letter  in  hand — she 
lieard  a  parley  between  him  and  Bettjj  and  then 
the  ktter  ascending  the  stairs  to  her  room. 
How  wildlj  throbbed  her  temples  —  how 
tomnltuously  beat  her  heart  I  Would  her 
&ther  forpve  her  ?  Would  he  love  and  pro- 
tect her  child  ? 

^  Tenpenoe  ma'amj"  said  Betty  entering  the 
room  abmptly,  for  the  penny  postage  was  not 
then  established. 

^  Take  it,"  replied  Mrs.  Fitzallan  giving 
the  parse  to  the  maid,  and  thinking  only  at  the 
moment  of  the  letter  she  held  in  her  hand. 

**  And  my  own  wages  too,"  muttered  Betty 
as  she  quitted  the  room,  puirse  in  hand,  without 
waiting  for  further  orders. 

^*  My  father's  writing,"  murmured  Mrs.  Fitz- 
aUan,  presmng  the  letter  to  her  lips. 

It  was  some  moments  before  her  trembling 
fingers  could  break  the  seal  The  date  was 
London — ike  contents  brief,  harsh,  and  decisive* 
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There  was  no  word  of  affection  at  the  com- 
mencement, no  term  of  endearment  at  the  con- 
clusion ;  it  began  abmptlj  and  ended  the  same. 
There  was  anger  in  the  stern  heart  of  the 
writer,  unsoftened  by  love  or  pity.  It  was 
harsh  and  cruel  and  ran  thus — 

"Your letter  has  been  forwarded  to  me  here, 
for  the  last  time  I  answer  a  communication 
from  her  whom  I  no  longer  own  as  a  daughter. 
The  date  of  that  letter  is  all  I  have  read  or  shall 
read,  my  resolution  neither  to  see  or  correspond 
with  one  who  quitted  her  father's  roof  for  the 
protection  of  a  villain  is  unchanged — unchange- 
able.    If  poor  and  deserted  this  is  but  the 
punishment  due  to  disobedience.     Let  him  who 
tempted  you  to  sin  support  and  comfort  you. 
I  cast  you  off  and  disown  you  now  and  for 
ever  T 

And  this  was  the  letter  for  which  she  had 
watched  so  long  and  anxiously.  For  some 
moments  Mrs.  Fitzallan  sat  silent  and  motion- 
less, stunned  by  the  blow,  the  fatal  scroll  still 
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gnsped  in  her  trembling  hands,  her  eyes  still 
fixed  on  the  cruel  words.  '^  I  cast  you  off,  and 
disown  you  now  and  for  oyer  I"  those  broken 
and  passionate  words  burst  forth  from  the  pale, 
corpse-like  lips,  speaking  the  daughter's  and 
the  mother's  agony. 

*'  Unkind  and  cruel  to  the  last.  But  for  his 
harshness  I  had  never  fled,  and  now  he  leaves 
me  in  my  misery  to  die  unpitied,  unforgiven. 
True,  true,  I  have  been  sorely  punished  for  my 
sin  I  May  heaven  pardon  me  though  he  will 
not.  Could  I  but  die  within  his  arms  or  at  his 
feet  80  I  could  only  feel  that  he  forgave  me  I" 
She  paused  with  clasping  hands,  then  spoke 
again  in  wilder  grief.  ^'  My  child !  who  will 
take  care  of  thee  when  I  am  gone  ?  I  have  no 
earthly  friend  to  whom  I  can  commit  thee,  and 
must  I  leave  thee  lonely  desolate  to  die  of 
want,  or  starve  on  the  cold  bounty  of  strangers. 
No,  I  wUl  make  one  effort  more — brave  all  his 
anger,  place  you  within  his  arms — and  die !  You 
have  not  disobeyed  his  will ;  for  pride,  if  not 

VOL.  I.  c 
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from  love,  he  will  protect  his  daughter's  ohild, 
though  he  will  not  forgive  her  mother.  It 
must  be  done  at  once — my  strength  is  ebbmg 
fast !" 

She  started  up  determined  to  give  orders  for 
an  immediate  journey  to  town,  but  the  shock 
had  been  too  much  for  her  feeble  frame,  the  feet 
refused  to  stir,  the  lips  to  call,  and  pressing  her 
hand  on  her  heart  with  a  wild  and  sudden  move- 
ment, she  sank  back  again  pale  and  insensible. 
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CHAPTER  n. 


Amy  was  true  to  her  promise  of  a  speedy  return, 
and  ahe  sprang  up  the  narrow  stair  and  into 
the  little  room  with  a  light  and  joyous  step, 
and  with  a  heart  as  light  and  joyous  too,  for  it 
had  been  her  mother's  care  never  to  damp  the 
young  child's  cheerful  spirit  by  her  own  wearing 
sorrow. 

'^  Dear  mamma  is  asleep,"  said  Amy  to  her- 
self, closing  the  door  with  a  noiseless  touchi 

c  3 
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and  creeping  across  the  room  to  the  easy  chair. 
*'  Mamma  looks  very  white — but  she  often  does 
of  late.     I  will  sit  here  and  wait  until  she  wakes, 
and  then  I  will  tell  her  how  we  have  been  play- 
ing— she  will  like  to  hear  that/'— thought  the 
loving  child  taking  her  seat  on  a  stool  at  her 
mother's  feet,  her  favourite  position,  and  remov- 
ing her  bonnet  that  she  might  the  better  look 
into  that  mother's  face.  "  How  very,  very  white 
she  looks, — and  how  still  she  is  I"  thought  the 
watchful  child.   A  feeling  of  awe  crept  over 
her,  checking  her  breathing  and  growing  in 
power  as  the  whiteness  and  stillness  continued, 
till  she  could  scarcely  forbear  from  waking  the 
sleeper  to  banish  the  vague  and  mysterious  fear 
which  pressed  so  heavily  upon  her  young  and 
sensitive  heart. 

She  had  sat  thus  for  more  than  a  quarter  of 
an  hour, — a  quarter  of  an  hour  which  had 
seemed  treble  the  time  in  her  childish  calcula- 
tion, when  the  door  was  rudely  opened  by 
Betty    Harper,   whose  resentment  at  having 
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been  spoken  to  concerning   the  dashing  Ser- 
geant still  remained. 

'*  Mamma  is  sleepingy"  whispered  Amy  wav- 
ing her  back. 

^'  Sleeping, — she  is  dead  I"  exclaimed  Bettj 
abrnptly,  advancing  rapidly  towards  her 
mistress. 

^  Dead  I"  screamed  Mrs.  Hopkins  who  was 
bat  a  step  behind ;  some  angry  expressions  of 
the  wrathful  maid  having  determined  the  can- 
ning landlady  to  demand  payment  for  the 
lodging.  ^*  Dead  I— a  lodger  die  in  my  house  ? 
Such  a  thing  never  happened  before.  Mercy 
on  us !  It  will  give  the  rooms  an  ill  name,  and 
prevent  their  letting,  this  comes  of  taking  in 
such  people;  it  is  the  last  time  that  shall 
be  done.** 

**  Dead  T  shrieked  the  terrified  child,  spring- 
ing op  and  throwing  her  arms  round  her 
mother's  neck,  and  clinging  there  even  whilst 
she  shuddered  at  the  coldness  of  the  cheek 
agunst  which  her  own  pressed  so  lovingly. 
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^*  She  can't  be  dead,  she  said  she  was  better 
this  morningy"  observed  the  landlady,  who  was 
resolved  not  to  have  a  lodger  die  in  her  house 
if  she  could  help  it.     ^^  She  is  only  fainting.** 
^'  It  is  a  dead  faint  then  that  she  won't  get 
the  better  of  I  fancy.    Poor  lady  I  I  did  not 
think  she  was  so  near  her  end,"  replied  Betty 
with  a  touch  of  pity.     ^*  But  there  is  Doctor 
Wolley    riding   down  the  street,  better  call 
him  in,  for  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  what  to  do ; 
and  don't  you  cling  round  your  mamma's  neck 
so.  Miss  Amy,  she  can't  get  no  air." 

Doctor  Wolley  was  summoned  in  all  haste, 
and  the  arms  of  the  clinging  child  removed 
from  her  mother's  neck. 

**  What  has  caused  this  ?"  asked  the  doctor 
whilst  busied  in  applying  remedies. 

*^  She  has  been  ailing  some  time,  but  I 
should  not  wonder  if  it  was  this  letter 
which  has  made  her  so  bad,"  replied  Betty 
Harper,  who  had  contrived  to  scan  the  contents 
of  the  paper  so  firmly  grasped  in  the  sick 
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woman's  hand.  *'  There  is  no  getting  it  away 
trom  her.  She  was  going  to  her  father  I  know, 
but  he  won't  have  nothing  to  say  to  her  it  seems." 

^'  Leave  the  letter  till  the  fingers  anclose  of 
themselves,"  said  Doctor  Wolley,  **  Where 
does  her  father  live,  he  should  be  summoned 
without  delay  ?" 

*^  That  is  more'  than  I  can  tell,  for  Missus 
was  very  close,  and  only  let  out  things  chance 
like  now  and  then*     I  know  we  were  going 

into shire  but  she  never  told  her  father's 

name,  or  where  he  lived  exactly,  and  Miss  Amy 
don't  know  neither." 

"  She  may  recover  sufficiently  to  say  where 
her  relatives  live,  but  I  doubt  it,"  observed 
the  doctor  shaking  his  head. 

^^  Why  should  not  she,  she  is  not  dead— nor 
going  to  die,"  said  Mrs.  Hopkins,  '*  see,  she  is 
opening  her  eyes." 

She  did  open  her  eyes,  but  they  closed  again 
on  the  instant,  and  a  slight  movement  of  the 
lips  with  a  scarcely  preceptible  breathing  were 
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the  only  eigns  of   life    for  maDj  succeeding 
hours. 

Doctor  WoUey,  as  the  yillagers  called  him, 
though  no  M.  D.,  after  doing  all  that  medical/ 
skill  could  do,  left  Mrs.  Fitzallan  to  the  care  of 
her  maid  and  landlady,  being  called  away  to 
attend  another  patient  whose  case  was  equally 
urgent  The  care  of  her  maid  and  landlady  t 
little  care  or  attention  was  she  likely  to  receire 
from  either ;  the  head  of  the  former  was  filled 
with  thoughts  of  the  Sergeant,  the  head  of  the 
latter  with  plans  for  sending  her  lodger  back  to 
die  at  the  *^  Castle  Coombe  Arms,^  or  anywhere 
else,  where  they  would  take  her  in.  Each 
thought  too  much  of  her  own  interests  and 
gratification,  to  think  of  the  interests  of 
another. 

It  was  long  past  midnight  and  the  lamp 
in  the  chamber  of  the  invalid  shed  a  dim  light 
through  the  room.  There  was  no  sound  in 
that  room — no  sound  in  the  house — even  the 
village  curs  seemed  all  asleep,  and  the  hooting 
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of  ft  large  grey  owl  as  it  flew  past  the  window 
sounded  strange  and  awful  amid  the  stillness. 
There  was  no  one  watching  beside  the  sick 
woman's  bed ;  landlady  and  maid  had  left  her 
some  hours  before,  to  follow  their  own  devices, 
leaving  her  to  the  sole  care  of  Amy^  and  she 
poor  child,  despite  her  fears  and  grief,  had 
childlike  fidlen  asleep  some  little  time  before. 

It  was  not  in  nature  that  one  so  young  could 
keep  her  lonely  watch  throughout  the  night. 
Befoaing  to  be  undressed,  she  had  thrown  her- 
self on  the  bed  beside  her  mother^  and  there 
she  lay  watching  that  mother's  face  till  the 
drowcdness  that  weighed  down  her  eyelids 
could  no  longer  be  withstood. 

*^  Poor  lady  I  she  will  never  be  quite  sen- 
nble  again,  or  if  she  should  wake  up  in  the 
night  there  is  Miss  Amy  to  get  what  she 
wants;  she  is  used  to  nursing  her,''  said  the 
maid  to  the  yawning  landlady.  ''  There  is  i^o 
use  in  sitting  up  now,  when  there  may  be  so 
much  to  do  to-morrow." 
c  5 
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^'  None  in  the  'versal  world,"  replied  the 
landlady,  nodding  assent.  ^'  She  can't  be 
moved  till  to-morrow,"  and  so,  as  we  said  be- 
fore,  the  mother  was  left  to  the  care  of  her 
young  child,  whose  delicate  frame  was  weaker 
than  her  love.  They  had  done  what  the  doc- 
tor had  told  them  to  do — they  had  said  poor 
lady!  and  poor  thing  I  what  more  cotdd  be 
expected  from  those  who,  as  they  expressed 
themselves,  were  none  of  her  kith  or  kin, 
and  might  perhaps  never  be  paid  for  their 
trouble. 

Who  could  have  foreseen  that  she  who  was 
reared  inluxury— nurtured  in  splendour,  should 
be  left  to  die  on  a  lowly  bed,  untended,  de- 
serted and  broken  hearted?  She  had  left  her 
father  full  of  health  and  hope;  and  now,  help- 
less and  dying  was,  in  her  turn,  neglected  and 
deserted. 

They  who  had  said  that  she  would  never 
again  be  quite  sensible  were  mistaken,  for  when 
she  awoke  from  the  long  sleep  which  had  sue- 
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ceeded  her  first  insensibility,  the  head  was  clear 
though  the  frame  was  weak, 

"  Amy,"  she  said,  pressing  a  kiss  on  her 
brow,  after  watching  her  slumbers  for  a  time. 
<<  I  am  dying,  my  child ;  hear  my  parting 
words  r 

Faint  as  was  the  whisper,  poor  Amy  started 
from  her  sleep. 

"  What  do  you  want  dear  mamma?  what 
diall  I  bring  you  ?"  she  asked  only  half  awake. 

'^  Nothing  my  child !  I  need  nothing  more 
on  earth ;  only  pay  heed  to  what  I  say.  Take 
dus  and  never  part  with  it  let  what  will  come 
to  pass,  it  was  my  mother's;  had  she  not  died  I 
had  not  left  my  father's  home.** 

Taking  a  locket  from  her  own  neck,  where  it 
had  been  worn  from  childhood,  Mrs.  Fitzallan 
pkced  it  round  that  of  her  child  who  received 
it  in  silence,  awed  by  the  sad  solemnity  of  the 
speaker's  manner.  ^*  And  take  this  too,"  she 
added,  placing  the  letter  received  that  morning, 
in  her  hand,  *^  they  will  serve  to  prove  your 
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identity.  60  to  your  grand&ther — ^kneel  at 
his  feet-Hsay  that  with  my  dying  breath  I  left 
you  to  his  care.  He  may  for^ve  me  when  no 
more,  and  love  yon  for  my  sake,  but  should  he 
cast  you  out^  I  leave  you  to  the  care  of  Him  who 
let  little  children  come  unto  Him.  Grod  will 
protect  my  orphan  child,  I  feel  no  doubt  but 
trust  in  Him !  Amy  do  you  the  same  amid  all 
trials  and  all  woe.  Love  Him  and  do  His  will 
and  He  will  not  forsake  you.  I  bless  Him  for 
the  chastening  that  subdued  my  stubborn  heart 
and  brought  me  closer  to  Him — I  bless  Him  for 
the  peaceful  trust  he  gives  me  now.  My  child ! 
my  child  I  pray  with  me  now  that  we  may  meet 
in  Heaven  T 

"  You  will  go  with  me  to  grandpapa?". said 
Amy,  anxiously  clinging  around  her  neck. 

*^  God  does  not  will  it  so,  and  His  good  will 
be  done  I"  faltered  Mrs.  Fitzallan,  her  voice 
growing  fainter  and  fainter  at  every  word. 
^'  Hasten  to  him  when  I  am  gone." 

'^  No,  no,  no,  let  me  stay  with  you  ?  I  don't 


^ 
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know  his  name — ^I  don't  know  where  he  liyee, 
and  he  cannot  be  kind  or  good,  as  he  does  not 
love  yon  T  ezcLmned  poor  Amy  in  passionate 
grief. 

'^  Hosh !   Amy  hosh  I   grieve  me  not  with 
year  sorrow,  but  heed  my  words.     His  name 


The  voice  sank  so  low  that  Amy  caught  not 
the  name,  but  guessing  from  the  mention  of 
Harper,  that  she  knew  where  he  dwelt,  and 
would  take  her  to  him,  she  answered  accord- 
ingly. 

"  1  will  do  all  yon  wish  dear  mamma  I 
Indeed — ^indeed  I  will  P 

^  Bless  you,  my  child !  kiss  me  once  more 
ere  I  die." 

"  Die  r  sobbed  the  terrified  child,  clinging 
more  wildly  to  the  mother  who  pressed  her  so 
fondly  to  her  heart  The  spirit  passed  from 
earth  in  that  passionate  caress. 

When  Doctor  Wolley  entered  the  room  in 
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the  morning  the  mother  and  child  were  lying 
aide  by  side  clasped  in  a  last  embrace — 
the  living  cradled  on  the  bosom  of  the  dead 
— the  blooming  cheek  of  infancy  pressed 
closely  to  the  pallid  one  of  middle  age. 

*^  My  mistress  has  been  sleeping  ever  since 
— never  spoke  or  moved;  and  the  child  has 
been  sleeping  too,''  said  Betty  crossing  the 
room  and  throwing  open  the  shutters. 

*^  Sleeping — nonsense,"  replied  the  doctor 
pausing  a  moment  to  look  at  the  mother  and 
her  child  as  the  morning  light  streamed  across 
their  brows,  both  so  lovely,  one  in  sleep  and 
one  in  death.  '^  Do  you  not  see  your  oiistress 
is  dead?" 

^'  Ah  I  poor  lady !  I  thought  it  would  come 
to  that  Weill  she  is  out  of  her  troubles  now," 
replied  Betty  Harper  with  a  mingling  of  levity 
and  pity  that  would  have  shocked  the  good 
doctor  had  not  his  attention  been  fully  occu- 
pied with  the  mournful  and  touching  spectacle 
before  him. 
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''  Move  the  child  gently/'  he  said,  "  she 
must  not  remain  there." 

Just  then  Amy  smiled,  gladly,  in  her  sleep, 
and  Mr.  WoUey  turned  away  without  having 
the  heart  to  utter  another  word. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 


Who  shall  describe  the  passionate  grief  of 
that  poor,  desolate  child  when  her  young  heart 
fully  understood  the  truth  ?  Dead  I — It  was  a 
fearful  sound  even  to  those  of  full  grown  intel- 
lect,  how  much  more  fearful  to  a  child,  whose 
woe  is  mingled  with  an  awe,  a  terror  which  her 
young  heart  feels  but  cannot  tell. 

The  kind  apothecary  would  have  had   her 
removed  so  gently  as  not  to  disturb  her  sleep. 
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bat  the  arms  of  the  liying  and  the  dead  were 
80  closely  twined  that  this  was  impossible,  and 
when  snfficiently  awake  to  know  the  truth,  no 
entreaties  for  a  time  could  induce  her  to 
move. 

'*  No,  no^  let  me  stay  with  mamma  I — let 
me  die  with  my  mamma — dear — dear— dear — 
mamma  I"  cried  the  sobbing  girl  dinging  more 
wildly  to  her  mother  the  more  strenuous  the 
efforts  made  to  remove  her.  At  length  the 
persuasions  of  the  kind  apothecary  succeeded, 
and  she  consented  to  leaye  the  room  on  receiv- 
ing the  promise  that  she  should  return  again  in 
a  couple  of  hours. 

'^  Mrs.  Fitzallan's  relations  should  be  in- 
formed of  her  death,"  said  Mr.  Wolley  address- 
ing Betty  Harper. 

'*'  I  never  heard  of  her  having  any  relations 
except  her  father,  and  he  would  have  nothing 
to  say  to  her/*  answered  Betty.  ^*  She  ran 
away  with  Mr.  Fitzallan,  as  I  understood  from 
what  she  said  one  day  when  she  did  not  quite 
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know  what  she  was  saying,  and  I  suspect  he 
led  her  a  pretty  life.** 

**  Mr.  Wolley  would  have  written  to  her 
fiither  but  no  one  could  tell  him  his  name  or 
abode.  The  post-mark  of  his  letter  was  Lon- 
don,  and  to  seek  there  for  a  man  whose  very 
name  was  unknown,  was  to  seek  for  a  pebble 
at  the  bottom  of  the  ocean. 

^^  Missus  was  always  close,  better  if  she  had 
not  been,"  observed  Betty  Harper. 

^*  Who  is  to  pay  for  the  lodging  and  the 
waiting,  and  the  bad  character  my  house  will 
get,  having  a  stranger  die  in  it,  I  should  like 
to  know  ?"  asked  the  landlady  sharply. 

^^  Has  Mrs.  Fitzallan  left  no  money  ?" 

^^  Three  shillings  in  her  purse  and  that  is  all 
I  can  find,  this  comes  of  taking  in  sick  people 
out  of  kindness." 

^^  Mrs.  FitzaUan  must  have  friends  in  a 
respectable  if  not  an  elevated  station*  I  should 
think  the  latter  to  judge  by  the  air  and  manners 
of  her  child,"  replied  Mr.  Wolley.     "  Perhaps 
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it  would  be  as  well  to  put  some  advertisements 
in  the  papers." 

^*  And  who  is  to  pay  for  them,  and  for  the 
kying  out  and  the  ftmeral?  and  who  is  to  pay 
me  I  should  like  to  know?"  questioned  the 
landlady  still  more  sharply. 

Mr.  Wolley  was  humane,  but  Mr.  WoUey 
was  poor,  with  a  mother  and  sisters  who  claimed 
and  received  his  aid ;  so  he  paused  a  moment 
before  he  replied. 

^'If  you  will  do  all  that  is  needful  for  the 
present  I  will  call  again  in  the  course  of  the 
day,  and  then  we  can  talk  about  the  funeral 
and  other  matters.  Afrs.  Fitzallan  may  have 
left  jewels  or  other  effects,  and  perhaps  to 
satisfy  her  friends  it  may  be  as  well  to  put 
seak  on  the  boxes  and  drawers." 

^^  My  claims  must  be  paid  before  anything  can 
be  removed,"  observed  the  landlady. 

'*  Certainly,  that  is  but  just,"  replied  Mr. 
Wolley,  ^^  I  have  little  doubt  that  her  friends 
are  well  able  to  pay  all  demands,  and  reward 
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you  for  any  kindness  shown  to  the  child,  though 
there  may  be  some  difficulty  for  a  time  in  find- 
ing those  iriends." 

This  suggestion  put  Mrs.  Hopkins  in  better 
humour,  and  she  performed  the  affairs  about 
the  dead  with  quiet  decency,  if  not  with  feeling. 

'^Let  me  go  back  to  dear  mamma? — ^you 
promised  I  should  long  ago!"  sobbed  Amy 
Fitzallan,  as  Betty  opened  the  door  which  she 
had  locked  on  the  poor  child  to  keep  her  quiet 
as  she  said. 

^'  Very  well  Miss  Amy,  you  may  go  back 
now,   but  mind  you  must  not  disturb  your 


mamma." 


*' Disturb  her,  was  she  only  sleeping  then?" 
cried  Amy  eagerly  looking  with  eyes  filled 
with  a  wild  anxious  joy  into  the  speaker's  face. 

^^  Sleeping,  no,  no,  she  is  dead  enough.  I 
mean  you  must  be  quiet  and  not  make  a  scream^ 
ing,  or  pull  things  about  Be  a  good  child,  don't 
give  Mrs.  Hopkins  any  trouble  and  now  good 
bye." 
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*^  Good  bye !"  repeated  the  bewildered  Amy, 
seeiiig  a  trunk  in  the  passage  and  feeling  for  the 
first  time  the  difference  in  Betty's  manner—  the 
sudden  change  from  respectful  attention  to  care- 
less impertinence.  ''  Are  you  going  to  grand- 
papa? Mamma  said  you  would  take  me,  but  I 
cannot  leave  her  so  soon." 

**  How  can  I  take  you  to  your  grandpapa 
when  I  don't  know  his  name,  or  where  he  lives* 
Besides  your  mamma  could  not  expect  me  to 
take  you  to  him,  for  she  knew  yesterday  I  was 
going  away,  and  paid  me  my  wages  whilst  you 
were  with  Mrs.  Bates." 

"Oh  don't  go  Betty  I — don't  leave  me  now  1" 
cried  the  terrified  child  as  she  clung  to  her 
gown  to  detain  her.  '^  Dear  mamma  is  gone, 
and  if  you  go  too  who  will  take  care  of  me?" 

'^  God  will  take  care  of  you,  he  is  always  a 
father  to  orphans." 

"  So  dear  mamma  said,"  answered  the  child 
b  more  cheerful  tones,  her  sorrow  soothed  and 
her  young  heart  filled  with  pious  trust  by  the 
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words  which  the  worldly  and  time  serring  maid 
bad  spoken  carelessly  if  not  irreverently.  Even 
now  was  her  Heavenly  Father  looking  down  in 
pity  on  her  desolate  condition,  and  turning  the 
evil  of  others  into  good  for  her. 

'^  Yes  to  be  sure  Miss  Amy,  only  be  a  good 
child  and  say  your  prayers,  and  you  will  sure 
to  be  rich  and  happy  all  your  life—there  good 
bye,  and  don't  sob  any  more." 

"Oh  don't  go  yet, — stay  a  little— a  very 
little  I"  pleaded  the  weeping  child  who  had  an 
instinctive  dread  of  being  left  to  the  tender 
mercies  of  Mrs.  Hopkins. 

*'  Nonsense,  Miss  Amy,  I  shall  be  too  late 
for  the  carrier,"  replied  Betty  sharply,  tearing 
her  gown  from  the  grasp  of  the  pleading  Amy, 
and  running  down  stairs  to  avoid  further  en- 
treaty. ^^  Poor  little  thing  1 1  can't  think  what 
will  become  of  her,  I  wish  I  could  get  her  last 
look  out  of  my  head,"  was  Betty's  thought  as 
she  jogged  along  in  the  carrier's  cart. 

Amy  stood  for  some  moments  where  she  had 
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left  her  the  picture  of  despair,  then,  entering 
her  mother's  room,  she  crept  towards  the  bed 
as  if  fearfal  that  a  ruder  tread  would  wake 
some  sleeper.  A  cry  of  anguish  burst  from 
her  lips  as  she  caught  sight  of  the  body  laid 
out  in  its  winding-sheet ;  she  would  have 
thrown  her  arms  around  it,  but  was  restrained 
by  a  feeling  of  respectful  reverence  towards  the 
dead,  whose  stony  calmness  seemed  to  rebuke 
the  noisy  sorrow  of  the  living.  A  growing 
and  mysterious  awe  hushed  her  wild  grief,  and 
she  sat  down  beside  the  corpse,  her  little  bosom 
heaving  with  the  sobs  repressed  by  a  resolute 
will 

When  Mr.  Wolley  returned,  he  found  Amy 
keeping  her  lonely  watch  in  the  chamber  of 
death,  her  former  passionate  bursts  of  grief  re- 
placed by  a  calmer,  but  still  deeper  sorrow.  He 
spoke  to  her  kindly,  and  the  child  looked  up 
with  grateful  trusk  He  questioned  her  of  the 
past,  but  learnt  little  more  than  he  knew  al- 
ready.    Her  father  who  had  been  dead  some 


50  THE    OAANDFATHKB. 

Poor  thbg  I  an  only  child,  the  only  comfort 
of  her  mother,  the  strong  affections  of  her 
young,  warm  heart  bad  been  developed  more 
than  the  powers  of  her  mind,  but  'mid  the 
silent  watches  of  ,the  night,  for  even  then  she 
did  not  desert  her  post^  deep,  solemn  thoughts 
came  crowding  on  her  fresh  young  spirit, 
deep  thoughts  beyond  her  years,  and  when 
slumber  fell  on  her  wearied  lids,  and  the 
eyes  of  the  body  were  closed,  the  eyes  of  the 
mind  saw  visions  of  bright  and  lovely  things, 
and  loving  tones,  and  loving  smiles  filled  her 
young  soul  with  peace,  and  trust,  and  joy.  Even 
then  was  her  Heavenly  Father  watching  over 
her,  and  often  in  after  years  'mid  the  change 
and  stir  of  life,  would  she  look  back  to  these 
hours  of  lonely  watching  and  learn  from  thence 
lessons  of  trust  and  perseverance. 

The  placing  the  body  in  the  coffin — the 
shutting  from  her  view  that  dear  loved  face, 
caused  a  fresh  burst  of  passionate  grief,  for  it 
seemed  to  her  like  a  second  parting,  and  she 
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looked  eagerly  round  for  Mr.  WoUey  whose 
kindness  had  won  her  confidence  ;  but  no  Mr. 
WoUey  was  there,  and  day  af^  day  she  lis- 
tened in  vain  for  the  sound  of  his  step  on  the 
Btair. 

He  had  promised  to  come  yet  came  not. 

''Nobody  loTes  me  now  mamma  is  gone," 
was  the  poor  child's  passionate  lament,  as  she 
cried  herself  to  sleep. 


E  3 
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CHAPTER   III. 


*'  Lauk  I  Mrs.  Hopkins,  to  be  sure  you  don't 
let  the  poor  child  be  alone  all  day  ?  and  above 
all  you  don't  let  her  Vr-atch  alone  by  the  corpse 
at  night  ?"  exclaimed  the  good  natured  baker's 
wife  who  had  come  over  to  enjoy  a  little 
neighbourly  gossip. 

**  The  child  is  very  obstinate  and  will  have 
her  own  way/'  replied   Mrs.  Hopkins  sharply. 
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^  She  bellowed  like  a  bull  when  we  took  her 
fiom  the  body,  and  ao  I  am  forced  to  let  her 
bide,  no  one  but  Mr.  WoUey  can  do  anything 
with  her." 

^*  Suppose  I  go  and  talk  to  her  a  little,  she 
will  be  moped  to  death  poor  thing  I  left  all  by 
herself  day  and  night." 

^'^  Yott  may  go  if  you  like,  but  she  wiU  look 
sour  enough  at  you  I  can  tell  you,  she  always 
does  as  soon  as  any  one  goes  into  the  room." 

^*  Then  it  must  be  all  on  account  of  losing 
her  mother,  poor  thing !  for  she  never  looked 
sour  before,  but  was  one  of  the  sweetest 
tempered  —  nicest  spoken  —  merriest  young 
ladies  I  ever  set  eyes  on ;  it  was  a  pleasure  to 
look  at  her  pretty  face,  and  hear  her  say,  thank 
yon,  if  you  gave  her  anything.  I  have  brought 
her  a  little  cake  here,  and  some  flowers,  she 
would  often  come  over  to  my  shop  for  a 
cake." 

^*  Lady  I"  muttered  Mrs.  Hopkins,  who  was 
more   than  usually  sharp  from  having  heard 
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some  one  say  that  her  lodgings  woald  get  a 
bad  name,  '*  I  hope  she  may  turn  ont  a  lady, 
and  have  rich  friends,  as  Mr.  Wolley  thinks, 
or  else  I  shall  never  get  paid  for  all  I  have 
done  for  her  and  her  mother.  No  one  has 
claimed  her  yet." 

^'  I  would  wager  a  whole  batch  of  baking 
that  Miss  Amy  is  a  lady  as  her  mother  was 
before  her»  ay,  and  her  grandmother.  There 
is  something  about  the  real  gentoy  there  is  no 
mistaking.  But  supposing  no  one  should  come 
to  claim  her  poor  child  I  I  have  heard  that  you 
have  a  box  of  jewels,  and  things  which  would 
pay  you  a  hundred  times  over." 

"  That  is  at  it  may  be  ;  a  bird  in  the  hand  is 
worth  two  in  the  bush.  To  be  sure  the  box  is 
heavy,  and  Betty  did  say  something  about 
jewels,  and  that  her  mistress  did  not  like  it  to 
be  out  of  her  sight,  but  Mr.  Wolley  put  his 
seal  upon  it,  so  there  is  no  looking  in." 

"  Ah  I  poor  gentleman  I  he  will  never  put  his 
seal  to  another  box  if  what  I  hear  is  true.    And 
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8ttch  a  dever  doctor,   and  such  a  land,  good 
man  as  he  was  too.'' 

'^  What  is  the  matter  with  him  ?"  asked  Mrs. 
Hopkins  quickly. 

'^  Oh !  have  not  you  heard?  A  night  or  two 
since,  I  am  not  quite  sure  which,  as  he  was 
riding  home  his  horse  fell,  or  was  frightened,  or 
something,  and  poor  Mr.  WoUey  was  found  in 
a  ditch  in  the  morning  quite  insensible,  with 
his  leg  broken,  and  his  head  very  much  hurt ;  he 
has  never  been  himself  again  since,  talking 
about  all  sorts  of  strange  things  and  there  are 
some  who  think  he  won't  get  over  it,  but  I  am 
sure  I  hope  he  will." 

'^  And  so  do  I,  or  else  who  will  pay  me  for 
the  funeral,  and  the  lodging,  and  all  the  other 
things.  I  should  not  wonder  if  he  died  just  to 
spite  me !  I  am  always  getting  cheated  for  be- 
ing good  natured.  Nobody  else  would  have 
taken  in  the  sick  lady  that  nobody  knew  nothing 
about,  and  this  is  what  comes  of  it,  getting  no 
money  but  only  a  bad  name  for  the  lodgings." 
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^'  Come,  come,  Mrs.  Hopkins^  you  are  prettj 
well  to  do  in  the  world  and  Mrs.  Fitzallan  paid 
you  two  guineas  for  the  lodging  and  you  never 
had  more  than  one  before,  and  poor  Mr.  Wolley 
ain't  going  to  die  yet  I  hope^  and  so  everybody 
hopes." 

<<  Every  body's  hopes  won't  keep  him  alive* 
and  I  shall  be  sure  to  lose  my  money,  I  al- 
ways do.'* 

^'  Well,  well,  wait  till  you  do  Mrs.  Hopkins^ 
there  is  no  use  in  fretting  about  a  misfortune 
twice,  once  before  it  happens  and  again  when 
it  does.  We  read  in  the  blessed  Bible,  Grod 
loves  a  cheerful  giver,  and  to  my  mind  he  loves 
a  cheerful  liver  too,  who  believes  all  He  orders 
is  best ;  and  so  it  is  if  we  would  but  think  sa 
I  will  just  step  up  and  see  the  poor  child  now.** 
Oh  I  a  true  and  beautiful  creed  was  good  Mrs. 
Marsh's,  and  might  have  put  to  shame  the  vain 
repinings  of  her  betters. 

'*  It  is  easy  for  folks  to  say  that,  when  they 
have  not  got  nothing  to  cross  them,"  muttered 
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the  difloontented  landlady  as  the  kind  hearted 
baker's  wife  passed  up  the  stairs. 

*^  Poor  thing  I  she  is  afraid  of  Mrs.  Hopkins, 
and  I  don't  wonder  at  it,"  thought  Mrs.  Marsh, 
as  she  marked  how  Amy  had  shrunk  into  a  comer 
at  the  opening  of  the  door.  ^'  I  have  brought 
Jim  some  flowers  my  dear  I  and  two  or  three  of 
the  cakes  yon  used  to  be  so  fond  of." 

^*  Thank  you,"  said  Amy  advancing  timidly, 
nusing  her  tearful  eyes  to  the  speaker's  face, 
and  letting  them  rest  there,  won  by  the  kindly 
expression.  ^^  Thank  you  very  much  I"  she 
repeated,  and  her  tones  were  soft  and  sweet  as 
before,  but  inexpressibly  sad. 

^*  I  was  sure  she  could  not  be  sour,"  thought 
the  baker's  wife. 

Amy  took  the  flowers,  kissed  them,  placed 
them  on  the  coffin,  and  then  looking  at  them  as 
though  they  were  the  bearers  of  some  message 
from  her  whom  she  had  lost. 

^*  I  never  saw  anything  so  pretty  in  my  life, 
it  is  quite  a  picture,'^  thought  the  baker's  wife^ 

B  5 
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wiping  off  the  tears  which  she  could  not  re-* 
press.  *'  And  now  dear !  eat  the  cakes  and  let 
us  have  a  little  talk  together. — You  must  find 
it  very  unkind  being  here  all  by  yourself?" 

*^  Oh !  thank  you  I  cannot,  I  do  not  want  to 
eat  now  dear  mamma  is  gone." 

^^  Oh  I  dear  Miss  Amy !  but  you  must  eat  a 
little  just  to  please  me  now  I  have  brought  the 
cakes,  and  I  am  sure  your  poor  dear  mamma 
would  be  vexed,  if  she  could  tell  you  were 
starving  yourself." 

^^  Would  she  really  ?"  asked  Amy  with  child- 
ish simplicity,  drawing  closer  to  her  in  glowing 
confidence. 

^'  I  am  sure  she  would,  and  who  knows  but 
she  may  be  looking  down  upon  you  now?  Here, 
come  and  sit  by  me  and  eat  the  cakes." 

Amy  made  no  objection,  and  the  good  woman 
felt  particularly  happy  as  she  saw  the  cakes 
disappear. 

'^  Bless  me !  if  there  is  not  the  clock  striking 
four,  and  James  will  make  all  kinds  of  mistakes 
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if  I  don't  hurry  over  to  give  out  the  bread. 
Heart  alive  I  to  think  of  my  having  staid  here 
BO  long*     Well,  good  bye  now  my  little  dear ! 
and  don't  ye  cry  and  take  on  so  there  is  a  love  I 
Don't  mind  if  Mrs.  Hopkins  should  speak  a 
little  sharp,  it  is  just  her  nature  you  see,  and 
to  my  mind  it  is  not  a  happy  nature  for  herself 
more  than  for  others.     And  don't  take  on  so 
when  they  eome  to  take  the  coffin  away,  it 
most  be  you  know»  and  it  ain't  your  dear 
mamma  that  is  really  in  it  after  all,  she  is  an 
angel  in  Heaven    now    I   hope.    And    Mr. 
Wolley  will  soon  be  well  again  I  dare  say ;  and 
your  friends  will  come  and  claim  you,  and  it 
will  all  go  right,  things  always  do  one  way  or 
another  if  we  keep  a  brave  heart  and  patient 
spirit,  and  put  our  trust  in  God.    Good  bye 
dear  I   I  will  see  you  again  to-morrow,  and 
send  you  in  a  nice,  new,  little  twopenny  loaf 
and  some  more  cakes." 

And  so  departed  the  kind-hearted,  hopeful 
baker^s  wife,  happy  in  having  made  another 
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happy,  at  least  as  happy  as  circumstances 
would  admit  She  was  not  near  as  rich  in  this 
world's  goods  as  Mrs.  Hopkins,  but  how  much 
richer  in  the  treasures  of  the  heart,  in  trust — 
in  hopefulness — in  love — ^to  all  around  her. 
That  love  which  pays  itself  in  doing  and  in 
giving — the  heart's  wealth  far  more  precious 
than  gold. 

^^  Poor  dear  child  I"  was  her  thought  as  she 
crossed  the  street  to  the  bakehouse.  **  I  don't 
expect  that  she  is  very  comfortable  with 
Mrs.  Hopkins,  I  would  not  say  anything 
unkind  of  a  neighbour,  but  she  seems  to  me  to 
have  been  made  of  bad  flour  mixed  up  with 
some  leaven  or  bitter  yeast.  But  there,  poor 
thing  I  I  must  not  be  hard  upon  her,  she  was 
left  an  orphan  early,  so  had  not  a  mother  to 
make  her  kind  and  gentle-like,  and  we  must 
make  allowances  if  she  is  a  little  crusty  now 
and  then."  [Ah  !  if  we  all  judged  each  other 
like  dear^  simple-hearted  Mrs.  Marsh  I]  ^'  I 
will  see  that  the  poor  child  ain't  starved,  but 
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do  by  her  as  I  would  wish  others  to  do  bj  our 
little  Sarah  if  she  were  left  tie  same.  I  am 
afraid  she  will  take  on  dreadful  to-morrow 
when  they  buries  her  mother,  so  I  will  take 
care  and  be  in  the  way." 

The  good  baker's  wife  was  right,  but  Amy's 
grief  on  the  morrow  was  wild  and  passionate, 
and  made  the  more  so,  by  the  sharp  rebuking 
tones  of  Mrs.  Hopkins,  who  could  not  control 
ber  ill  humour,  or  rather  would  not,  when 
alone  with  the  helpless  orphan,  whose  health 
was  giving  way  beneath  ceaseless  tears  and 
lonely  watching,  joined  to  the  nervous  fear  in- 
spired by  the  heartless  landlady. 

Dressed  in  the  mourning  which  she  still 
wore  for  her  father,  the  little  creature  followed 
her  mother's  coffin,  unconscious  of  the  com- 
ments made  on  her  childish  beauty ;  for  a  time 
disturbing  the  ceremony  by  her  loud  sobs 
'  alone,  but  when  the  coffin  was  lowered  into  the 
grave,  bursting  from  the  restraining  grasp  of 
Mrs.  Hopkins,  she  would  have  thrown  herself 
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upon  it,  had  not  the  good  baker's  wife  stepped 
forward  just  in  time  and  oaught  her  in  her 
arms. 

For  a  moment  Amy  struggled  to  free  herself, 
then  soothed  by  the  kindly  tones  of  her  humble 
friend,  she  allowed  herself  to  be  carried  back 
to  the  house,  and  even  crammed  with  cake,  a 
sovereign  panacea  in  good  Mrs.  Marsh's  opinion 
for  most  of  the  ills  of  childhood. 

There  sat  the  worthy  woman  beside  the  bed 
where  Mrs.  Fitzallan  had  died,  with  Amy 
clinging  round  her  neck  utterly  forgetful  for 
nearly  the  first  time  in  her  life,  that  the  bread 
had  been  drawn  out  of  the  oven,  and  that 
James  could  never  remember  above  two  hours 
who  was  to  have  brown  loaves,  who  white, 
who  gallons,  and  who  half  gallons.  Few 
circumstances  could  have  afforded  a  higher 
proof  of  her  interest  in  the  orphan  child 
than  this. 

Three  weeks  had  passed  since  her  mother's 
death,  and  there  sat  Amy  listless  and  lonely  in 
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the  same  room  where  her  mother's  corpse  had 
Iain,  and  nearly  in  the  same  attitude  as  when 
she  had  kept  her  moomfnl  watch  beside  it. 
The  once  plump  and  happy  face  had  grown 
thin  and  pale,  and  the  meagre  figure,  sunken 
eyes,  and  yellow  skin,  all  told  of  broken  health 
as  well  as  broken  spirits. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  always  moping 
about  7*  asked  Mrs.  Hopkins  entering  the  room 
abruptly. 

The  poor  child  shrank  back  alarmed,  abashed, 
and  would  have  passed  into  the  other  room  in 
silent  submission,  but  the  landlady  placed  her- 
self in  her  way. 

^*  What,  go  into  my  back  parlour !  a  fitting 
place  for  you  is  not  it?  Who  is  to  pay  me  for 
all  that  I  have  lost  by  your  mother  as  it  is  ? 
She  was  a  lady  forsooth  I  and  had  rich  friends 
and  relations  who  would  come  and  take  you 
away,  and  reward  me  for  all  my  trouble. 
Where  are  they  I  wonder,  I  have  not  seen  any 
thing  of  them.    Then  the  jewels  in  that  box 
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were  to  pay  me.  Jewels  indeed  I  well  might 
your  beggarly  mother  never  trust  it  out  of  her 
sight  lest  the  cheat  should  be  found  out.  Stones 
wrapped  up  and  put  in  to  make  it  heavy,  with 
two  farthings  and  a  halfpenny  to  make  a  chink. 
Your  mother  was  a  regular  cheat  and  swindler, 
and  ought  to  have  been  sent  to  the  tread- 
milL" 

''  Mamma  was  not  a  cheat  I"  cried  Amy 
boldly,  indignation  mastering  for  a  moment  her 
fear  of  the  speaker.  '^  I  am  sure  she  did  not 
put  stones  in  the  box." 

^'  Who  did  then,  you  impudent  little  brat  ? 
Do  you  mean  to  say  I  did? — when  I  took  care 
to  have  the  churchwarden  by  when  all  the  seals 
were  taken  off  and  the  boxes  and  drawers  all 
opened.  I  will  teach  you  better  manners 
against  next  time/'  and  here  Mrs.  Hopkins 
gave  the  child  a  box  on  the  ear,  delivered  with 
such  hearty  good  will  as  would  probably  have 
knocked  her  down  had  not  Amy  escaped  some 
of  its  force  by  shrinking  back.     ^'  It  would 
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senre  you  right  if  I  turned  you  out  of 
doors." 

''Let  me  go  to  Mrs.  Marsh/'  sobbed  the 
child  in  broken  words, 

''  Oh  I  you  think  she  would  keep  you  do 
you? — ^and  you  would  go  and  complain  of  my 
being  cross  as  you  did  before?  Take  care  I 
don't  give  you  reason  to  complain.  You  have 
aeen  the  last  of  Mrs.  Marsh  I  should  not 
wonder,  for  there  she  is  laid  up  with  a  fever 
caught  from  her  boy  James,  impudent  young 
varlet  as  he  is !  She  is  raving  they  say,  and  it 
18  a  toss  up  whether  she  lives  or  dies.  If  you 
go  even  nigh  her  door,  much  more  go  inside, 
I  will  shut  you  up  in  the  dark  cupboard,  and 
give  you  nothing  but  bread  and  water  for  the 
next  month  to  come.  You  shan't  be  going 
over  there  to  bring  back  the  fever  to  me  and 
my  children.  I  have  had  one  corpse  in  the 
house  through  my  good  nature  and  that  has 
made  me  lose  more  than  enough.  I  thought 
the  dothes  would  have  paid  me  something,  but 
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they  are  scaroelj  worth  a  crown.  And  then 
there  is  the  funeral,  besides  the  lodging  and 
attendance.  Mr.  Wolley  told  me  to  hare  all 
decent^  and  there  now  he  is  gone  out  of  the 
ootuilry  and  they  want  me  to  pay  for  it  Catch 
me  doing  that  They  say  he  is  gone  to  London 
on  account  of  his  fall,  to  see  some  great  doctor 
up  there,  but  I  don't  believe  no  such  thing  ;  it 
was  only  to  get  out  of  paying  for  the  funeraL 
Ay,  ay,  I  understand,  it  is  all  very  fine  to  talk 
about  pity  and  all  that,  and  leave  some  body 
else  to  pay  the  piper.  I  am  up  to  him  now  ;  I 
only  wish  I  had  been  up  to  him  before.  The 
parish  may  pay  for  the  funeral,  I  won't ;  and 
the  parish  must  pay  for  my  keeping  you 
too,  or  you  may  just  go  and  tramp  with  the 
gipsies.  Do  not  make  such  a  howling ;  I  am 
not  going  to  be  stunned.  I  suppose  you 
thought  Mr.  WoUey  or  Mrs.  Marsh  were 
going  to  take  you  and  bring  you  up  a  lady. 
A  lady  indeed  I— a  pretty  lady  your  mothor 
was  to  die  in  debt  for  her  lodgings  and  not 
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leave  clothes  enough  to  pay  for  her  funeral. 
To  be  sure  she  had  a  ring  ;  but  it  is  not  every 
one  would  take  their  oath  she  was  a  wife.  If 
she  had  been  a  decent  woman,  her  father  would 
have  taken  her  in,  or  aone  of  her  friends  would 
ba?e  come  and  claimed  you.  There,  don't  stay 
howling  there  I  tell  you,  but  get  up  to  your 
garret ;  that  is  quite  good  enough  for  a  little 
b^gar  like  you,  and  mind  you  don't  come  into 
these  rooms  again,  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for 
your 

Here  Mrs.  Hopkins  paused  to  gather  breath, 
sod  Amy,  glad  to  escape  from  her  presence, 
harried  out  of  the  room  and  up  the  narrow, 
creaking  stair  into  the  cold  dark  garret  which 
was  to  be  her  chamber  for  the  future.  Here 
creeping  into  the  furthest  comer,  and  striving 
to  smother  the  sobs  which  she  could  not  wholly 
rappress  she  sat  listening  in  breathless  fear  lest 
her  tyrannical  hostess  should  follow,  or  one  of 
her  ill  taught  children,  having  nothing  better 
to  do,  come  up  to  amuse  herself  by  tormenting 
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the  helpless  orphan.  And  thus  sat  the  poor 
child  till  night  closed  in,  clasping  the  locket, 
her  mother's  last  gift,  and  a  lock  of  that  mo- 
ther's hair  to  her  heart,  her  only  consolation, 
peeping  out  of  the  window  that  looked  towards 
the  church-yard,  and  praying  in  the  agony  of 
her  childish  woe  that  she  might,  ere  long,  rest 
in  the  grave  where  they  had  laid  her  only  pa- 
rent. It  is  sad  for  a  young  child  to  pray  to 
die  I 

No  one  cared  to  come  to  her,  no  one  thought 
of  bringing  her  food,  and  cold  and  hungry 
she  crept  to  her  hard,  poor  bed,  rolling  herself 
up  in  its  single  blanket  to  keep  herself  from 
freezing.  The  names  of  WoUey  and  Marsh 
mingling  in  her  latest  prayer,  ere  wearied  by 
weeping  she  fell  asleep.  Had  the  poor  child 
really  no  friend  to  soothe  and  protect  her? 
Had  Mrs.  Bates  lost  all  interest  in  her  fate  ? 
Had  the  clergyman  who  buried  her  mother, 
never  asked  for  the  little  girl  whose  sobs  had 
sometimes  nearly  drowned  his  voice,  and  who, 
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if  not  prevented,  would  have  thrown  heraelf 
into  ber  mother's  grave  ? 

That  clergyman  was  a  stranger,  performing 
the  ceremony  for  the  absent  rector,  who  quitted 
the  neighbourhood  the  succeeding  day;  and 
Mrs.  Bates  could  feel  little  interest  for  one  who 
would  probably  end  her  days  in  the  workhouse^ 
or  gain  a  living  elsewhere  only  by  servitude. 
She  had  made  a  few  enqmries,  but  a  hint  from 
Mrs.  Hopkins  about  giving  something  towards 
the  keep  of  the  child  had  checked  all  further 
queries.  And  thus  poor  Amy  stood  alone  in 
the  world,  with  no  one  to  care  for  ber,  no  one 
to  love  her ;  and  the  contrast  of  her  fate  from 
that  of  a  few  weeks  before  weighed  heavily  on 
her  young  and  sensitive  heart.  Her  warm 
affections  thrown  back  upon  herself  were 
wearing  her  life  away,  and  cold  and  hunger, 
harshness  and  fear,  made  every  day  fresh 
lavages  in  her  slight  and  fragile  form.  Not 
that  Mrs.  Hopkins  absolutely  starved  her,  or 
prevented  her  approaching  the  fire,  but  the 
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now  oowed  and  timid  child  bo  dreaded  her 
presence,  and  that  of  her  ill  managed,  ill 
natured  children,  that  ahe  hurried  over  her 
meals  declining  more  food  when  she  really 
needed  it,  that  she  might  creep  again  to  her 
lonely  garret,  and  sit  on  the  stairs  outside  the 
door  of  the  room  where  her  mother  had  died, 
when  she  deemed  herself  free  from  the  snr- 
veillance  of  any  of  the  Hopkins  £unily.  And 
there  she  would  remain,  if  able,  for  hours, 
thinking  of  the  fond  mother  now  no  more,  and 
of  that  mother's  parting  words,  that  God  would 
protect  her  orphan  child,  sometimes  hoping^ 
but  as  time  passed  on,  more  often  despairing. 


THB  GRANSFATHSB.  71 


CHAPTER    V. 


*'  Thsbb  go  into  the  kitohen  and  help  Martha 
sooiir  the  dresser,  I  cannot  afford  to  keep  you 
idle  any  longer,  moping  about,  and  looking  so 
sullen ;"  said  Mrs.  Hopkins  one  day  when  Amy 
was  as  usual  creeping  off  to  her  garret  ^*  You 
most  learn  to  do  something  for  your  livelibood, 
though  it  won^t  be  much  I  take  it  such  a  weak, 
sickly  thing  can  do." 

Tearful  and  trembling,  poor  Amy  went  into 
the  kitchen  to  help  the  maid  of  all  work,  and 
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Mrs.   Hopkins  went  out  into  the  Tillage  to 
enjoy  some  neighbourly  gossip. 

**  Good  morning,  Mrs.  Hopkins,"  began  Mrs. 
Hodgson,  as  the  former  passed  the  Castle 
Coombe  Arms.  *'  How  is  Miss  Fitzallan  ? 
Has  her  grandfather,  the  great  lord,  come  down 
with  four  horses  to  carry  her  off?" 

**  No  Mrs.  Hodson,  and  never  will,  that  was 
all  a  fancy  of  Mr.  WoUey's.  If  it  had  not 
been  for  him,  I  should  have  got  quit  of  the 
mother  and  child  at  once  ;  lucky  for  you  she 
found  the  Castle  Coombe  Arms  so  noisy,  and 
came  to  my  quiet  lodgings." 

*^  As  for  her  finding  the  Castle  Coombe  Arms 
so  noisy,  it  was  all  very  well  her  saying  so 
to  bamboozle  you  Mrs.  Hopkins,  and  she  is  the 
first  who  ever  did  say  it  in  an  unfriendly  way, 
but  the  truth  was,  my  good  man  and  myself 
smelt  a  rat,  and  just  gave  her  a  hint  to  be  off.** 

^*  Very  fiiendly  to  send  her  to  me  ;  I  think 
you  might  have  given  me  an  inkling  of  this," 
observed  Mrs.  Hopkins  sharply. 
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^'  So  I  would,  had  70a  asked  me  Mrs.  Hop- 
kinsy  but  you  toseed  your  head  in  triumph  at 
getting  a  lodger  from  our  house,  and  so  I  said 
nothing." 

There  had  long  been  a  rivalry  between  these 
two  thrifty  dames,  and  though  decently  civil 
when  they  met,  as  all  the  neighbours  knew  full 
well,  there  was  no  loye  lost  between  them. 

*^  But  of  course  you  have  been  handsomely 
rewarded  for  all  your  trouble,  or  will  be  here- 
sfter  7"  continued  Mrs.  Hodgson,  who  had  a 
peculiar  talent  for  finding  out  a  wound  and 
making  it  smart  afresh. 

^'Not  I  indeed,  I  have  not  received  a  farthing 
and  never  shalL  I  always  suflfer  for  my  good 
nature ;  it  will  be  the  ruin  of  me  one  of  these 
daysL" 

^'  I  should  not  wonder/'  observed  Mrs.  Hodg- 
Bon,  with  «  dryness  that  sounded  like  in- 
credulity. 

^*  Yes,  that  it  will,  I  ought  to  think  more  of 
my  children,  and  not  be  so  good  natured  to 

VOL.   L  M, 
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strangere,  charity  should  begin  at  home.     But 
what  did  you  and  your  good  man  suspect  ?^ 

*^  Many  things,  Mrs.  Hopkins ;  we  are  not 
easily  taken  in,  seeing  such  loads  of  customers 
as  we  do  every  day,  we  soon  find  out  what 
people  are.  Now  Mrs.  Fitzallan,  as  she  chose 
to  call  herself,  pertended  to  be  a  widow,  and 
yet  I  never  once  heard  her  talk  of  her  poor 
dear  husband!  which  all  real  widows  do — any 
one  can  wear  a  gold  ring." 

^'  Then  you  think  she  was  not  a  widow  at  all, 
and  her  child  what  they  call  a  love-child  Mrs. 
Hodgson  ?" 

^'  I  would  not  say  it  for  certain,  Mrs.  Hopkins, 
I  would  not  take  away  any  one's  character  on 
no  account,  or  say  that  a  decent  woman  was  no 
better  than  she  should  be ;  yet  if  I  did  think  this, 
I  should  not  be  the  only  one  in  the  village  who 
did,  by  many.  If  it  was  not  so,  w(^d  not  her 
father  have  received  her  do  you  think?  and 
would  not  she  have  said  where  she  was  going 
to  and  what  what  was  his  name  ?    Not  that  I 
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would  take  awaj  her  character,  that  is  if  she 
had  one,  or  any  one's  else,  I  was  never  given  to 
that.  Bat  we  most  make  a  difierence  between 
the  yartnons  and  the  nnvartuons;  and  we 
thought  it  a  good  riddance  when  this  Mrs.  Fitz- 
iUan,  or  whatever  she  might  be,  took  herself 
e£  As  I  siud  before,  it  always  looks  'spidous 
to  me  when  a  widow  does  not  talk  of  her  poor 
dear  husband !  But  there,  I  dare  say  you  will 
be  well  paid  for  this  child  one  of  these  days. 
Periiape  the  parish  will  pay  you  something, 
Mr.  Harris  is  a  friend  of  yours,  jieople  say.** 

''  No  wonder,Mr8.  Hodgson,  he  was  a  friend 
of  my  poor  dear  husband,  and  therefore  natur- 
ally has  a  regard  for  his  widder  and  children, 
and  won't  let  me  suffer  for  my  good  nature.  I 
have  a  right  to  receive  something  from  the 
parish  if  I  keep  the  brat  in  my  bouse,"  replied 
Mrs.  Hopkins,  nettled  at  the  allusion  to  Mr. 
Harris,  the  Overseer,  knowing  that  many  main- 
tuned  she  was  setting  her  cap  at  him,  and  he 

B  3 
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waiting  to  be  sure  of  the  extent  of  her  mean% 
before  he  proposed. 

Mrs.  Hopkins  continued  her  gossipping  vifilky 
and  ere  nightfal  it  was  settled  nem*  can.  in  the 
village  of  Castle  Coombe,  that  Mrs.  Fitzallan 
as  she  called  herself,  despite  the  ring  she  wore, 
had  never  been  a  wife ;  that  she  was  a  cheat, 
and  a  swindler,  and  that  the  little  Amy  was  a 
love-child,  sickly,  sullen,  and  obbtinate;  by  no 
means  a  fit  associate  for  the  immaculate  children 
of  Castle  Coombe.  Before  noon  the  next  day, 
the  term,  love-child,  was  dinned  in  the  ears  of 
poor  Amy,  by  the  old  and  the  young,  the  he 
and  the  she  Hopkinses,  and  without  exactly 
understanding  what  it  meant,  she  shrank  with 
shame  at  the  word,  judging  it  to  be,  from  the 
the  tone  in  which  it  was  uttered,  a  term  of  re- 
proach and  insult.  Thus  was  another  wound 
inflicted  on  the  already  bleeding  heart  of  the 
sensitive  child,  and  thus  no  friendly  eye  met 
hers,  no  friendly  words  fell  on  her  eager  ear* 

^^  Doubt  if  the  parish  can  allow  me  anything 
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for  taking  charge  of  that  brat ;  and  talk  of 
making  me  pay  for  the  funeral  too.  People 
telling  him,  Mr.  Harris  says,  that  the  child 
doQ*t  belong  to  the  parish,  (the  old  poor  law 
was  still  in  operation  at  this  time,)  and  blaming 
him  for  paying  me  for  the  creature^s  board  and 
lodging.  Pretty  thing  forsooth,  that  I  am  to 
suffer  for  my  good  nature.  But  that  is  just  the 
way  of  the  world,  every  one  tries  to  put  on  a 
poor  defenceless  woman.  The  child  may  go 
into  the  streets  if  they  don't  pay,  and  then 
they  will  have  to  pay  for  the  funeraL" 

So  muttered  Mrs.  Hopkins  a  few  days  later, 
00  returning  from  another  village  walk.  She 
was  in  a  worse  temper  even  than  usual,  having 
been  ruffled,  or,  to  use  a  fashionable  word, 
excited,  by  the  covert  sneers  of  Mrs.  Hodgson, 
and  the  doubts  of  Mr.  Harris,  and  this  ill 
humour  and  excitement  were  increased  not 
lessened,  by  finding  Amy  idling  in  the  kitchen. 

'^  What  is  this  I  should  like  to  know  ?*'  be- 
gan the  thrifty  dame  in  her    sharpest  tone. 
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*^  Did  cot  I  bid  you  help  Martha  ?  and  there 
70U  are  sitting  doing  nothing  like  a  fine  lady  ! 
You  will  never  earn  salt  to  your  porridge ; 
and  don't  suppose  salt  or  ])orridge  either  will 
fall  into  your  mouth,  for  it  won't ;  you  must 
work  for  it  I  can  tell  you,  ay  and  work  mon- 
strous hard  too  in  these  bard  times.  I  shan't 
keep  you  doing  nothing,  no  not  even  if  1  keep 
you  at  all ;  so  jump  up  and  bustle  about,  or  you 
may  just  go  and  beg  in  the  streets  l" 

'^  The  poor  child  is  faintlike  and  can't 
bustle  about,  ma'am,"  said  Martha,  who  had  a 
kinder  heart  than  her  mistress,  and  sufficient 
spirit  to  resist  her  tyranny. 

*'  Nonsense,  it  is  a  pretence  to  get  out  oi 
working." 

^^  It  ain't  no  pretence  at  all,  the  poor  child  is 
very  ill,  and  would  have  tumbled  right  down  on 
the  stones  just  now  if  I  had  not  caught  her." 

^'  Then  why  does  she  sit  here  in  the  hot 
kitchen  ?  why  does  not  she  go  out  in  the  air  ?" 

^^  Because  the  cold  wind  is  sharp  enough  to 
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duve  off  the  cat's    wbiflkers,  and  she  was  quite 
shiyeiy  like  just  now,  poor  thing  I" 

'^  Shivering  indeed,  with  sach  a  fire  as  that. 
You  bom  more  coals  than  your  head  is  worth, 
Martha,  though  I  am  always  telling  you  of  it. 
It  is  fire  enough  to  roast  an  ox ;  there  take  ofi" 
thoae  three  large  lumps.'' 

*'  I  don't  see  any  marm,"  said  Martha,  a 
little  pertly,  it  must  be  owned,  but  in  truth 
there  were  no  lumps  which  deserved  the  epithet, 
huge. 

^*  You  won't  see  you  mean,  being  impudent 
and  obstinate,  so  I  must  take  them  off  myself, 
and  do  you  go  into  the  air." 

''  Lank  marm  I  don't  send  the  poor  child 
into  the  cold,  it  will  be  the  death  of  her  I  am 
rore." 

^'  No  great  harm  if  it  was,  but  I  did  not  ask 
your  opinion,  and  if  you  can't  bold  your  tongue 
you  must  look  out  for  a  place  elsewhere.  60 
oat  and  take  a  little  walk !"  added  Mrs.  Hopkins 
turning  with  an  imperious  air  to  Amy. 
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tha  who  stood  in  no  awe  of  her  mistresa, 
because  she  conBidered  that  miatrees  ooly 

above  herself,  having  formerly  been 
laid  in  a  gentleman's  family,  and  partly 

she  despised  her  on  account  of  her 
«8,  would  have  remonstrated  further, 
ny  whispering  **  I  should  like  to  go 
e  held  her  peace,  though  doubtful  of  the 
ie  of  such  a  proceeding, 
ike  haste— don't  stay  idling  and  whiaper- 
« !'  continued  Mrs.  Hopkins,  balancing 
of  coal  about  three  inches  square  in  the 

slid  off  her  clmir,  and  crept  towards 
'  as  fast  aa  her  trembling  limbs  would 

p  8  bit,"  cried  Martha,  "  you  must  not 
rithout  nothing  on,  it  is  pierdng  ctdd. 
iust  run    up    and    bring  down   your 

I  will  do  no  such  thing,  I  don't  keep 
to  wait  on  charity  children !"  exclaimed 
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Hns.  Hopkins  in  wrath.  But  Martha  did  not 
hear  or  would  not  heed ;  her  laugh  as  she  ran 
up  stairs  prodaimed  the  latter. 

"  Hiere,  that  is  all  I  could  find ;  this  torn 
old  bodnet,  and  ragged  handkecher  that  never 
belonged  to  you  I  am  sure/*  cried  Martha 
holding  up  what  she  had  brought  down,  in  the 
most  contemptuous  manner.  ^<  Where  is  the 
pretty  little  bonnet,  and  nice,  warm  shawl  you 
oaed  to  have,  Miss?  You  will  be  frozen 
with  the  cold  in  these." 

*'  They  are' good  enough  for  a  beggar  whose 
mother  swindled  honest  people/'  observed  Mrs. 
Bopkins  colouring  highly.  ^^  There,  make 
haste  out,  and  mind  you  don't  go  near  Mrs. 
Marsh's,  or  you  shall  catch  it  I" 

^*  Don't  stay  out  long,  or  the  cold  will  be  the 
death  of  you  I"  whispered  Martha,  as  she  tied 
on  the  old,  torn  bonnet,  and  arranged  the  rag- 
ged kerchief  as  warmly  as  she  could. 

^'  There  would  be  no  harm  if  it  was,"  said  the 
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sentB  that  weot  to  the  heart  of  the 
«d  Martha.      *'  Thank    jrou    veiy 

wddle  up  the  brat  in  that  way  I  No 
is  ill,  though  I  don't  believe  a  word 
I  Mrs.  .Hopkins  sharply,  proceeding 
lur, 

venturing  to  glance  at  Mrs.  Marsh's 
rant  should  be  looking,  poor  Amy 
lie  street  with  downcast  eyes,  neither 
the  right  or  the  left, 
do  you  walk  in  the  middle  of  the 
mshing  agunst  your  betters  F"  ob- 
ir  voice. 

Dg  herself  from  the  shock,  for  she 
be  pushed,  not  the  pushing,  Amy 
at  the  speaker.  It  was  Mrs.  Batea 
0  ^rls,  who,  after  staring  at  her 
conds,  walked  o;i  with  contemptnoos 

ey  passed  out  of  hearing,  she  caught 
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the  words  ^^  beggar,  and  swindler,"  words  that 
fell  on  her  heart  like  the  branding  iron  on  the 
qniveriDg  flesh,  brining  fresh  to  her  mind  all 
the  soomfol  jests  and  bitter  sneers  of  Mrs. 
Hopkins  and  her  children.  Her  thin,  pale  face 
was  bowed  lower  on  her  bosoniy  and  she  went 
on  her  way  with  a  quicker,  yet  more  timid  step^ 
creeping  along  at  the  very  edge  of  the  path^ 
sod  never  once  raising  her  eyes,  lest  she  should 
read  still  more  cutting  reproofs  in  the  faces  of 
those  whom  she  met. 

She  reached  the  wicket  that  opened  into  the 
chorch-yard,  glanced  hastily  round  to  see  that 
she  was  not  watched,  then,  gliding  through, 
nished  to  her  mother's  grave,  and  throwing 
herself  upon  it,  sobbed  as  though  her  heart 
would  break. 

The  bright  autumnal  tints  which  had  won 
Mrs.  Fitzallan's  admiration  on  the  day  of  her 
death  were  now  nearly  gone,  instead  of  a  glad- 
ieaiug  sun,  there  was  a  cold,  raw  mist ;  the 
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wind  swept  through  the  branches  of  the  trees 
with  a  wild,  wailing  moan^  shaking  off  the  little 
foliage  left ;  and  showers  of  damp,  cold  leaves 
fell  on  the  weeping  girl,  and  strewed  the  high, 
wet  grass.  The  leaves  were  unfelt,  the  wailing 
wind  unheard,  the  child  was  alone  with  her 
grief,  and  the  heart  of  the  young  and  desolate 
girl  too  full  of  its  first  deep  woe  to  have  room 
for  the  feeling  of  cold  or  fear. 

Bitter  was  the  north  wind  ;  but  not  one- 
half  as  cold  as  the  icy  chill  that  had  fallen 
on  her  own  warm  heart.  Nor  was  the  howl- 
ing breeze  one-half  as  harsh  and  grating  on 
her  ear,  as  the  bitter  taunts  of  low  and  selfish 
cunning. 

The  freezing  wind,  the  cold,  damp  leaves, 
the  chilly  earth,  were  for  a  time  unheeded,  so 
wild  was  the  tumult  of  grief  within  ;  there 
was  no  calm  left  to  receive  the  impressions  of 
things  without,  the  long  pent  up  tears  burst 
forth  in  a  passionate  gush,  and  clinging  round 
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the  grave  as  though  it  had  been  her  mother's 
form,  she  called  on  that  mother  to  take  her 
away  from  the  scornfol  and  harsh,  and  give 
her  a  place  beside  her !  The  last  faint  glimmer 
of  hope  was  gone — the  darkness  of  despair  had 
come.  ^'  God  will  protect  you  my  child,  I 
leave  you  to  His  care  V*  were  her  mother's  part- 
ing words,  and  till  now  those  words  had  shed 
a  gleam  of  light  athwart  the  gloom  of  her  after 
lot,  but  now  she  felt  forsaken  by  God  as  well 
as  man,  her  childish,  hopeful  trust  was 
gone,  and  nothing  now  was  left  her  but  the 
passionate  longing  to  lie  down  and  die,  to  rest 
in  the  grave  by  her  mother's  side.  Bitter,  in* 
deed,  must  be  the  woe  which  makes  so  young 
a  child  dead  to  the  joys  and  hopes  of  life* 

Amy  was  young,  too  young  to  understand 
why  God  afflicts,  or  how,  at  His  word,  the 
light  of  dawn  springs  out  of  the  darkness  of 
night— how  evil  is  made  to  work  for  good^ 
eternal  if  not  temporal,  to  those  who  love  and 
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place  their  trust  in  Him — and  ^^  how  sorrow," 
to  use  the  touching  hmgoage  of  poor  L.  E.  Ij.j 
"  is  indeed^  the  Angel  who  sits  at  the  gate  of 
Heaven  I" 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


The  wilder  the  storm,  the  sooner  the  lulL  By 
d^ees  the  pamonate  grief  of  the  lonely  child 
became  more  calm,  worn  out  by  its  own  vio- 
lence,  and  then,  and  not  till  then,  did  she  feel 
the  cold  and  night  damp.     Pressing  her  lips  to 

the  earth,  she  arose,  and  seating  herself  beside 
the  grave,  drew  from  her  bosom  the  relics  so 
fondly  cherished  there,  the  locket  and  letter 
placed  in  her  hands  by  her  dying  mother,  and 
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a  lock  of  that  mother's  hair.  She  took  no 
note  of  time — she  thought  not  of  returning  to 
Mrs.  Hopkins — she  would  not,  she  dared  not 
think  of  that ;  her  head  grew  giddy  if  she  did ; 
she  only  thought  of  dying  on  her  mother's 
grave  I  So  there  she  sat  in  the  keen  November 
wind,  with  tangled  hair,  for  her  combs  and 
brushes  had  been  taken  by  the  young  Hopkinses, 
as  well  as  her  clothes,  shivering  in  the  cold,  her 
pale  face  looking  almost  ghastly,  her  shrunken 
eyes  red  with  weeping,  faint  and  hungry,  cow- 
ering down  to  keep  herself  out  of  the  sweep 
of  the  wintry  blast,  yet  hugging  to  her  breast 
the  parting  gifts  of  the  fond  parent  now  no 


n  more. 

li 


'^  Hey  day  !  what  are  you  at  here  ?  Are 
the  dishes  all  washed  ?"  cried  a  harsh  voice  be- 
side her. 

Poor  Amy  started  up  with  a  scream.     Ab- 
!  sorbed  in  her  sorrow,  she  was  unconscious  of 

the  presence  of  others.    Before  her,  stood  Ste- 
phen Hopkins,  a  boy  of  fourteen,  one  of  her 
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most  crael  tormentors,  and  by  his  sidci  Master 
Bates  abont  three  years  younger.  Trembling 
with  fear  she  sank  down  without  speaking, 
shrinking  into  as  small  a  space  as  she  could,  as 
though  in  the  vain  hope  of  escaping  further 
comment. 

'^  What  are  you  doing  here  I  say  ?  And  why 
don't  you  answer  when  I  speak  to  you  ?  I  will 
teach  yon  to  be  sullen— What  have  you  got  in 
jour  hand  ?'^  continued  Stephen,  making  a 
soatch  at  the  locket,  which  she  had  hitherto 
contrived  to  keep  out  of  his  sight. 

''  Mamma  gave  it  me  the  night  she  died," 
faltered  poor  Amy,  thrusting  her  treasures 
ioside  her  frock  as  fast  as  she  could,  and 
fearful  to  increase  his  ill  will  by  giving  no 
reply. 

"Let  me  see  it" 

"  Oh  I  no,  no. — No  one  must  see  it,"  cried 
Amy,  certain,  from  experience,  that  once  in  the 
hands  of  Stephen  Hopkins,  there  it  would 
remain. 
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^^  But  I  will  see  it  T  replied  Stephen  in  anger, 
again  making  a  snatch  at  the  locket  as  he  spoke. 

"  Oh  I  don't  let  him  take  it  !**  cried  Amy  look- 
ing at  Master  Bates,  who  had  called  her  his 
little  wife,  his  little  love  I  the  day  ^e  had  gone 
to  his  mother  s  housCi  and  committed  a  thou- 
sand boyish  follies  to  win  the  smiles  of  his 
sister's  pretty  playfellow. 

^^  That  is  a  good  an  I"  exclaimed  Stephen 
Hopkins  with  an  insulting  laugh.  '^  As  if 
Master  Bates  would  help  such  a  little  dirty 
beggar  to  keep  what  is  not  her  own.  Your 
mother  was  a  cheat,  so  we  have  a  right  to  all 
she  left,  and  precious  little  that  was  too,  for  a 
lady  as  she  called  herself.  A  pretty  lady  truly^ 
could  not  pay  for  her  own  funeral" 

^'  Mamma  did  not  cheat !"  cried  Amy  pas- 
sionately. 

'*  She  did,  you  little  beggar !  Give  me  the 
thing  directly  or  I  will  beat  you  black  and 
blue !" 

'^  You  shall  kill  me  first !"  cried  Amy,  roused 
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to  resistance  by  the  insolent  manner,  and  the 
remembrance  of  her  dying  mother's  injunction, 
never  to  part  with  the  locket. 

^'  Serve  you  right  if  I  did,  yon  little  thief  I 
stepping  back  and  looking  so  proud.  Do  you 
think  I  care  for  your  airs?  mother  will  give 
it  you  for  ihem.  I  will  have  the  trinket 
any  how." 

^'  Save  me  I  save  me  I"  screamed  p6or  Amy, 
excited  to  the  hope  of  succour  by  hearing  foot- 
steps behind  her,  and  springing  back  to  avoid 
the  rude  grasp  of  Stephen,  who  tore  off  her 
bonnet  in  endeavouring  to  detain  her.  ^'  Save 
me !  Oh !  save  me  I**  cried  Amy  still  more  pas- 
sionately, as  a  slight,  pale,  boy  of  gentlemanly 
bearing,  stepped  forward  to  her  side. 

^^  I  will^"  said  the  stranger  boy. 

The  words  were  few,  the  voice  was  low,  but 
the  look  and  tone  were  so  resolute,  so  self  con- 
fidbg,  and  withal  so  kind,  that  the  deserted 
girl  placed  her  hand  in  his,  assured  of  protection 
now,  if  not  hereafter. 
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"  What  will  )'ou  do  young  whipper  snapper?^ 
Mhed  Stephen,  scornfully. 

"  Protect  this  little  girl,"  replied  the  boy, 
with  the  same  calm,  firm  tone,  showing  no 
other  trace  of  passion  than  a  deep  flushing  on 
his  pale,  thin  cheek. 

*'  And  how  will  you  set  about  it  Master 
whipping  post?  Why  I  am  double  your  size 
and  strength."  * 

"  It  is  not  a  strong  arm,  but  n  strong  mind 
and  good  cause  that  wins." 

*'  Ho !  ho !  we  will  soon  try  that.  Or  suppose 
I  could  not  lick  you  myself,  here  is  Master 
Bates  to  help  me." 

"  Two  to  one.  A  fit  thing  for  a  coward  to 
do,  who  could  threaten  to  beat  a  girl !" 

"  I  am  no  coward  as  you  shall  find  young 
skin  and  bone  I"  exclaimed  Stephen  in  wrath, 
amazed  nt  the  stranger  boy's  calm,  but  cutting 
reproof.  "  Make  the  little  beggar  give  up  the 
trinket,  and  beg  my  pardon  for  your  impudence, 
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or  I  vUl  beat  70a  both  within  an  inoh  of  jour 
Kves." 

*^  I  shall  do  neither,  so  you  may  do  your 
worst,''  replied  the  boy,  preparing  himself  to 
meet  the  threatened  attack,  as  he  whispered 
Amy  to  run  home,  little  thinking,  alas  I  what  a 
home  hers  was. 

"  No,  no,"  sobbed  Amy,  **  you  must  not  be 
hart  for  me.  Here  take  the  locket  and  give 
him,  mamma  will  not  be  angry,  you  are  so 
kind," 

^^  I  shall  do  no  such  thing,"  said  the  boy, 
putting  back  the  locket  which  she  held  with  a 
trembling  hand  towards  him.  ^^  Stand  in  that 
corner  there  if  you  won't  go  home,  he  shall  not 
touch  you  if  I  can  help  it." 

**  But  you  can't  help  it,"  cried  Stephen, 
aiming  a  blow  at  the  boy's  eye  which  was  only 
half  sToided.  '*  I  will  beat  you  to  a  jelly 
first,  and  then  I  will  beat  her  the  same  !" 

"  We  will  see,"  said  the  boy,  his  dark  eyes 
flashing  fire  as  he  sprang  on  his  insulting  op- 
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preeeor,  giving  loose  to  the  indignation  which, 
yotmg  as  he  was,  he  had  before  controlled. 

"  Take  oare  or  I  shall  twist  70a  into  raga  I" 
cried  Stephen,  who  was  in  truth  nearly  doable 
the  eize  of  hie  slender  opponent,  who  consdooB 
of  ht0  inferior  strength  if  they  came  to-  blows, 
twined  roand  his  adversary  like  an  eel,  his 
lithesome  limbs  turning  roond  like  willow 
wands. 

They  fell  to  the  ground  writhing,  grappling, 
DOW  one  uppermost  and  now  the  other; 
the  rage  of  Stephen  venting  itself  in  oaths  and 
abuse,  till  the  ezhans^on  of  the  struggle  checked 
his  words ;  the  anger  and  indomitable  epirit  of 
the  other  shown  only  in  the  desperate  energy 
with  which  he  continued  the  combat,  even 
when  conscious  that  his  strength  was  Ailing 
fast,  and  that  he  must  succumb  ere  long. 
Master  Bates  stood  looking  on  like  a  patroni- 
^ng  amateur,  taking  no  further  part  in  the 
fight  than  encouraging  Stephen  by  a  few  slang 
expressions,  such  as  "  go  it,"  &c.  whilst  Amy 
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filled  the  air  with  her  screams,  only  prevented, 
giri  as  she  was,  from  trying  to  assist  her  pro* 
tector  by  her  inability  to  decide  how  this  conld 
be  best  accomplished. 

''  How  now,  Cecil  I  What  fighting  ?"  ex- 
claimed an  elderly  gentleman  dressed  in  mourn* 
ingy  who  had  harried  across  the  chnrchyard  on 
hearing  Amy's  shrieks.  *'  I  had  hoped  your 
naturally  impetuous  spirit  was  kept  under 
better  control.  Let  me  see  no  more  of  this,  it 
ill  fits  the  son  of  a  minister  of  peace  to  be 
brawling  here  among  the  dead,  and  in  the 
right  of  God's  holy  house.*' 

"  I  fought  to  defend  another^  and  that  a 
defenceless  girl  I"  said  Cecil,  rising  breathless 
and  flushed  from  the  unequal  combat. 

**  It  was  my  fault— do  not  blame  him-*-he 
was  so  kind — so  very  kind!"  faltered  poor 
Amy. 

Mr.  Alleyne,  the  rector  of  Castle  Coombe, 
tamed  in  surprise  towards  this  faltering  speaker, 
l^y,  ragged,  with  wild,  matted  hair,  and  skin 
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the  aickly  hue  of  diseaae ;  still  there 
ling  about  the  child  to  win  and  rivet 

The  tone  and  manner  vere  thoM 
bly  bom  and  bred,  making  the  coa- 
r  ragged  garments  etrange  and  starl- 
it was  the  energy,  the  earnestness  of 
and  tone,  the  mingled  boldness  and 
'  attitude,  and  most  of  all  the  tearful 
be  large  brown  eyes,  dimmed  though 

by  her  late  weeping,  which  cou- 
ld commanded  the  interest  of  the 

Mi't  blame  her,  sir;  she  begged  me 
t,  but  I  could  not  stand  by  and  see 
and  beaten,"  observed  Cecil  rather 
lurt   at   the   rebuking   tone   of  his 

proold  have  robbed  and  beaten  her?" 
Alleyne,  turning  from  Amy  to  look 
ar  combatant.  "  What  you  Stephen 
Would  you  rob  a  poor  child ;  and 
with  tny  gmndeon  becanse  be  would 
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Dot  allow  it?    I  am  grieved  and  shocked  to 
hear  this." 

**  How  ebould  I  guess  it  was  your  grandson, 
when  I  never  saw  him  before,  and  did  not 
know  jou  were  come  back  ?**  replied  Stephen 
doggedly. 

*'  I  will  say  nothing  of  its  being  my  grand- 
son, Stephen,  but  he  is  a  delicate  boy  not  half 
your  size ;  to  fight  at  all  is  sinful :  to  fight 
him  cowardly  I  and  to  rob  or  beat  that  poor 
trembling  child  is  worse  than  alL  The  helpless 
are  God's  own  peculiar  care,  and  they  who 
seek  to  injure  them  will  feel  Hb  vengeance.  It 
is  to  the  meek  that  He  has  promised  the  inhe- 
ritance of  the  earth — it  is  to  the  poor  in  spirit 
that  He  says,  ^the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  is 
yours.* " 

'^  Young  master  there  was  impudent,  and 
that  little  b^gar  has  got  what  does  not  be- 
long to  her,"  answered  the  sulky  Stephen, 
glaring    at    Cecil.      "  Her    mother    was     a 
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■windt«r,  and  ofaeated  my  mother  ont  of  lots 
of  money." 

**  DoB't  believe  him  1"  cried  Amj,  p«anon- 
ately  ;  "  mamma  was  good— mamma  did  not 
«heat  any  one  I" 

"  That  IB  a  ^e'y  yon  little  beggar  I  Y«nr 
mother  was  no  better  than  rite  sbould  he,  and 
:i.-lB  cheated  mine  oot  of  board,  and  lodging,  and 

what  not.    Come  along  with  me  directly  T 

"  Oh  [  don't  let  him  take  me  T  pleaded  the 
terrified  child  starting  back  fnm  hisgniBp,  and 
iDToluntartly  pUang  her  hand  in  that  of  Cecilr 
while  her  imploring  eyes  were  tamed  from 
him  to  hie  grandfather. 

"  Don't  be  frightened  j  we  will  »ee  you  safe 
home,"  Eaid  Cecil,  before  Mr.  Alleyne  could 
reply. 

"  I  have  no  home  now  T  aaid  Amy,  and  her 
tone  was  touchiogly  sad. 

"  No  home,  my  poor  child  I"  obeerred  Mr. 
Alleyne,  kindly.     "  Where  ia  your  mother  i" 
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^  There— there,"  sobbed  Amy  pointing  to 
the  grave  with  a  fresh  burst  of  grief. 

Tears  started  into  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Alleyne^ 
•od  Ub  grandson. 

''  Where  are  your  other  friends  and  rela^ 
tiyes  r  questioned  the  Ibrmer  with  warm 
iaterest. 

''  I  have  no  friends— nobody  loves  or  care» 
far  me  now  T  sobbed  Amy  in  r^ply ;  then 
^dng  up  with  a  wild  excitement  in  look 
tod  tone,  she  added, 

''  They  say  I  shall  not  live  long.  Oh !  I 
wish  I  was  dead  now  T' 

^  Hush  I  hush  I  my  child,"  sud  Mr.  AUeyne, 
placii^  his  hand  on  her  head  in  gentle  and 
ptying  reproof.^  **  This  rebefiion  against  God's 
will  is  sinful,  but  yon  are  young  and  know  not 
bow  sinful  yet.    How  old  are  you  ?" 

"  Eight  yesterday,  and  no  one  kissed  me,  no 
one  blessed  me !" 

**  Poor  child  I"    said   Mr.  AUeyne,.  while^ 
F  5 
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Cecil  iH«Ned  her  small,  tbin  hand  id  aym- 
palby. 

"  Don't  believe  a  word  ebe  mje,  ebe  is  a  little 
liar  I  Come  bome  to  tea !"  cried  Stephen,  who 
was  old  enongh,  and  cunning  enongb,  to  com- 
prehend the  impolicy  of  allowing  Mr.  Allejne 
to  obtain  a  clear  view  of  the  child's  real  con- 
dition. 

"  Don't  make  me  go  with  him,  and  I  won't 
trouble  any  one  P  pleaded  the  trembling  child. 
"  Only  let  me  lie  here  and  die  I  I  shall  soon 
be  with  mamma." 

"  No,  no,  my  child,  you  must  not  lie 
there  ;  it  is  cold  and  damp,  and  will  soon  be 
dark." 

"  I  don't  iiiind  the  cold,  or  the  damp,  or  the 
darkncBE,  only  dcn't  send  n  e  back  with  him  ; 
they  are  all  so — " 

"  AU  so  «  hat  ?"  asked  Mr.  Alleyne,  as  the 
child  stopped  abruptly,  checked  by  a  threaten- 
ing gesture  from  Stephen.  *'  No  one  shall 
hurt  jou  for  telling  the  truth." 
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'^  They  are  all  so  unkind — they  will  beat 
me  r  ifrhispered  poor  Amy,  shuddering  as  she 
spoke. 

^  I  most  enquire  into  this,"  said  Mr.  AUeyne, 
after  soothing  the  terrified  child  with  a  promise 
of  protection.  ^^  The  diflSculty  is,  to  know  of 
whom  to  enquire." 

"  I  think  I  Can  tell  you  ba  much  as  most 
people  about  that  little  girl  sir,**  remarked  a 
tall,  thin  female,  with  a  prim,  formal  manner, 
stepping  forward.  ^^  Supposing  this  is  the 
child  Mrs.  Marsh  has  been  telling  me  of, 
though  she  do3s  not  look  much  like  a  lady's 
ehil  1 1  must  say,  so  ragged  and  dirty.*' 

'^  These  are  not  the  clothes  dear  mamma  gave 
me,"*  said  Amy  quickly,  reddening  up  to  the 
ver)r  temples  at  the  charge  of  dirt  and  rage. 
^^They  took  away  all  my  things,  and  make  me 
do  dirty  work." 

'*  Oh!  my,  you  lying  little  beggar!**  exclaimed 
Stephen  Hopkins  in  pretended  horror  at  ker 
wickedness.     ''To  say  this  when  we  were  al 
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60  kind  to  jou,  though  your  mother  did  cheat 
and  swindle  us  out  of  so  much.  If  I  don^t  tell 
mother  how  you  lie  P  and  so  saying  Stephen 
took  his  departure^  to  prepare  Mrs.  Hopkins 
for  the  future.  For  when  the  good  Rector 
undertook  to  right  the  wronged,  it  was  well 
known  that  he  never  stopped  till  all  that  man 
could  do  was  done. 

'^  It  is  all  true,  indeed  it  is,  only  aek  Mrs 
Marsh !"  said  Amy,  glancing  from  one  to  the 
other.     '^  They  say  washing  wastes  water,  and 
uses  soap,  and  it  does  not  matter  how  dirty  and 
ragged  I  am  for  nobody  cares  for  me  now  I" 

*^  Shocking,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jelf,  the  house- 
keeper at  Castle  Coombe,  who  had  a  house* 
keeper's  proper  horror  of  dirt  and  wickedness. 
<(  I  never  heard  anything  so  dreadful — Waste 
water  indeed,  and  use  soap.     Poor  child !" 

"  Who  was  her  mother  Mrs.  Jelf,  as  you 
know  all  that  is  known  of  this  poor  child  ?^  asked 
Mr.  Alleyne  gravely,  though  scarcely  able  to 
suppress  a  smile  at  the  worthy  woman's  super*- 
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4U>aadant  horror,  at  the  wickedness  of   non- 
aUatioQ. 

''She  called  herself  Mrs.  Fitzsdlan,  a  widow, 
but  some  in  the  village  I  am  shocked  to  say^ 
doubt  whether  she  was  ever  married" 

"  Oh  yes  she  was»  I  am  sore  she  was  I**  cried 
Amy  resolutely,  aware  from  the  taunts  of  the 
Hopkinses,  that  sach  a  report  affected  the  good 
ohancter  of  her  mother,  though  she  was  too 
yoaog  to  comprehend  clearly  why.  ''I  am  sure 
she  was  for  I  heard  her  say  so,  and  then  she 
cried  because  grandpapa  was  not  there  I 
sappose." 

^  I  hope  it  may  prove  so/'  said  Mrs.  Jelf,  a 
prim  old  maid  of  fifty,  with,  some  thought,  over 
particular  notions  as  to  propriety,  but  who  be- 
neath a  formal  exterior  hid  a  warm  and  feeling 
heart.  ^^  Let  the  mother  be  what  she  woidd, 
I  fear  the  poor  child  has  been  hardly  used,"  she 
added,  and  stepping  aside  with  Mr.  AUeyne, 
she  told  him  all  she  had  learnt  from  Mrs.  Marsh 
and  others. 
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ey  come  inotber,  all  of  'em !"  cried 
)pkine.  "  I  told  you  they  would, 
off.  You  don't  need  me  to  help- 
ee,"  and  anay  went  the  hoDest  and 
leaviDg  his  thrifty  parebt  to  make 
vn  story  if  she  could.  "  Mother 
she  won't  do  the  parson,  for  some- 
he  always  finds  out  the  truth,"  was 
3ught  as  he  slipped  out  at  the  bock 
Martha  a  push  as  he  passed,  froni 
our. 

ros  right,  his  mother  was  sharp, 
need  him  to  tell  lies  for  her,  but 
she  could  not  "  do  the  parson," 
ntegrity  commanded  respect,  even 
ntlenees  failed  to  win  love, 
opkins  woe  obliged  to  give  up 
ft  by  the  late  Mrs.  Fitzallan,  eveo 
1  found  behind  her  pillow,  and 
Hub  escaped  being  sealed  up  by 
;  and  Mr.  Alleyne,  after  remon- 
her  oa  her  cruelty,  of  which  the 


THB  ORANDFATHBB.  105 

child's  ill  looks,  and  nervous  fear  were  proof 
sufficient,  and  paying  all  she  could  fairly  claim, 
quitted  the  house  accompanied  by  the  little 
Amy,  who  clung  to  Cecil's  hand,  as  the  timid 
and  grateful  cling  to  those  from  whom  they 
feel  certain  of  receiving  kindness  and  pro- 
tection. 

**  She  does  look  a  little  more  respectable  now, 
and  almost  pretty  when  she  speaks,"  observed 
Mrs.  Jelf,  who  walked  behind  with  the  good 
rector,  while  the  children    went  on    before, 
pointing  to  Amy  as  she  spoke,  who  had  been 
bastily  dressed    by    Martha,    in    the    frock, 
bonnet,  and  shawl,  which  Mrs.  Hopkins  would 
fain  have  appropriated  to  herself.     "  And  I 
like  the  way  she  took  leave  of  the  maid,  she 
has  a  grateful  temper  I  think." 

*'  I  think  she  has,"  replied  Mr.  AUeyne,  a 
thooght  converted  into  a  conviction  by  the 
delight  with  which  Amy  exclaimed  at  that 
moment,  clasping  her  hands  with  real  joy. 
^  There  ia  dear,  kind  Mrs.  Marsh  at  the  win- 
F  5 
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dow  I    May  I  run  in  and  see  her  T 

<^  Better  not  to-day,"  said  Mrs.  Jelf,  ^*  this 
is  her  first  day  of  sitting  up,  and  she  mast  not 
be  tired.** 

^  To-morrow  then  perhaps  f  said  Amy, 
kissing  her  hand  to  the  good  baker's  wife  who 
was  watching  for  her ;  one  of  the  neigbboars 
having  reported  the  Rector's  yisit  to  Mrs. 
Hopkins. 

The  ready  docility  and  good  humoor  with 
which  Amy  yielded,  went  far  to  win  the  heart 
of  Mrs.  Jelf,  who  considered  obedience  to  be 
o.ie  of  the  greatest  virtues,  while  it  disproved 
the  assertion  of  Mrs.  Hopkins,  that  she  was 
sullen  and  obstinate. 

*^  Here  miss,  mother  has  sent  you  these 
cakes,  and  hopes  to  be  well  enoogh  to  see  you 
to-morrow,"  said  the  baker's  boy^  who  had  been 
60  fond  of  gathering  flowers  for  the  pretty 
little  lady,  as  he  always  called  her.  ^*  We  have 
both  been  ill  and  like  to  die,  and  father  could  not 
think  of  anything  but  us,  or  else  yon  should 
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bave  bad  some  before.  I  hope  Mrs.  Hopkins 
ban't  tried  to  staire  you,  yon  looks  very  poorly. 
Bat  I  most  not  stay  talking  here  or  the  fever 
will  come  back,  it  is  so  cold,"  and  nodding 
kindly  yet  respeoifully  to  Amy,  and  making 
bis  beat  bow  to  the  Rector  and  Mrs.  Jelf,  for 
tbe  latter  considered  herself  and  was  considered 
by  others  a  grand  person  in  the  village, 
Jem  Marsh  as  he  was  called,  to  distinguish  him 
from  his  father,  ran  back  into  the  shop,  pulling 
ap  the  ooUar  of  his  coat  for  fear  of  catching 
cold,  so  sharp  was  the  keen  north  wind. 

A  piece  of  dry  bread  and  two  half  boiled 
potatoes^  was  all  poor  Amy  had  eaten  that  day, 
and  there  was  to  the  full,  as  muoh  hunger  as 
gratitude  in  the  eager  glance  which  she  cast 
on  the  cakes,  but  checking  herself  ere  her  little 
fingers  had  touched  them,  she  offered  them  first 
to  tbe  Bector  and  Mrs.  Jelf,  and  woiild  taste 
none  herself  till  Cecil  had  taken  what  she 
tboQght  the  nicest      Her  eager    manner  of 


THE   OBAKDrATBBB. 

.  bow  hungry  she  really  wm.  All 
marked  by  her  new  made  friends, 
ts  half   won    before,   were   now 

Idl  abe  must  be  taken  care  of," 
tyne,  epeaking  rather  to  himself 
mpanion,  a  babtt  of  his  when 
that  which  puzzled  bim.  "  Her 
irsation  proolum  her  of  good  birtb 
;,  but  she  seema  deserted  by  all 

and  thrown  on  the  kindness  of 
Eler   mother  has  left  nothing  of 

her  watch,  that  is  if  we  are  to 
Hopkins,  and  the  inventory ;  and 
10  clue  to  discover  her  connections 
:.  My  means  are  scanty,  and  this 
ley,  and  Grey's  expensive  illness 
little  to  give  away ;  but  a  deserted 
dum  on  all  christian  hearts  which 
denied.  Would  that  my  daughter 
'or  I  am  growing  old  and  know 


THB  OBANBFATHEB.  109 

little  of  the  bringing  up  of  girls :  but  I  must 
do  my  best.  It  was  God's  will  to  call  my 
daughter  early  to  himself,  and  I  doubt  not  His 
will  was  good,  though  it  was  bard  to  think  so 
at  the  time," 

''  Ah !  poor  Miss  Jane !  she  was  the  sweetest 
lady  I  ever  knew/'  replied  Mrs.  Jelf,  echoing 
the  good  minister's  sigh.  '^  And  Master  Cecil 
aeems  to  take  after  her,  only  he  has  some  of  his 
papa's  fire  too,  and  all  the  better  parhaps,  poor 
Mrs.  Grey  was  too  gentle  to  make  her  way  in 
this  world.  How  should  she  when  her  heart 
was  so  much  in  the  next.  As  for  this  poor 
child,  sir,  with  your  good  leave,  I  think  she  had 
better  go  home  with  me  for  a  time  at  least,  till 
we  see  what  she  is  likely  to  turn  out.  For  a 
man  cant  know  much  about  the  bringing  up  of 
a  girl,  how  should  he?  and  It  wants  a  respect- 
able well  mannered  female,  to  teach  a  girl  how 
to  behave  with  propriety." 

'^  Perhaps  it  does,"  said  the  good  rector,  a 


»l 


•t: 


it 


if 


•1 


I* 

•t 


• 


(• 


I 
I 

I 

'I 

t 
I 
r 


110  TH£  OEiJfDFATHKll. 

half  smile  chasing  away  his  sadness^  as  he 
looked  at  the  prim,  formal  figure  who  walked 
with  a  mincing  step  beside  hinu 

Mrs.  Jelf,  as  she  chose  to  be  called,  had 
her  pecaliarities  and  her  particularities,  her 
failings  and  her  foibles ;  but  she  had  many 
good  and  sterling  qualities  to  set  against  them 
in  the  other  scale.  She  could  not  abide  immo- 
rality, or  forwardness,  as  she  was  wont  to 
aay,  and  the  scandalous  doubted  whether  the 
last  was  not  counted  as  heinous  a  sin  as  the 
first ;  but  no  one  felt  more  truly  for  real  sufiTer- 
ing,  or  was  more  anxious  to  alleviate  it. 

'^  I  am  sure  it  does  I*"  she  replied  with  greater 
emphasis.     '^  It  is  only  a  woman  who  can  teach 
a  woman  how  to  behave.     So  this  little  girl 
shall  go  with  me  to  the  Castle  now,  and  then 
we  can  settle  what  to  do  with  her  afterwards^ 
Periiaps,  I  may  place  her  in  the  housekeeper's 
room,  if  I  find  her  decent  and  clean ;  I  shall 
want  some  one  to  help  me  when  the  family 
come  back.^ 
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''  Thank  you  Mk.  Jdf,  for  helping  me  out 
of  a  dilemma ;  but  I  know  your  kindness  of 
old,  and  the  father's  voice  faltered  as  be 
remembered  how  well  she  had  nursed 
hifl  daughter,  Mrs.  Grey«  We  can,  as  you 
say,  settle  about  her  future  station  here* 
after." 

While  this  discussion  was  going  on  among 
the  elders,  the  young  oaes  were  carrying 
on  a  discourse  after  the  fashion  of  their  years  ; 
the  boy  of  twelve  looking  down  with  a  kind, 
but  protecting  air  on  the  girl  of  eight,  and  she 
in  her  turn  looking  up  with  a  grateful  feeling, 
amounting  almost  to  affectionate  reverence,  at 
the  delicate  boy  of  twelve,  who  had  fought 
vith  her  tyrant,  nearly  double  his  size,  to  save 
her  from  a  beating,  getting^  himself,  a  black 
eye  and  sundry  bruises  for  83  doing. 

"  Good  bye  sir,  and  thank  you  very,  very 
mnch !"  said  Amy  to  Mr.  Alleyne,  as  they 
stood  at  the  Castle  door,  not  the  front  door ; 
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.  Jelf  never  allowed  any  one  but  grand 
era  to  go  in  or  out  of  that  door  when  the 
ly  were  away.     "  I  hope  you  won't  blame 

ur,  for  not  letting  Stephen  Hopkins  beat 
ind  take  the  locket,"  she  added  timidly,  yet 
eatly,  blushing  and  looking  down. 
Not  I,  indeed,  my  child.    I  like  the  oon- 

that  epringa  from  generons  motives,  and 
eything  of  passion  be  mingled  with  his 
anity,  I  leave  him  to  settle  that  with  his 
cience ;  he  has  been  taught  to  look 
bis  own  heart  and  read  the  failings  there. 

you  are  shivering  now,  notwithstanding 
warm  shawl. 

Yes,  sir,  I  am  very — very  cold." 
Cold,  and  with  that  burning  hand.     Thie 
it  as   it   shonld    be,   Mrs.  Jelf,  but   you 
I  good  doctress  and  nurse,  and  will  see 

i'ou  may  depend  on  that,  Mr.  Alleyne. 
child  looks  very  ill." 
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'*  Good  bye,  little  Amy  ;  I  will  come  and 
see  70a  to-morrow,''  were  Cecirfi  parting  words, 
and  Amy  thought  she  had  beard  none  so  sweet 
since  her  mother's  death. 
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**  May  1  Dot  get  up  ?'*  asked  Amy,  looking 
imploringly  at  Mrs.  Jelf,  as  she  finished  the 
last  spoonful  of  broth  which  the  worthy  house- 
keeper had  been  coaxing  her  to  take. 

'^  Don't  be  impatient,  children  should  never 
be  impatient ;  you  are  not  strong  enough  to  sit 
up  yet" 

*^  Oh  I  yes  I  Am  sure  I  could  sit  up,  my  head 
is  quite  well  now,"  replied  Amy,  her  eager 
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tones  forming  a  strong  contrast  to  the  calm 
speech,  and  formal  manner  of  her  nnrse  and 
protectrefls. 

**  Yon  would  find  yourself  mistaken  if  I  let 
jott  trj ;  children  never  know  what  is  best  for 
tbem,  and  should  do  as  their  elders  tell  them 
withoat  remonstrance.'* 

'^  Only  one  little  half  hour  !**  pleaded  Amy 
timidly. 

''  What  can  you  want  to  get  up  so  for  ?** 

"  Cecil  promised  to  come  and  see  me,  and  he 
talks  like  mamma." 

"  Cecil  indeed,  such  familiarity  does  not  be- 
come you.  Master  Grey,  you  mean,"  observed 
Mrs.  Jelf  reprovingly. 

"  He  told  me  to  call  him  Cecil,"  said  Amy, 
hanging  her  little  head  in  shame  at  the  reproof. 
''  He  said  yesterday  he  would  come  and  see  me 
to-day,  and  I  want  to  know  if  Stephen  hurt 
him  much.  I  have  been  dreaming  about  him 
and  poor  mamma  all  night." 

*^  Yesterday  child^  why  it  is  three  weeks  ago 
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since  Maeter  Grey  fought  with  that  good  for 
nothing  Stephen  Hopkins !  You  were  taken 
that  night  with  the  fever,  and  have  been  in  bed 
with  it  ever  since,  and  never  yourself  the  whole 
time  till  this  morning." 

"  Three  weeks!"  repeated  Amy,  passing  her 
hand  across  her  brow,  as  though  to  dispel  some 
illuuon.    "And  who  nursed  me  alt  that  time?" 

"  I  did  to  be  sure,  and  Mrs.  Marsh  some- 
times, hut  I  did  not  dare  trust  her  alone  with 
you  much,  for  she  would  have  been  the  death 
of  you  else,  always  wanting  to  cram  you." 

"  How  very  kind  of  you  and  Mrs.  Marsh," 
said  Amy  kissing  the  hand  which  was  arranging 
her  pillow.  *'  I  thought  nobody  cared  for  me 
now  poor  mamma  is  gone." 

"  Don't  think  that  child,  many  care  for  you. 
Be  good  and  obedient  and  you  will  have  plenty 
of  friends.  Why  Mr.  Alleyne  has  been  two 
or  three  times  a  day  to  see  how  you  were  going 
on,  and  Master  Grey  too,  listening  outside 
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your  door  for  an  hour  together,  and  there  they 
are  now  I  should  not  wonder." 

^  How  are  you  my  child  ?**  asked  Mr.  Al* 
leyoe,  approaching  the  bed  and  taking  the  little 
thin  hand  in  his. 

"  Much  better — nearly  well,  thank  you  sir," 
answered  Amy,  raising  her  tearful  eyes  to  his 
face,  for  his  tenderness  of  look  and  toncj  his 
words  ^  my  child '  had  touched  her  young  heart, 
and  bound  her  to  him  by  the  strong  ties  of  love 
and  gratitude. 

''  In  a  young  lady's  bed-room  Master  Grey — 
lam  shocked  at  youP  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jelf, 
perceiving  that  Cecil  had  followed  his 
grandfather  into  the  room,  and  was  shaking 
hands  with  Amy. 

"  They  think  nothing  of  such  things  abroad 
where  he  has  been,"  observed  Mr.  Allevne 
excusingly. 

'*  You  don't  say  so  sir  I  Such  things  will 
never  be  done  in  England  I  hope,  not  in  my 
time  at  least." 
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"  Ther  we  too  y oniig  to  m^e  it  tmy  hMrm 
Mrs.  Jelf,  M  let  the  eUldreo  have  their  talk 

here,-wliflrt  we  h*Te  OOTB  by  the  wiodow,"  re- 
plied the  good  Kector  with  abeaerolent  emile, 
amnaed  at  the  worthy  woman's  ultra  propriety. 

"  I  hare  been  longing  to  eee  you,  and  to  show 
yon  the  botAa  I  promiaed,"  b^an  Cecil  Grey, 
with  the  manner  of  a  kind  ^er  brother. 

"  And  I  baTe  been  wantbg  to  see  yon,  to 
know  if  that  wieked  Stephen  hurt  you  madi. 
Oh !  yes  he  did,  I  see  the  black  mark  on  your 
face  even  new.  And  this  was  all  for  me  and  I 
can  do  nothing  for  yOu." 

"  Yea  Amy  you  can,  you  can  be  my  little 
neter  and  love  me  very  much.  I  always  wanted 
a  sister  to  play  with,  and  the  only  ooe  I  ever 
had  died  very  soon.  Will  you  be  my  little 
sister?" 

"  Oh  yes,  and  love  you  very  much.  I  have 
no  one  to  love  now  dear  mamma  is  gone." 

"  For  ahame  master  Grey  I  for  shame  child ! 
for  shame — I  am  shocked !  nstoundedT  exclaimed. 
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Mffl.  Jelf  adyaneing  to  the  bed  in  a*  perfect 
horror^  as  Cecil  sealed  the  bond  of  their  child-^ 
bhsgreemeiitoa  Amy's  lips. 

''  Ran  off  Cedl,  the  poor  eUld  has  had  qnite 
eaoQgh  of  talking  for  to-daji"  said  Mr.  Alleyne^ 
mable  to  suppress  a  smile  at  the  prim  house- 
keeper's consternation ;  had  he  ki^ed  outright 
efen  he  might  not  have  been  for^ven.  **  They 
are  but  children,  Mrs.  Jelf,"  he  added  in  » 
fever  tone,  *^  do  not  let  us  make  them  think 
themselves  man  and  womatn  by  our  putting  an 
evil  constmction  on  their  childish  acts.  Cecil 
may  find  the  parsonage  dull  without  a  play- 
thing or  playfellow,  and  yet  his  health  is  too 
ddicate  to  allow  of  my  sending  him  to  schooL 
He  has  taken  a  fancy  that  this  child  is  like  his 
little  sister  who  died.  Let  him  treat  and  con- 
rider  her  as  sach ;  he  may  the  sooner  recover 
from  the  shock  of  his  father's  death.  My  sole 
i^muning  tie  to  earth,  my  daughter's  child,  I 
feel  more  anxious  for  him  than  I  should.  I 
could  not  bear  to*  see  him  fade*  away  as  his  poor 
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and  yet  if  God  bo  willed  it,  he 
Tengtb  as  well  as  suffering.     Yon 

be  much  together,  Mre.  Jelf,  it 
is  tbougbte  T 

r,  sir,  if  you  put  it  in  that  way," 
orthy  housekeeper,  carried  by  her 
r   the   good  rector,  out  of  ber 

by  no  means  as  well  as  she  be- 
ecent  fever,  joined  to  her  prcTious 
so  weakened. a  naturally  delicate 
1  was  some  weeks  before  she  could 
the  lawn  without  support,  and 
lefore  she  was  restored  to  perfect 
I  yet  the  time  of  her  recovery 
ler  long  nor  tedious,  for  Cecil 
ait  for  hours  beside  her  bed  or 
lling  her  of  all  he  had  seen  abroad, 
xmying  his  father  in  search  of 
ing  her  the  prints  and  curiosities 
it  home ;  singing  to  her  the  songs 
,  or  teaching  her  the  tongues  of 
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the  countries  in  which  he  ha^  sojourned,  and 
vhich  he  spoke  with  a  facility  and  floency  be-* 
yond  his  years^  If  he  had  an  attentive  listener 
to  his  taleSy  he  found  a  still  apter  pupil  to  his> 
teaching,  and  poor  Mrs.  Jelf  was  amazed  to  bear 
iier  talking  in  what  seemed  to  her  unknown; 
tongues,  whilst  even  Mr.  AUeyne  was  astonished 
at  her  facility  in  learning  all  that  her  younir 
protector  taught,  though  her  more  especial 
talent  appeared  tabe  thajt  of  acquiring  foreigik 
laoguageSb. 

"  Haw  happy  they  look  there  silting  side  by 
fide,"  remarked  Mrs.  Jelf,  directing  the  good 
rector's  attention  to  Cecil  and  Amy^  who  were 
•eated  together  on  an  antique  couch  in  the 
grand  gallery,  at  Castle  Coombe,  he  teaching 
ber  the  notes  on  the  guitar^  which  he  had 
leamt  to  play  in  Italy,  riie  laughing  at  her  own 
awkward  attempts  to  strike  the  notes  as  ^she 
should,  and  making  him  do  the  same  by  the 
gay  drollery  of  her  remarks. 

This  said  grand  gallery,  as  it   was  called^ 

TOL.  L  o 
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whole  length  of  one  of  the  wings 
I,  besides  fiamily  fixtuiea  and  fttnily 
ontained  alao,  the  family  libraiy, 
;ra  as  well  as  andeot  boolis,  and 

AUeyne,  with  the  fall  permiBsion 
spend  many  a  winter  morning,  or 
■  evening.  In  fact  the  library  had 
the  Earl  in  hb  chai|;e,  and  there 
rs  in  the  year  that  he  might  not 
re  at  one  hour  or  another,  bending 
iTourite  work,  holding  communion 
vourite  author.  He  did  not  read 
Id  might  call  him  learned,  he  cared 
he  world's  opinion  on  that  point ; 
liming  thirst  for  knowledge,  not 
display. 

ily  visits,  as  may  be  supposed, 
often  in  contact  with  the  careful 

and     these    constant    meetings, 

attention  to  his  dying  daughter, 

the     ^stance     between     their 

sitiona,  and  caused  Mr.   Alleyne 
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to  regard  her  more  as  a  firiend  than  a  domestia 
He  knew  that  she  belonged  to  a  good,  though 
now  poverty-stricken  family,  reduoed  from  the 
higher  station  which  she  had  held  in  her  child- 
bood,  to  gain  her  living  as  she  best  conld,  and 
even  while  sometimes  smiling  at  her  boasts  and 
lamentations  on  the  subject,  and  the  dignity 
she  maintained  in  consequence,  he  failed  not  to 
adaiire  the  plain,  good  sense — ^the  strong  in- 
tegrity»  and   independent    spirit    which    had 
indaced  her  to  accept  what  she  sometimes  con- 
aidered  a  situation  beneath  her,  rather  than  be 
a  hanger  on  among  churlish  relatives,  a  slave 
to  their  humours,  and  caprices.    Left  early  a 
beggar,  through  the  extravagance  of  her  father, 
who  had  dissipated  in  riot  the  little  lefl  by  his 
predecessors,  she  had  been  taught  none  of  the 
accomplishments,  and  reared  in  none  of  the 
luxuries  of  a  lady  ;  but,  on  many  points,  she 
bad  a  bdy's  feelings. 

''  Happy,    indeed,"    replied    Mr.  AUeyne, 
glancing     np    from     a      work     which     he 
o  3 
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WW  readiog   id    fais    iavoiite   wi&ter   comer. 
J  **  They  oare  little  for  the  wind  and  rain  with- 

.4  out,  thinkii^  only  of  eacb  other.     Keep  peaca 

r'l  within,  Mrs.  Jelf,  and  one  hears  but  little  of 

i,\  the  storoi  which  rages  withoat." 

li.  "  Very  true,  sir— yes,  very  true  ;  but  then 

^  it  is  not  ^waya  ao  easy  to  keep  peace  within, 

^  as  I  often  find  to   my  coat.     One's  temper    is 

>  often  sorely  tried  in  such  a  large  establishment 

ll-'l^^  as  this,     tt  is  so  much  trouble  to  keep  thiogs 

clean  and  tidy,  uoless  you  look  after  all  yourself 
I  do  think  people  get  dirtier  every  day." 

"  I  hope  not,"  aaid  the  rector  with  a  {^eod 
bumoored  smile. 

"  Ah  I  sir,  you  always  hope  for  the  best,  but 
if  yon  knew  the  number  of  dustera  and  houae- 
eloths  used  in  the  Castle,  you  would  be  quite 
frightened." 

*'  Then  I  won't  enquire,  and  you  must  not 
tell  me.  I  see  every  thing  neat  and  clean,  and 
would  believe  it  effected  by  fairies ;  do  not  de- 
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^troj  the  iUosion  by  telling  me  of  the  wear  and 
tear  of  cotton,  flax,  and  wool." 

"  Clean  sir,  why  look  at  the  dust  on  your 
coat" 

'*  My  own  fault,  Mrs.  Jelf,for  peeping  about 
in  an  out  of  the  way  corner  after  an  old  book," 
replied  Mr.  Alleyne,  brushing  off  a  few  grains 
ef  dust  from  his  sleeve. 

'^  There  ought  to  be  no  out  of  the  way 
corners  at  -Coombe  Castle,  and  never  shall  be 
if  I  can  help  it.     But  that  is  always  the  way 
with  the  housemaids,  they  care  fur  nothing  but 
just  the  outward  show.  I  would  have  the  coal 
hole  as  free  from  dust  as  the  grand  saloon,  and 
I  am  most  particular  about  the  library  here^ 
knowing  you  like  to  take  down  the  old  books. 
But  there,  I  see  you  are  thinking   me  over 
particular,  and  it  was  not  the  dust  I  wanted  to 
speak  about.     It  is  just  getting  into  March, 
tod  time  we  settled  something  about  the  bring- 
ing up  of  Miss  Amy." 
"  That  point  aeems  pretty  well  settled  with* 
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out  our  holding  a  set  discussion  on  the  subject. 
Cecil  has  adopted  her  as  his  sister^  and  is  teach- 
ing her  everything  he  knows  himself,  even  to 
Latin  and  Greek,  I  believe." 

**  I  hope  not  sir.  What  can  be  the  use  of 
Latin  or  Greek,  or  such  like  heathenish  things 
to  a  girl  like  her  ?" 

**  The  use,**  repeated  Mr.  Alley ne.     *'  There 

are  many  who  ask  the  use  of  the  beautiful  and 

i|i|  ideal,  and  think  they  show  their  wisdom  by  the 

question,  living  in  sense,  but  dead  to  the  loftier 
stirrings  of  the  immortal  spirit.  I  won't  ask  you 
the  use  of  the  beautiful  adornments  you  place  on 
the  table,  but  leave  you  to  discuss  the  value  of 
Latin  and  Greek  with  my  grandson,  who  has 
appointed  himself  the  child's  tutor.  It  is  none 
:i|^H  of  my  doing,  save  that  I  taught  Cecil ;  boys 

must  learn  Latin  and  Greek,  so  the  world  saya 
at  least.  The  good  which  the  many  gain  from 
this  learning,  is  no  concern  of  mine,  being  too 
old  to  run  a  tilt  with  the  world  in  matters 
that  touch  not  religion  or  morality." 
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^*  It  is  all  very  well,  sir,  for  boys  to  learn 
Latin  and  Greek,  I  know  they  must,  and  it 
may  do  them  good^  but  it  is  a  bad  thing  for 
girls.  I  have  heard  many  gentlemen  say  they 
did  not  like  learned  wives." 

**  Speculating  on  Amy's  ma,rriage  already 
Mrs.  Jelf ;  of  all  people  in  the  world  I  did  not 
expect  this  from  you." 

^'  One  most  look  forward  a  little,  sir,''  stam- 
mered Mrs.  Jelf,  colouring  down  to  the  tips  of 
her  fingers  at  the  rector's  meaning  smile.  Then 
assuming  a  more  formal  air  than  usual,  in  order 
to  cover  her  confusion,  she  continued,  using  long 
words  where  short  ones  would  have  done  just 
as  well  or  better  : 

"  It  is  the  poor,  deserted  orphan's  future 
destination  which  I  would  recommend  to  your 
particular  consideration." 

^  That  destination  is  already  decided  by  you 
and  Cecil,  and  I  have  only  to  submit ;  you  may 
look  your  denial  of  this  Mrs.  Jelf,  yet  never- 
theless it  is  the  simple  truth.     Cecil  is  resolved 
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'  '''^  ^  that  she  shall  be  accomplished  if  not  learned, 

tknd  you  fully  understaBd,  though  you  may  not 
have  said  so,  that  the  little,  dirty,  ragged  beg* 
gar,  can  neither  become  an  assistant  in  Mrs. 
Marsh's  bake-house,  as  I  hear  the  good  woman 
has  proposed,  nor  your  future  successor  in  the 
office  which  you  now  fill  so  welL" 

"  Well  I  wotft  deny— ^ 

<<  No  don't  Mrs.  Jelf,  or  I  should  for  once 
be  obliged  to  disbelieve  you.  The  child  is 
wonderfully  changed,  thanks  to  your  care  and 
kindness,  and  we  both  understand  that  her 
mother  was  a  lady,  in  the  best  sense  of  the 
word,  and  that  her  own  tastes  will  lead  her  to 
something  different  to  what  you  proposed  on 
•seeing  her  first." 

**  Ladies  may  be  reduced  by  misfortune  to 
undertake  offices  considered  beneath  them,** 
observed  Mrs.  Jelf,  drawing  herself  up  into 
greater  stiffness. 

*'  There  may  be,  and  there  have  been ;  and 
I  honor  those  who,  bending  to  a  higher  will« 
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fi^lfil  their  dutiee  in  sach  offices,  not  only  with 
strict  probity  bat  resignation  and  good  temper. 
They  merit  praise  for  bearing  well  a  heavy 
trial,  bat  Amy's  tastes  tend  another  way,  she 
bas  a  thirst  for  knowledge,  and  a  strong  and 
instinctive  taste  for  the  beautiful  in  art  and 
nature." 

^^  What  is  to  be  done  with  her  then  ?*'  asked 
Mrs.  Jelf,  unable  to  deny  that  the  child,  when 
alone,  had  always  a  bo4k,  or  prints  in  her  hand. 

^  Not  send  her  away,  we  could  not  part 
with  her  now.  Cecil  has  been  a  different 
creature  since  he  has  become  her  tutor,  and 
her  innocent  smiles  and  caresses  make  even  me 
half  young  again,  nor  do  jou  wish  to  lose  her 
I  think.  Coold  we  make  up  our  minds  to  send 
her  from  us,  one  lookj  I  suspect,  would  soften 
oar  hearts  and  change  our  purpose." 

"  I  should  not  wonder  sir,  for  there  is  some- 
thing in  her  look  there  is  no  withstanding. 
There  are  many  more  beaotiful  eyes  in  the 

^orld,I  have  no  doubt;  but  hers  say  so  prettily^ 
o  5 
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1  be  kind  to  me,'  that  there  is  no 
rthing  oroea  to  her,  let  me  try  ever 

>  Mrs.  Jelf,  and  therefore,  I  see 
i  bat  keeping  Iter  here,  and  doing 
t  to  spoil  her.     With  my  scaaty 

Cedl  must  work  out  his  own  for- 
most  Amy,  ehould  we  fiul  to  find 
ktioDB.  Since  we  cauiot  give  her 
lance,  wo  nlust  give  her  a  good 
nd  then  procore  her  a  comfortable 
gOTemess." 

jTtable  sitaation  as  guvemese  I"  re- 
Felf,  "  that  may  be  not  so  easy  to 
r  as  my  judgment  goes,  and  I  have 
ng  of  this  in  my  life  time,  an  upper 
Mtter  wages,   and  fewer  vexations. 

is  like  an  unsteady  mould  of  jelly, 
the  servants'  haU,  not  good  enough 
lour,  nobody  cares  for  her,  and  it 
er  if  she  oares  for  nobody.  She  is 
!up  and  saucer,  never  suits  with  the 
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rest  of  the  set,  or  like  a  dove  in  a  flock  of  jack 
daws,  where  every  one  is  for  plucking  and 
polling  her  to  pieces.  She  might  as  well  be 
idtchen  maid,  onlj  it  is  not  counted  so  genteel, 
for  she  ia  almost  as  much  at  every  one's  beck  and 
call ;  and  then  she  can  only  be  a  governess  at 
last,  whereas  a  kitchen  maid  may  rise  to  be  a 
housekeeper,  and  while  one  sits  sulking  up  in 
the  school  room,  or  on  thorns  in  the  parlour, 
the  other  is  laughing  and  jesting  with  those  of 
her  own  degree.  I  have  felt  something  of  what 
it  is  to  be  between  and  betwixt,  myself." 

"  There  is  much  truth  in  your  picture  Mrs. 
Jelf,  though  it  is  somewhat  darkly  coloured,  but 
Amy  cannot  be  a  kitchen  maid,  and  therefore 
is  I  said  before,  we  must  do  the  best  for  her  we 
can.  We  must  teach  her  the  truth  from  the 
beginning,  and  let  her  know  from  the  first  what 
8he  has  to  expect  To  send  men  and  women,  or 
boys  {md  girls  either  into  the  world  blindfold,  is 
to  subject  them  to  the  risk  of  being  fooled  by 
»U  their  fellow  players  in  the  game  of  life,  to 
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liingofkoockingtheirown  heads  agunA 
□d  doors.  The  worid  is  neither  a  para- 
tr  a  purgatory ;  every  statioD  has  its 
IB  ;  every  evil,  oat  of  our  own  creating, 
opeoaationa ;  and  those  who  can  dis- 
neither,  should  blame  themselves  and 
dispensations  of  Providence.  The  world 
ated  a  beautiful  world!  But  as  man  mar- 
beauty  in  olden  times  by  disobedience, 
1  he  in  the  present.  As  the  Poet  says, 
elf, 

ude the  SuMbine,  weouraehM  nukttbe  SKaJet" 

ice  we  «annot  give  Amy  an  independ- 
et  uB  believe  that  the  working  one  out 
■self,  will  bring  into  use  those  higher 
es  of  heart  and  mind  which  might 
ise  never  be  developed,  or  once  developed, 
}  from  the  rust  of  disuse^  and  this  is  no 
icy  beUeve  me,  but  a  truth  demonstrated 
lay." 
at  she  may   turn  out  very  pretty,  and 
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bemuty  is  no  recommendation  to  a  governeae,** 
suggested  Mia.  Jelf.     *^  It  brings  its  perils.'' 

**  It  does  in    some    instances,    leading    to 
Tanity,  ftc"  replied  the  good  rector  suppress- 
ing a  smile  at  the  housekeeper's  manner,  which 
was    that  of     one    who    meant  to  say   that 
she  had  been  pretty  in  her  day,  and  made  con- 
quests if  she  had  not  broken  hearts.     **  But 
beaaty  has  also  its  blessings,  prepossessing  the 
multitude  in  its  favour  more  than  it  should 
sometimes;  at  any  rate  the  future  in  form,  as 
weU  as  in  fortune  rests  with  One  who  orders 
all    things  better  than  we  can,  and  to  His 
ordering  let  us  leave  it.   I  think  we  can  muster 
some  little    learning   among    us,     and    with 
three  such  instructors  she  should  turn  out  a 
prodigy,  not  that  I  mean  to  say  Amy  is  a  genius, 
but  she  has  a  quick,   observant   mind,  and  a 
warm,  affectionate  heart." 

'*  Yes,  that  she  has,  I  never  met  with  a  more 
affectionate,  grateful  temper;  but  even  this 
may  prove  a  misfortune  to  her  hereafter,  cans- 
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tome  oQfl  not  good  enongh  for 

>  prove  a  bleaaing,  Mrs.  Jelf,  u 
tdy,  wiDoing  her  frienda  whea 
I  them.  Hitherto  her  affectiooi 
1  developed  and  exeroifled  thsn 
d  there  may  be  danger  in  this, 

KB  she  does  without  a  nataral 
at  which  we  must  guard,  teach- 

and  to  act  as  well  as  to  feeL 
livide  our  labour  of  love,  for 
;  I  think,  to  all.    You  must 

and  household  department,  in- 

manners,"  and  ao  almost  im- 
e  curled  the  good  rector's  lip 
Cecil  will  take  care  she  shall 
IS  stiff  as  berselC  "  I  will  do 
le  her  a  sound  thinker  and  a 
vhichlastjto  my  mind,  includes 
ell  as  the  major  virtues ;  and 
e  poetical  and  ideal." 
iuy  use  in  her  writing  poetry," 
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observed  Mr&  Jelf,  who  held  poets  in  no  good 
estimation. 

^*  I  did  not  mean  that  he  should  teach  her  to 
write  verses,"  replied  Mr.  Alleyne  with  a  smile, 
"  merely  that  he  should  teach  her  those  ac- 
complishments which  his  own  natural  talent  and 
a  residence  abroad  would  have  enabled  him  to 
acquire.  We  must  not  make  her  a  mere  stiff, 
formal  piece  of  philosophy ;  believe  me  the  ideal 
when  properly  understood  beautifies  the  real, 
instead  of  clothing  the  false  in  worthless  tinsel, 
or  making  life  stale,  dull,  and  unprofitable.  In 
other  words,  Cecil  shall  crown  our  work  with 
that  pure,  snow-white  frost  that  looks  like  fairy 
handiwork  of  yours,  so  that  whether  our  labour 
turn  out  a  soft,  sweet  trifle,  or  a  more  spiritual 
tipsy  cake,  or  a  mingling  of  both,  it  shall  be 
equally  appropriate." 
'*  Well,  sir,  I  suppose  it  must  be  so  since 

we  can  do  no  better." 
'*  Exactly  so  Mrs.  Jelf,  we  must  do  all  we 

can  and  leave  the  result  in  higher  han'ls,  making 
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•elf  denial  the  groand  work  of  our 
Janish  that  anxious  look,  why  an- 
lure  when  we  may  just  as  reasonably 

euoceaa?  why  doubt  where  we 
It?   vexing  ouraelvee  and  sbamiDg  a 

Creator  who  gave  us  not  only  so 
Id  to  dwell  in,  but  oh  1  far  higher 
Knling  Saviour  to  bring  us  back  into 
*8  fold.  Some  people  like  to  4ook 
at  for  myself  I  love  rose  colour  best 
iseful  metUoines  uut  of  what  others 
isons." 

reU  sir,  you  are  quite  right,  we 
lould  be  much  happier  if  we  hoped 
doubting,  and  did  not  let  everything 
e  do;  better  take  things  as  they  are, 
ecause  they  are  not  as  they  should 
me  what  IB  that  I  hear  !  If  there  is 
scrubbing  the  green  -room  when  I 
t  to  touch  it,  I  dare  say  she  has  not 
e  windows  first,  or  dusted  the 
The  under  servants  never  do  what 
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they  should  anlees  I  stand  over  them  all  the 
time.  It  is  nothing  but  worry^  morning,  noon 
and  night,  to  keep  things  clean  and  in  their 
places ;  better  be  a  kitchen  maid  by  half,  and 
then  there  is  only  your  work  to  think  of,  and 
now  I  am  responsible  for  everybody.  It  is 
enough  to  drive  one  mad  sometimes !  I  must 
go  and  see  what  she  is  about/'  and  away  went 
the  zealous  housekeeper  with  an  unusually 
quick  pace,  leaving  the  placid  rector  to  smile 
at  her  practical  assent  to  the  wisdom  of  taking 
things  as  they  are,  instead  of  fretting  that  they 
are  not  as  they  should  be. 
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CHAPTER    VIII. 


gemGDts  for  Am^'s  education  were 
it  with  more  ezactDess  than  such 
QtB  usually  are,  and  all  ber  tutors 
reW  of  herprogreee,  tboagb  Mrs.  Jelf 
aeionally  saepect  that  her  ektU  in 
:klea  and  preserves,  sheets,  DapkiuB, 
lotha,  might  be  attributed  rather  to 
>T  her,  than  any  real  love  for  such 
matters.      On    such   occasions   the 
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zealoos,  some  thought  the  over  zealous  house- 
keeper, would  deliver  long  lectures  on  the  home 
duties  of  women  in  all  stations  of  life,  to  which 
Amy  would  listen  with  such  sweet  patience, 
looking  all  the  while  full  of  gratefql  submission, 
that  Mrs.  JelTs  jealousy  for  the  honor  of  her 
profeasion  was  not  ovly  appeased,  but  the  or- 
phan girl  rendered  more  dear  to  her  heart,  and 
usually  rewarded  by  some  fresh  indulgence. 

"Poor  thing  I  she  has  neither  father  or 
mother,  one  can't  scold  her,"  said  Mrs.  Jelf  to 
herself;  and  the  only  wonder  was  that  in  spite  of 
her  usual  prudence  she  did  not  say  Jt  to  Amy. 
She  could  not  scold  her  and  no  one  else  but  Mrs. 
Hopkins,  a  grave  look  was  enough  to  warn  her 
of  error  and  teach  her  amendment,  while  her 
omple,  childish  ways,  her  honest  frankness  were 
80  endearing,  that  it  required  all  the  good 
rector's  sense  of  the  great  responsibility  of  an 
education,  to  induce  him  to  run  the  risk  of 
bringing  the  shadow  of  care  on  her  brow,  by 
placiog  distinctly  before  her  view,  the  world 
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it  was  to  others,  but  as  it  might 
r,  from  the  pecaliar' portion  she 
D  8ociet7,  her  friends,  her  relatives, 
J  birth  place  unknown.  To  risk 
e  present  by  revealing  what  the 
:  be,  Day  in  some  respects  must  be, 
ruggle  ia  the  kind  heart  of  him  whe 
to  love  her  as  a  child;  but  be  felt  it 

the  duty  was  done,  and  done  so 
too  that  the  cloud  passed  away 
e  he  could  note  it,  bright  hope  dis- 
isient  fear.  Truth  and  self-denial 
lod  said  they  should  be,  the  ground- 
sr  education,  and  she  learnt  from 
themajesty  of  truth,  however  pain- 
ime,  rather  than  to  dread  Its  strict- 
)  make  cheerful  self-denial  its  own 
[er    submission    to   Qod   and  man 

of  the  servile  or  hypocritical  obe- 
he  slave,  who  would  rebel  if  be 
iros  the  grateful  submissioD  of  the 
iog  heart.    It  was  this  feeling  which 
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he  had  eyer  stroye  to  implant  in  Amj  and 
Cedl,  and  he  had  the  delight  of  seeing  it  take 
root,  and  grow  in  their  youthful  minds,  bring- 
ing forth  fruit  as  sweet  to  the  taste  as  it  was 
fair  to  the  glance. 

Often  would  tears  of  gratitude  start  into  his 
eyes,  aa  he  looked  at  the  two  children,,  gentle, 
bying,  and  diligent.  The  feebleness  of  Cecil's 
childhood  was  rapidly  passing  away,  his  body 
gaining  health  and  strength,  his  mind  more 
power  and  fresh  energy  each  hour.  He  felt 
BO  wbh  for  boyish  eompanions,  no  longing 
for  boyish  sports;  Castle  Coombe  was  for  the 
present,  wide  world  enough  for  him,  and  to 
win  knowledge  himself,  and  impart  it  to  Amy 
was  his  greatest  delight,  so  that  to  debar  him 
from  thi&  was  always  a  sufficient  punishment. 
It  was  frueh  pleasure  to  teach  one  so  docile, 
ao  intell^ent,  who  caught  at  a  half  expressed 
idea,  and  brightened  sober  reason,  with  the  play 
of  her  quiek  fancy.  Indeed  in  the  matter  of 
Ittraing  both  needed  theeurb  oftenet  than  the 
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Teither  had  beeo  disgusted  or  sta[ufied 
prosy  lessons  beyond  their  compnhen- 
;ht  by  prosy  teachers  as  a  daty  ;  those 
ght  them  had  had  their  heart  in  the 
,   and  this   was  the    secret    of   their 

ane  has  said  that  where  children  do  not 
teachers  should  be  whipt  and  not  the 
nd  there  is  more  wisdom  in  the  saying 
ly  at  the  first  idea  may  be  inclined  to 
lere  are  some  bom  geese,  no  doubt,  bat 
9  many  more  made  geese ;  and  some 
professors  and  masters  of  arts,  whom 
d  considers  rich  in  ancient  or  modem 
'  deserve  the  fool's  cap  more  thao  that 
or  undertaking  that  for  which  they 
:alent.  The  good  tutor  must  not  only 
Qself,  but  he  must  also  know  how  to 
ie  knowledge  agreeable  to  others,  be 
t  only  love  teaching,  but  also  those 
leaches ;  and   love   makes  all  things 
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Ihysy  weeks,  nay  months,  and  years,  passed 
on  io  the  same  calm  and  happy  routine,  Cecil 
and  Amy  were  always  together,  for  some  hours 
in  each  day  at  least,  now  poring  over  the  same 
book,  now  joining  their  voices  in  the  same  song, 
now  bounding  across  the  park,  agile  and 
graceful,  ae  young  fawns,  reclining  on  some 
mossy  bank,  or  seeking  the  earliest  flowers 
of  the  young  spring,  the  wild  wood  aorrel, 
or  the  star-like  anemone,  and  twining  these 
with  the  blue  bell  and  primrose,  deck  out 
Mr.  Alleyne's  favourite  nook  in  the  library,  or 
bis  little  study  in  the  parsonage.  In  nothing 
were  they  more  in  union  than  in  their  love  and 
reyerence  for  him.  Or  if  there  were  any  flowers 
to  spare,  Cecil  twined  them  amidst  the  flowing 
tresees  of  his  young  companion. 

And  how  went  on  the  rest  of  the  little 
world  at  Castle  Coombe  7  To  tell  the  honest 
truth,  it  did  not  appear  to  go  at  all,  or  if  it  did, 
the  movement  was  so  very  slow,  that  many  did 
not  perceive  it,  but  thought  the  village  was 
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to  a  stand  stiU.  The  baker's  wife  wbs 
ely  kind  as  ever,  ber  huabaod  as  pas- 
nrhile  Jem,  their  son,  retaining  his  boj- 
iration  for  Amy,  would  often  bring  ber 
delighted  if  be  could  present  her  with 
t  violet  of  the  year.  The  greatest 
was  the  departure  of  the  Hopkinses  and 
tea,  and  the  different  estimation  in  which 
ras  held  sinoe   her  adoption,  as  it  was 

by    the    good    rector.     Oh !  what  a 

had  that  proved  for  her.  Mrs.  Filz- 
vas  ^ain  the  poor,  sweet  lady  I 
r     daughter    a    dear,     sweet     child ! 

as    Amy    was,   she  had    penetration 
to    see     the    change      which    first 

and  then  pained  her.  Mr.  Alleyne 
:hi8,  and  without  encouraging  bitter- 
rarda  the  servile  and  worldly,  taught 

to  draw  from  it  a  good  lesson  for  the 
low  to  keep  on  the  straigfatforwaid 
:eiulfastness  and  truth,  through  evil  and 
good  report,,  and  to  act  less  according 
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to  the  world's  standard  than  that  implanted  Iqr 
Ood  in  her  own  heart. 

It  was  a  bright  summer  morning,  about  this 
timei  that  the  quiet  village  was  disturbed  by 
the  yery  unusual  appearance  of  an  elegant 
iniTelling  carriage  with  out-riders,  wearing 
dark,  rich  liTcriea:  and  its  progress  traced  with 
gnat  curiosity,  until  it  finally  drew  up  at  the 
door  of  the  Castle  Coombe  Arms,  where  the 
deEghted  landlady  making  her  appearance  in  an 
incredibly  short  space  of  time,  tddng  into  con- 
flideration  the  metamorphosis  she  had  paused  to 
to  make  in  her  attire,  prepared  to  receive  her 
guest  with  the  very  blandest  of  smiles,  and 
martest  of  caps.  For  once  however  all  the 
fine  speeches  of  Mrs.  Hodgson,  and  she  could 
nudke  herself  very  agreeable  when  she  chose,  or 
thought  to  get  anything  by  it,  were  entirely 
^wn  away. 

The  traveller,  who  might  have  been  a  lord  as 
aheaaid,  for  the  airs  he  gave  himself  (Mrs. 
Hodgson's  idea  of  a  lord,)  alighted  in  silence^ 
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aiag  to  t«ke  the  Wast  uotiee  of  her 
eretiwned  civitities ;  and  ordering 
ner  went  to  take  a  stroll  in  the 
t  was  prepared. 

can  vaitnre  to  promise  that  jvar 
find  it  well  worth  seeing,"  wid  the 
ndlady,  nothing  daunted  by  the 
ghtiness  ofbis  look  and  manner.- — 
Btle  espeeiiJly,  which  aome  of  the 

for  miles  round  to  look  at.  Not 
r  tb«n  are  admitted  beytmd  the 
An.  Jelf,  the  boueeke^ter,  an  in- 
of  my  own,  (a  fib  bye  the  bye,) 
itdar,  idthough  I  have  no  doubt 
Itappy  to  show  it  to  your  lord^ip. 
ioidehip  likes  I  will  send  up  me 
■a  immediately  and  ask. — What 
ny  ?"  added  the  landlady,  taUng 
sent,  and  adroitly  availing  herself 
inity  to  gain  some  olne  as  to  the 
position  of  her  guest. 

no  consequence,"    replied    the 
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itnuiger  coldly,  '^  as  I  have  no  intention  of 
mtingCasile  Coombe  at  present" 

*^  At  present,''  repeated  Mn.  Hodgson  to 
knelf  as  she  nnwillingly  retired,  **  who  knows 
bat  he  may  be  going  to  remain  here  for  some 
litde  time  at  least — ^I  do  think,"  she  added, 
'^thst  diere  is  Mrs.  Brown,  of  the  Black 
Horse,  standing  oyer  the  way  with  her  month 
open  wide  enough  to  swallow  the  carriage  alto- 
gether. Poor  thing  I  how  mortified  she  must 
feeir  and  full  of  compasnonate  triumph,  and 
neryous  ansdety  with  regard  to  the  dinner,  the 
stately  landlady,  passed  through  the  group  of 
aenrants  with  becoming  dignity,  and  sought 
ber  own  apartment;  not  forgetting  to  order 
Tom  Mitchener,  the  head  waiter,  who  on  ac- 
coont  of  his  Well  known  shrewdness  stood  high 
in  his  mistresses  confidence,  to  be  sure  and  fish 
OQt  aU  he  could. 

The  stranger  meanwhile  pursued  his  solitary 
walk,  carefully  avoiding  the  principal  streets, 
«&d  never  thinking  to  notice  the  simple  and 

H  3 
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artesieo  of  the  viUtge  duldreo  even  hj 

perhaps  lie  eaw  them  not,  for  hit 
)  seemed  uttecly  absorbed,  and  hia 
im  and  contracted.    There  waa  no  sym- 

the  cold,  keen  eyes  which  wandered 
irithout  resting  on  a  ungle  spot,  and 
Y   without  a  ptjception   of  the   cakn, 

loveliness  «f  the  scenes  through  which 
d :  for  Tun,  unless  the  heart  be  light 
is  all  outward  beauty. 
le  same  bright  monuog  Amy  and  Oeol 
ther  in  the  quiet  pariour  at  the  Rectory, 
m  books  resting  on  the  low  window 
]  ^e  iresb  wind  stirring  their  long 
i  fanning  their  young  cheeks.  While 
le^ne,  a  little  apart,  also  strove  to  read, 
I  continually  interrupted  by  the  com- 
nd  enquiries  of  liie  more  restless  com- 
A  rude  wooden  bench,  where  the 
ictor  liked  to  sit  in  the  summer  time, 
Lch  loving  hands,  early  as  it  was,  had 

festooned  with    many  a   flower,    and 
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creeping  plant,  wsi  placed  below  the  easement, 
eonoealed  firom  the  view  of  those  within  by 
green  and  clustering  shrabe. 

^  A  penny  for  your  thoughts,  Cecil  P  said 
Amy,  playfully  drawing  away  the  book  upon 
which  his  dreamy  glance  had  long  moe  ceased 
to  rest,  ^  for  I  am  sure  they  were  not  here." 

^  No,  for  I  was  thinking  of  you." 

^  Yon  always  are  dear  Cecil  T  replied  the 
girl  with  a  grateful  look. 

^  How  can  I  help  it,  Amy  T^ 

^  But  your  present  sage  reflections,  let  us 
have  them.  Were  you  wondering  how  much 
longer  I  meant  to  At  and  ponder  oyer  these 
verbs?" 

^  No  I  was  not  thinking  of  the  verbs,  but 

recalling    to  mind  what  my    grandpapa  said 

yesterday  in  his  sermon,  about  everything 
always  turning  out  for  the  best.** 

<'  But  what  has  that  to  do  with  me  ?** 
"  A  great  deal ;  for  then  I  could  not  help  re- 
flecting, how  if  your  grandfather  had  claimed 
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f  answer  been  returned  to  the  ftd- 
ta  inserted  b;  Mr.  Wolley,  with  the 
idiag  out  your  lost  relatives,  I  inif{ht 
I  known  and  loved  7011,  and  we 
ainly  never  have  been  so  happy  as 

not  this  a  somewhat  selfish  mode  of 
my  Cedir    asked  Mr.    AUeyne, 

from  the  volume  before  him.  "  For 
d  in  that  case  have  had  a  home,  of 
and  no  doubt  have  soon  learned  to 
iknown  grandfather  as  well  or  better 
MS  us." 

levet!  never,"  ezelaimed  the  ohtld 
menoe,  "  when  he  was  so  croel  to 
ima  1  Her  white,  sorrowful,  face^ 
sontinuaily  riang  up  to  prevent  it, 
she  me  hate  and  fear  him ;  for 
trper  said  that  ehe  was  quite  sure 
er  by  that  letter,  she  had  seemed  so 
I  few  moments  before.  But  hark  I 
hatr 
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**  Onl;  the  little  Urds  overtiead  Any, 
■UrtlacI  amiy  by  your  pauiobate  tone/  ui^ 
Mr.  Alleyne,  rebukiagly. 

"  Foi^TO  toe — Oh  I  pray,  forgive  mt  V 
fdeided  the  peutent  gtrL  "  But  do  not  let 
Bs  Ulk  again  of  him.  Have  I  not  it  dear. 
Mod  giand;papa  as  it  is,  with  a  beautiful 
hoax,  and  a  beloved  brother  into  the  bar- 
giin?" 

"  But  yoar  real  grandfather  may  have  been 
very  rich,"  mused  Mr.  AUeyne  aloud,  as  be  sub- 
mitted  to  her  gentle  oareues. 

"What  tiwD?"  said  Cecil,  "we  are  rich 
eiMK^h  for  happinflgs  as  it  is— 4re  we  not  ?" 

"  Yes,  fiertainly,  bnt  hereafter  both  you 
lod  Amy  will  have  to  earn  your  own  liviog." 

"  Cannot  I  work  for  both,  urT  aakad  CeciL 
"  Somehow  I  cannot  iancy  it  a  hardship  to  toil 
for  those  we  love !" 

"  Time  enough  to  talk  of  all  this,  my  dear 
boy  V  said  the  good  rector,  with  glistening 
«res, "  but  yon  must  get  stronger  first." 
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old  like  to  be  rich  too,"  exclkimed 
ghtfiilly,  after  a  long  paiue.  "  A» 
it  me  see — aa  rich  aa  the  Conatesa  of 
>mber' 

rhat  would  yoa  do  then  Amy  ?" 
Srst  of  all  Cecil  ahovid  be  £sri." 
afteo  we  should  astonish  Mrs.  Jelf," 
iighing  boy. 

good,  kind  Mrs.  Jelfl  she  should 
I  anything  more  to  do^  bnt  walk  and 
oa  much  as  she  likedi  And  then  I 
forget  Mra.  Marah  either.  And  dear 
ahould  have  every  new  book  and  print 
iiey  came  out,  and  heaps  of  money 
te  to  the  poor,  and  that  would  make 
.  woalditnot?^ 
eyae  amiled,  and  petted  her  nptomed 

ou  have  forgotten  me,"  said  Ceral. 
no  indeed,  loat  but  not  leaat  you 
ou  ahonld  not  have  eren  to  wiah  for 
if  Iconldhalpit;  and  I  would  da 
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aodnng  ill  day  long  bat  nt,  uid  talk,  and  sing 
to  you,  or  bo  very  qniet  if  yon  wanted  to  atudy. 
And  then  we  would  travel  together  all  over 
Aose  sunny  lands  of  which  yoa  have  so  often 
told  me.  And  there  is  one  thing  more,"  added 
Amy  with  a  sudden  thoughtfulneas,  **  whioh  I 
would  do  were  I  Countess  of  Castle  Coofflbe ; 
pot  t  beantiiol  monument  all  of  white  marble 
over  dear  fn^Tnitm,  and  get  Mr.  Alleyne  to 
write  the  epitaph,  that  all  might  know  bow 
good  she  was." 

"  And  yet,"  said  the  reotor,  "  I  donbt 
whether  your  fine  moaoment  would  afford  you 
hilf  the  pleasure  that  you  now  have  in-  going 
to  scatter  flowers  upon  that  simple  grave ;  and 
it  could  not  possibly  benefit  hei  whose  spirit 
W  burst  its  earthly  tabernacle  aad  rests  with 
Godr 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Amy,  after  a  pause,  "  you 
doubt  whether  all  that  I  have  planned  would 
Qiake  ns  the  happier  ?  And  I  question  it  too ; 
oh  ]  we  cannot  be  bap[ner  than  we  are  now  t 
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^ht  in  aayiiif;  tint  H  ma  ill  for  the 
ly  stem  and  croel  gnndiather  never 
and  oame  to  claim  me,  or  ha  mi^ 
1  my  heart  as  he  did  poor  Mamma'a." 
—Amy  I"  exclaimed  the  good  rector 

ly. 

moment  there  waa  a  alight  rostling 
Mth  the  CMemoit,  and  the  atrangei 
the  low  benoii  upon  wluch  he  had 
r  aat  down  to  reat,  wiUked  alowly 
e  direction  of  the  vill^e. 
iflt  have  heard  every  word  we  have 
If"  whispered  Amy. 
le  may  not  have  been  Uiere  above  a 
ita,"  observed  Ce(»J. 
le  stranger  paused  and  looked  up 
e  casement,  while  Amy  involuntarily 
plaiung  her  hand  in  that  of  her  oom- 
if  for  protection.  And  the  recol- 
tfaat  pale,  wrathful  face  and  those 
lyes,  liauDted  her  for  months  after- 
1  a  fearful  diatinctneas. 
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tad  otmning,  had  turned  out  *a  proud  and 
laconic  as  their  nuuter,  one  of  the  oai-ridos 
simply  obeeiring,  in  answer  to  a  qaestion  that 
pressed  somewhat  closely,  that  if  hia  master 
was  not  B  lord  himself,  be  was  rich  enough  to 
buy  up  half  a  dozen  snob  I 

*'  In  my  oiunion,"  swd  good  Mrs.  Marsh, 
laying  bet  hand  on  her  hnaband's  shoulder  as 
they  stood  at  the  shop  door,  looking  after  the 
travelling  carriage,  which  had  caused  aoch  a 
sensation  in  the  vilkgei  "  In  my  oinnion  yon 
and  I  are  jnst  as  happy,  if  not  a  great  deal 
happier  than  he  who  baa  jnet  rolled  past  us,  for 
all  hia  fine  turn  out.  Did  you  notice  bow  pale 
and  stem  be  looked,  with  bis  eyes  gleaming  like 
two  live  coals  ?" 
|ii    I  "  I  dare  Bay  you  are  right,"  said  her  husband 

*  f  I'   I  with  his  usual  pasaive  good  nature,  "  and  after 

all  it  is  something  to  have  a  contented  spirit, 
mind  that  Jem  I"  turning  to  his  son  as  he  spoke, 

I**™  who  assented  somewhat  lest  readily,  for  his 
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muea  were  still  dmzzled  by  the  n 
of  the  itnnger'fl  Bplendid  eqaipage, 
blooded  iteedfk 

But  the  good  baker  was  right,  a 
fpitit  ia  •  bleanng. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


tfoB£  than  five  yean  Iiad  passed  in  the  same 
iapp7  calm,  and  Amy  was  only  the  more  be- 
Dved  by  her  three  kind  instructors,  between 
rhom  no  jealousy  bad  yet  aiisen,  though  the 
Ider  ones  saw,  or  fanded  they  saw,  that  the 
issons  of  ber  youngest  tutor  were  the  most 
greeable,  as  well  as  the  most  efieoUre. 
**  Is  that  yoQ  Cecil,  panting  and  puffing  like 
turtle  shall  I  say  7"  naked  Amy,  as  she  felt 
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that  he  wu  bea^ng  over  ha 
engiged  in  pantiog  in  ft  aty 
sketches,  sa  oocnpatioa  whie 
tgroii^  raond. 

"Doa't  call  me  »  turtle,  Ai 
blooded  miinBl,  a  creattwe  th 
imtntion  than  to  crawl  on  a  M 
feirq^  and  then  rank  istoth 
"Don't  be  scandaloos  Ce( 
but  this  same  abnied  turtle,  a 
exalted  ambition  of  delightinj 
■t  a  Lord  Mayor's  feart  I  sn  i 
u  much  beyond  your  hopesy 
b^ond  yonr  a^ity  to  accon 
"Most  probiAly.  I  hare 
your  impertinence  now,  bnt  y 
me  heretf tai:  I  have  juet  i 
that  Doctor  Dodsworth,  m; 
college  friend,  having  anivec 
do  the  cicerone  to  lum,  insfa 
walking  with  yon.  Are  ; 
lun." 
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**  Tben  I  mnst  be  sorry  too  aooording  to 
Ure.  Jelf,  for  she  peruats  in  saying  tlut  what- 
jTor  yon  feel  I  feel,  and  whatever  yon  do  I  do, 
\o  please  not  to  cut  off  yonr  bead,  for  I  cannot 
)nt  tbink  that  would  burt  very  muob." 

"  Amy,  yon  are  in  one  of  your  tormenting 
Booda.  See  that  I  do  not  cut  off  your  head 
nstead  of  my  own.  Say  you  are  aorry,  or  take 
he  coDsequencee," — and  be  unsheathed  an  anti- 
jue  sword,  the  property  of  some  former  lord  of 
[^mbe  Castle. 

"  Would  it  be  very  heroic  to  reuat  to  the 
leath  I'"  asked  Amy  arcbly. 

"  It  would  be  much  safer  to  subnut,  for  I  am 
ly  no  means,  aa  oold  blooded  as  the  turtle  to 
vbich  you  likened  me." 

"  So  I  perceive,  and  thwefore  submit  at  your 
onnseL  I  am  very  sorry,  for  the  aun  never 
hinea  half  so  brightly  when  you  are  not  beside 
ae,  and  my  heart  ia  not  in  jellies  and  preserves, 
lusters  and  tea-clotha,  though  I  alwaya  endea- 
vour to  do  Mrs.  Jelf 'a  bidding  aa  well  aa  t  can, 
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my  gailjr,  then  oBtehia^  a  glimpae  of  hi* 
rerted  face,  her  manner  clianged  in  an 
t  to  one  of  deep  and  affectkniate  feding. 
I  are  vexed  dear  Cecil  I  not  with  mj 
lee  I  hope  ?" 

o,  no.  Amy,  not  vexed,  only  I  wbh  you 
sorry  as  I  do  that  we  shall  be  parted  all 

.nd  so  I  do  dear  Cedl  I  qnit&  as  soriy ; 
is  right  you  should  go  with  your  grand- 
's old  friend,  and  it  is  better  to  do  a  doty 
I  smiling  face  than  a  dnll  one."  And 
ung  maiden  glanced  archly  into  his  coun- 
le  to  see  bow  he  bore  her  gentle  homily. 

0  it  is  Amy,  a  dull  horse  never  wins  the 
md  I  am  ashamed  of  having  been  oat  of 
ir.     As  a  peoanoe  I  will  try  not  to  think 

1  while  out  riding,  but  do  my  beat  to 
kin  the  learned  doctor. 

hat  is  like  yon  'Cedl,  now  J  know  you 
and  as  a  reward  I  would  say  over  and 
igun  I  taa  very,  very  sorry  I  only  that 
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voold  be  .wBstiiig  your  time  and  dwDg  no 
good.  Better  be  careful  of  a  new  dish  than 
iDourn  over  a  broken  one,  as  I  heard  dear,  kind 
Mrs.  Jelf  B8J  ^lii  very  morningi  which  sub- 
lime prorerb  I  tnuialate  thoa,  better  remedy  a 
nusTortaDe  tbao  cry  over  it.  Must  you,  ai  I 
uked  before,  be  <uoeioDiiig  Doctor  Dodsworth 
lU  day.  Can  yon  not  mn  np  in  the  evening,  I 
wut  you  to  praise  my  singing,  correct  my 
dnwing,  and  do  a  thousand  things  beude." 

"  No  Amy,  instead  of  my  ruoning  up  to 
7011,  yoQ  mast  nm  down  to  me.  My  grand- 
fither  wants  yon  to  dine  at  the  rectory,  and  if 
jDQ  sboold  be  setting  off  frotn  henoe  a  Uttle 
after  fonr,  who  knows  but  we  may  find  it  the 
neirest  way  home  from  onr  ridei  and  honor 
fOQ  with  onr  compuiy." 

'*  I  thank  yon  for  the  high  honor  V  replied 
Any  with  mock  humility. 

"  A  lovely  walk  we  will  have  home  by 
moonU^t  Amy." 

"  A  lovely  walk  by  moonlight  indeed,  with  the 
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Ruila  cnishiDg  beneath  our  feet,  and  the 
nd  the  beetles  flying  right  in  oar  eyest" 
That  nnpoetical  ideas  Amy.  You  shall 
oaiie  lewoDs  lor  this  to-morrow." 
shall  sot  have  time  to  learn  them,  Mrs. 
equires  my    presenoe    at  the   pickling 

answered  Amy,   with   a  look  of  merry 

ef. 

''e  shall  see,"  repKed  Cecil  as  he  ckned 

ar. 

light-bearted  girl  eat  fer  some  moments 
tod  still,  listening,  it  seemed,  to  his  de- 
[  steps,  then  snatching  some  flowers  from 
before  her,  she  sprang  to  an  open  win- 
id  showered  them  down  on  Cecil's  head 
nased  beneath. 

silvery  laugh  rang  sweetly  on  his  ear ; 
stood  Amy  herself  looking  down  upon 
ith  her  dimpling  smile,  and  soft  yet 
iteyee. 

m  shall  pay  for  this  I"  cried  Cedl,  hold- 
hii  finger  id  playful  threatenii^. 
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rooder  what  the  worii]  will  oome  to 

rned  rotmd  abruptly,  •tutled  from 
by  the  solemn  tone  of  the  speaker. 
i  the  housekeeper  upright  and  stiff, 
■made  pillowcase  io  ber  band,  and  a 
ook  on  ber  sober  features, 
only  Cedl,  my  brother,"  said  Amy, 
slightly,  and  smiling  too  at  hei 
wn  flowen,  and  the  banishment  of 
)f  beef  having  been  coupled  together 
ina  housekeeper's  picture  of  the  de- 
'  the  times. 

be  vexed  with  me  dear  Jelfy  I  'I  was 
two  minutes  and  a  quarter  T  she 
^ng  her  arms  round  the  neck  of  tbe 
ister,  and   kissing  her  thin,   sallow 

old    have  foreseen    that    tbe  over 

formal  housekeeper  of  the  Earl  of 

ube,  would  have  ever  submitted  to 
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"  I  will  try  to  be  very  good  and  oot  dugnce 
yottr  spoiling,"  replied  the  grateful  girl,  -with 
another  kiss.  "  I  can  never  forget  what  I 
owe  yoQ  all." 

"  Here  I  am  Amy,  true  to  my  promise," 
Bud  Cecil,  meeting  her  at  the  door  u  she 
left  the  Castle  to  proceed  to  the  Bectory, 
springing  from  his  horse  as  he  spoke,  and 
flinging  the  bridle  to  Jem  Marsh,  who  had  just 
-come  Qp  to  the  Castle  on  a  mct^sage  firom  his 


Jem  took  the  bridle,  and  undiistandiag  the 
accompanying  look,  rode  off  to  the  Rectory 
stable. 

"  How  will  you  reward  me  ?"  coQUnaed 
Cecil 

"  By  saying  I  have  been  dull,  very  dull 
without  you." 

*'  I  am  glad  you  missed  me." 

"  Is  not  that  selfish  T 

**  It  is  a  Belfiehocss  I  can  nelllierrepent  nor 
•mend,  if  it  is." 


"  Ob .'  fie  i  bat  tell  m* 
weUr 

"  You  may  ask  Doc 
nippoae  we  must  inclad 
lie  does  not  seem  ioclme^ 

"  Eb,  what  is  it  ?"  a 
Doctor,  verifying  Cecal' 
mounting,  and  walking 
joong  people ;  nodding  ' 
with  a  kindness  which  si 
Some  few  persons  have 
doing  this. 

"  Only  Amy,  with  hei 
to  question  my  capabil 
guide  and  cicerone  tc 
CeciL 

"  For  which  I  cannot 
letura  for  a  day  so  kindlj 
meat,"  ttid  Dodsworth. 

"  And  did  he  really  n 
self  in  a  fit  of  poetical  i 

vol,  I. 
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tb«  wrong  nde  of  a  fiTo-borred  gate,  which 
aired  to  be  leapt  over  if  he  would  not  Bnb- 
:  to  retrace  bis  ateps  some  half  dozen  miles, 
called  a  partridge,  a  dove — a  sparrow,  a 
btiogale — or  Ked  the  cow-boy,  a  gentle 
pherd?" 

'  Not  that  I  retnenber,"  replied  the  Doctor, 
b  a  laughing  and  inquisitiTe  glance  at  his 
mated  interrogator. 

'  Now  it  would  have  served  yoxt  right  if  I 
I  gone  home  some  other  way,  and  left  you 
walk  over  to  the  Rectory  by  younelf,  Hiss 
icebox  r 

'  And  who  would  have  been  the  sofferer 
I  you  done  so  ?"  asked  Amy,  shaking  back 
'  bright  curls  with  an  air  of  conscioaB 
imph. 

'  Ob  I  then  it  was  an  aaeignatioa,  was  it  ?' 

1    the   Doctor.     "  I  wondered  what  made 

inl  look  at  bis  watch  so  repeatedly  within 

last    hour.      But  we    have    kept    veiy 
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good     time,      have     we     not     Mias     Fitz- 

»Uaa?" 

Cecil  looked  confosed,  bnt  Amy  only  Ungbed, 
nd  epoke  of  some  odd  nunates  which  she  had 
waited  for  the  very  last  time. 

"  Indeed  I  am  not  sure  that  I  should  have 
ittyed  now,  bnt  the  douda  looked  so  beantifnl, 
iffeeping  along  over  the  cahn  blue  sky,  that  I 
conld  not  rerast  standing  still  to  watch  them." 

An  apt  and  mudenly  excose,  thought  the 
Doctor. 

"  And  so  you,  too,  are  somewhat  g^ven  to 
tliete  sune  poetical  musings  of  which  yon  just 
DOW  sccaeed  our  young  fiiend  ?"  said  he ; 
"  gkting  at  the  blue  sky,  and  shaping  out, 
peHupa,  a  thousand  wild  images  in  the  flitting 
doada." 

"  Oh !  yea,  I  often  do    that,"  said  Amy 
waply,  *'  but  then,  they  pass  away  so  soon  I" 
Doctor  Dodaworth  sighed  inToluntarily. 
"  It  is  always  thua,"  aatd  he,  anconecioos 
1  3 
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loke  in  a  grave  and  saddened  tone.    | 
no,  not  always  I  hope — nay,  I  ant 
there  are  Bome  things  which  will  neTer    i 
',  my  love  and  gratitude  for   imtance 
Ueyne,  and  dear,  good  Mre.  Jelfl— and 
but  not  least  as  usual,  CedL"    And    ' 
d  her  little  hand  in  that  of  her  com- 
vitb  earnest  and  affectionate  warmth, 
nly  vain,  idle  dreams  of  the  imagination 
t  by  ue  so  rapidly." 

:  BO  you  have  bad  a  very  happy  day 
continued  the  girl  archly,  foHowing  the 
of  her  wild  and  changeful  mood, 
companion  glanced  reproachfully  into 
ry  face,  but  was  of  course  necessitated 
Br  in  the  affirmative, 
have  I  toe,  I  have  not  missed  yon 
inly  when  my  pens  wanted  mending — 
lowers  wateiing — and  those  long,  end- 
ms  which  I  can  get  through  so  quickly 
ou  read  to  me,  appeared  as  though  they 
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would  nerer  be  fiQiebed  —or  my  i 
not  come  right — and  my  guitar 
string— and  when  Mrs.  Jelf  » 
wuting  those  pretty  rosea  upon 
ing,  and  there  was  no  one  to  tak 

"  Only  half  a  dozen  times,  At 
laughing,  his  good  humour  comj: 
and  his  pride  soothed  by  the  adn 

"  I  fear  you  must  hate  me 
Cecil  from  yoa  for  so  long," 
Doctor. 

"  Ob !  no,  jtbank  yoa  rathe 
very  much  for  the  unusual  lu: 
day.  And  I  hope  you  mean  to 
and  take  him  ont  with  you  very 

There  was  a  mingling  of  p 
and  genuine  politeness  ib  Atay't 
both  pleased  and  puzzled  her 
panion.  And  all  reached  the 
for  dinner,  and  in  high  gooc 
themselves  and  each  other.     A 
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f  Kttunment  than  is  geaenlly 
I  can  oaoe  imdentaDd  toA 
our  to  pursue  the  right  way 
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CHAPTER  X. 


"  What  do  you  intend  to  do  with  your  grand- 
)0D?"  uked  the  Doctor,  as  be  and  Mr.  Alleyoe 
Ht  together  in  the  little  drawing  room  at  the 
rectory,  the  windows  of  wbiob  looked  out  on 
tbe  lawn,  where  Cedl  aod  Amy  were  strolling, 
enjoying    the    cool    of    a    lovely     sommerV 


"  1  soppose  when  strong  enough  he  must  go 
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or  tutor,  he  baa  been  delicate 

lUgli  Alleyne  t  Do  look  at  his 
n,  and  active,  well  formed  limbe. 

troubled  witb  over  much  fleeh, 
r  an;  one  more  agile  in  move- 
igly  more  able  to  endure  fatigue, 
f  the  time  we  were  oat  to-daj, 
seper'e  hone.      Look    at    him 

up  like  a  vaulter  to  get  that 
:  companion.  He  has  not  only 
but  also  a  healthy  mind." 
so  do  you  Dodswortb  ?  I  am 
it,"  and  the  grandfather's  eye, 
\j  at  the  praises  bestowed  vn  his 
1.  "  The  truth  is,"  he  continued 
aile,  "  one  day  here  is  ao  much 
lat  I  forget  the   lapse  of  time, 

is  still  but  a  delicate  boy." 

the  whole  truth  Alleyne,  you 
r  strong  and  manly  be  is  grown, 
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lest  70a  Bhonld  feel  youraelf  compelled  to  send 
htm  from  yon." 

"  It  may  be  bo  Dodaworth,  for  who  ehaJl 
diMover  all  the  secret  epriDgs  of  the  haman 
heart  ?  I  shall  feel  lonely  indeed  when  he  is 
gone,  bat  I  sappose  he  must  quit  me  sooO)  he  is 
gromng  a  great  boy  now." 

"  A  great  boy.  Umph  I  about  five  feet  ten, 
*  great  boy  indeed,  and  not  far  from  eighteen, 
I  think  he  sud." 

"  He  is  serenteen,"  observed  Mr.   Alleyne. 

"  Seventeen  if  yoa  like.  And  now  what  are 
yon  going  to  do  with  him  ?" 

"  Hy  scanty  means  must  limit  my  wishes, 
bat  I  would  if  I  ooold,  send  him  to  some  tutor 
jseviona  to  entering  him  at  tho  University. 
Tntors  however  are  expensive." 

"  They  are,  and  why  send  him  ?" 

"  Why  the  faot  is  Dodaworth,  what  with  my 
poverty,  and  perhaps  more,  my  affection,  he  has 
had  no  instmctOT  but  me." 
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He  oould  not  have  had  &  better.  He  ooold 
hb  <  little  go '  at  oace,  I  could  stake  my  re- 
tion  on  that,  and  having  been  an  examining 
er  more  than  onoe  in  my  time,  my  word 
)  this  may  be  taken." 

Do  yon  really  think  w  7  I  feared  lest  my 
ition  sboald  rate  his  aoquirementa  too 
ly." 

We  talked  much  to-day,  and  I  have  no 
Ation  in  saying,  that  few  young  men  take 
i^  a  stock  of  learning  to  either  University. 
Uigent  he  would  be  certun  of  obtuning 
ire." 

t^o  fear  of  his  diligence,  I  have  always  hod 
sep  him  back,  not  urge  him  on." 
Then  send  him  to  Oxford  at  onoe,  you 
doubtful,  and  yet  yon  are  not  one  to  let 
affection  injure  its  object;  he  muftt  leave 
le  Coombe  some  time  or  other." 
Fie  must  however  much  I  may  miss  him, 
t  is  not  the  thought  of  parting  wh^  makes 
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me  donbtfiil,  it  is  the  dsnger  of  aending  t 
boy  frma  the  otter  aecloBion  of  Caitle  Ck 
into  the  worid  without  a  guide  beaidi 
There  is  always  danger  ia  endden  trane 
and  for  diis  reason  I  wished  to  find  him 
iDtennediate  position,  where  he  might  mi: 
those  of  his  own  ^e.  Perhaps  I  shoul< 
procured  him  companions  here,  but  the  scs 
neighbourhood,  my  ecauty  means,  and  pc 
my  own  hermit  habits,  prevented  my  | 
him  the  society  suited  to  bis  years." 

"  There  may  be  some  truth  in  this,  ai 
if  I  read  him  correctly,  he  is  no  grandfa 
■poiled  pet,  tliinking  that  he  has  but  tc 
his  month,  and  nectarines  will  fall  into  ii 
adenr,  high-minded  youth,  brought  up  tc 
big  own  way  in  the  world,  and  conquei 
culties,  instead  of  yielding  to  them." 
"  So  I  have  sought  to  bring  him  up." 
"And  you  baTe  succeeded  Alleyne; 
neither  a  mere  idl«   dreamer,  nor  a  mech 


0  THE  ORASDFATBBB. 

lohine.  Bnt  one  with  thought  to  denre  and 
ergy  to  execute ;  baving  hie  own  high  etan- 
rd  of  what  man  should  be,  yet  willing  to 
ake  the  best  of  men  and  the  world  as  tbey 
s.  The  truth,  that  no  good  is  to  be  obtained 
ithout  some  labour,  seems  strongly  impressed 

1  his  mind,  aod  he  admits  that  the  glory  of  a 
gh  endeavour,  must  be  considered  its  owe 
ward,  I  say  admits,  for  I  doubt  if  be  feels  this 
lly ;  with  the  Dstural  presumption  of  clever 
>uth,  he  thiuks  all  obstacles  can  be  overcome 
r  self  denial  and  perseverance,  and  no  very  uo- 
ise  principle  for  youth  to  start  with.  But  here 
a  I  delivering  a  lecture  instead  of  making  a 
-opoeition.  To  be  brief,  I  have  taken  a  fancy 
>  the  young  man,  let  him  enter  my  college  at 
ice,  he  will  do  it  credit.  As  its  bead  I  may 
;  able  to  show  him  much  kindneas,  though  of 
larse  no  partiality." 

"  Thank  you  Dodsworth  for  the  offer,  and 
le  interest  you  take  in  my  boy ;  but  most 
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of  the  under-graduates  at  your  college  are  yonng 
oeD  of  lai^  fortune ;  I  can  allow  Cecil  but 
little,  and  the  coDtrast  would  increase  hie  trial. 
Am  I  juBtified  in  doing  thisP" 

"  There  is  tmth  io  what  you  say,  but  I  am 
much  mistaken  if  bis  good  sense,  good  temper, 
and  steady  principles  will  not  enable  him  to 
overcome  all  difficalties,  though  not  wtthont 
some  annoyance,  and  the  getting  into  some 
scrapes  ;  for  I  do  oot  mean  to  say  that  your 
gtsndaon  is  perfect." 

"  He  is  a  little  over  quick  and  impetuous  at 
times,"  said  Mr.  Alleyne,  and  uncoosciously  he 
said  it  in  an  excusing  tone. 

"  Suppose  we  lay  all  before  him  and  let  him 
decide  for  himself,  such  is  the  way  you  have 
brought  him  up  I  think?" 

"  It  is,  let  it  be  aa  you  say." 

"  There's  one  thing  more,  Alleyne,  and  you 
must  not  deny  me  this.  His  mother  was  my 
godchild,  and  many  a  time  has  she  sat  on  my 
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let  me  omnder  him  my  god- 
}  in  the  expenee  of  his  edo- 
bat  your  living  ii  bat  smsU, 
lider  it  a  minister'B  doty  to 
which  comes  from  the  pariah 

instead  of  amassing  large 
ildren  ;   nov  I  am  comparo- 

wife  or  pariah,  bo  you  most 
n  this.  You  lent  me  money 
ys  when  few  would  have 
Bt  not  refuse  my  wd  to  your 
word  on  the  subject — Now 
1  of  Cecit's  profesHon,  the 

conclude  ?" 

T  to  say  he  wishes  a'  more 
rould  press  no  one  to  enter 
desire  fbr  the  sacred  ofiGce 

be  ardent  and  spontaneous, 
irsuasioD)  or  what  is  more, 
nd  pence.  It  would  have 
Itinlc  that  I  should  have  him 
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it  he  might  hear  more  diatinctly. 
r  her  sing,  it  soothes  wid  cheers 


AMY'S    SONG. 

umei  nith   the   Spring    dme, 

joy  with  the  flowers  1 

I  the  tkiei  uaj  be  weeping 

April'i  wotl  ihoweiT- 
nit  herald  the  nuuhine 
ii  more  brightlf  appeui, 
le  cloud*  that  bad  threatened 
Ive  na  but  tear*  I 


ince  it  bai  withered 
joyi  of  our  heart, 
pe  loart  above  ui 
irigbt  rainbow  wui|{, 
she  pobti  to  the  region* 
adTiiig  Spring ! 

bird's  Bong  is  less  wild  and  glad 
tbserved  Mr.  Alleyne  as  the  last 

7. 

Qg  is  sweet  and  joyons  like  her 
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fair,  jrouDg  fwe  ;  those  are  the  proper  terms," 
repUed  his  friend.  *'  And  what  a  lovely  pic- 
ture, as  she  aits  beneath  that  clustering  rose- 
biub,  now  bending  over  her  gnitar,  now  glancing 
up  with  a  rosy  smile  at  the  youth  beside  her. 
It  makes  me,  old,  bachelor,  fellow,  as  I  am, 
quite  romantic,  and  1  long  to  be  poet  or 
painter  to  do  her  justice.     Who  is  she  ?'' 

"  Amy  l^tzallan,  the  poor,  deserted  orphan, 
about  whom  I  wrote  to  you  some  years  back, 
thinking  you  might  be  able  to  give  mo  some 
iafonuation  coDceming  her  family,  after  whom 
all  enquiries  have  hitherto  been  made  in 
vain!" 

"  What  I  the  little  dirty,  half  starved  beggar, 
transformed  into  the  tall,  graceful,  accom- 
plished girl  ?" 

"  Exactly  so  ;"  and  the  good  rector  smiled 
at  his  old  friend's  look  of  surprise. 

"  So  no  one  has  claimed  her,  and  she  is  left 
a  burden  on  your  scanty  means  ?" 

"  We  rather   consider    her  a  legacy  be- 


'He  GBASUFATUBB. 


ir  affection,  and  no  one  grn^ea 

f  I  can  tell  700." 

n  do  yoa  mean  by  we  ?" 

r,  the   houaekeeper  at  Coombe 

and  myaelf ;  and  I   sappoee  I 

I  Mn.  Marsh,  the  baker's  wife. 

herself  one  of  Amy's  eelf  ap- 
aos.  To  have  her  taken  from 
I  seem  a  wrong,  and  would  cer- 
Tow  to  each  and  all  of  us." 

board  of  guardianB  truly  T  ob- 
r  Dodaworth  laughinfi;.  "  The 
trouble,  I  conclude,  fall  all  upon 

thing,  I  believe  I  have  less  of 
r  other  guardians,  though  no  one 
g  oonoected  with  her  welfare  a 
baker's  wife  keeps  her  supplied 
d  and  plum  cakes,  Mrs.  Jelf  gives 
nd  board  when  she  is  not  with 
for  her  clothes  I  scarcely  know 
\e     them,    as    I  can    never  get 
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im  to  bring  ma  in  a  bill  for  tbe  same.  She 
t«Ui  of  a  hoard  of  things  b^  her,  but  I  vety 
audi  doabt  the  tale." 

"  Aa  £aajij  a  joint  stock  cwnpany  as  ever  I 
heard  ot,  and  as  profitable  aa  moat  of  the  joint 
ttock  compamea.  Bot  who  doea  tbe  teaching 
put?" 

"Oh !  that  too  ifl  a  jcnnt  conoern." 

"  Impoeaible  I  So  well  read,  eo  highly  ao- 
cooqjliBbed,  aach  a  capital  linguist,  and  what 
pleuea  me  most,  aooh  a  quick  intelligence,  and 
habit  of  thought.  She  coald  not  have  learnt 
these  from  a  baker's  wife,  and  a  housekeeper." 

"  Nature  gave  her  the  quick  intdligence,  I 
clum  some  of  the  credit  of  teaching  her  to 
think  and  obaerve,  and  as  for  the  acoomplish- 
Dw&ts  she  owes  them  to  Cecil,  who  showed 
reoiarkable  qoicknesa  in  picking  up  every 
langoage  that  is  spoken  before  him." 
'  "  He  must  iiave  remarkable  quickness  in 
tMi^Qg  hinguages  as  well  as  in  acquiring 
Ihem." 
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heart  ia  is  irhateTer  be  aoder- 
I  nuiotun  is  the  great  secret 
ut  come  from  abrond,  be  spoke 
i  as  readily,  if  not  more  so,  than 
kiny  oaaght  tbem  witbout  much 
learing  bim." 

ht  her  siaging  and  dancing  ?" 
^pally,  as  a  reward  for  attentiog 
ies.      Too  delicate  in  bis  early 
igage  in  roagh  sports,  bis  father 
lultivate  a  taste  for  quiet  home 

formed  her  maaciere?  so  natoral, 
ful." 
claimB  the    merit  of   formicg 

I  this  Mrs.  Jelf,  she  most  be  a 
nan." 

ly  I  yoa  must  not  leave  the  nei^ 
oat  paying  a  visit  to  the  Castle,  ' 
lesson  in   manners  from   Mrs. 
the  rector,  with  a  comic  smile, 
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vhicb  the  le&med  doctor  could  not  comprehend 
until  the  morrow. 

"  This  Amy  seems  a  very  fawioatiDg 
crestnre,"  observed  Doctor  Dodswortb,  looking 
keenly  into  his  old  friend's  face. 
*'  Sbe  is,  and  we  all  love  her  dearlj." 
"  Is  Alleyne  in  his  dotage  that  he  does  not 
Ke  what  this  will  come  to?"  thongbt  the 
Doctor,  ''  I  had  better  give  him  a  faint." 

"  That  Cecil  loves  her  dearly  there  can  be 
little  doubt,"  observed  Dodswortb  pointedly. 

"  Ko  doubt  rather  ;  he  has  loved  her  as  a 
lister  from  the  first  day  he  saw  her,"  replied 
Mr.  Alleyae  simply. 

"  Sister  \"  repeated  Dodswortb  sharply,  a 
little  fidgetted  by  his  old  friend's  fancied  blind- 
ness. "  He  will  be  playing  the  lover  instead  of 
the  brother,  shortly,  or  I  am  much  mistaken." 

"  Time  enough  for  that,  she  ia  only  fonrteen 
yet,  and  he  must  win  enough  to  support  a 
vife  before  he  can  take  one." 

"And  when  he  shall  have  won  this  fortune — 
then?" 
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have  Any,  with  mj  blemi^  if 
er  love.    There  U  no  one  Thorn  I 

gladly  receive  aa  his  wife ;  she 
I  to  me  &B  a  daughter." 
dly  mftTiiiT  arose  to  the  tongne  of 
t>at  he  looked  on  the  holy  calm 

hia  old  friend's  brow,  and  they 
Itercd. 

the  wealth  of  the  world  to  this 
;e? 

1  the  young  folks  bear  the  paiting 
ihall  go  forth  into  the  world  ?" 
ortb,  following  the  directions  of 
's  eye  which  rested  with  fond 
be  youthful  pair. 

:  a  heavy  trial  to  us  all ;  but  both 
hat  they  have  to  make  th^r 
the  world,  and  each  will  I  tmst 
1  support  the  other." 
re  they  going  with  those  flowers, 
mghtfn],  if  not  sad  P" 
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"  To  Mrs.  FitzBlloD'e  grave  ;  there  are  kw 
di^B  thst  tbey  do  not  pay  it  a  -risit" 

"  That  girl  has  made  me  a  coward  Alleyne, 
da  Dot  tell  her  I  have  any  hand  in  aending 
Ceol  to  Oxford,  till  after  my  departure.  She 
*  will  hate  me  if  yon  do,  and  I  am  not  sore  I 
could  withstand  tears  in  those  pleading  eyes  ; 
and  yet  it  is  for  hie  good." 

"  It  is,  Dodswortb,  and  the  young  people 
will  thank  you  for  yoor  kindness  as  I  do  nowi 
afler  the  first  painful  surprise  has  past" 
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CHAPTER    XI. 


1  sleep,"  thought  Amy,  advancing 
the  gallery  to  where  Cecil  sat, 
s  folded  on  a  table  before  himi 
bowed  dowD  upon  then.  She 
aide  him,  but  he  appeared  uncon- 
presence.  She  paused  a  moment, 
dimpling  the  fair,  rounded  cheeki 
thful  miachief  glancung  from  her 
iyee,  then  raising  ber  arm  she 
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ikoweted  over  him  the  sheeta  of  BiWer  paper 
which  Mrs.  Jelf  had  just  entrusted  to  her 
kasda  for  some  hoosekeepii^  pnrpose,  staodiDg 
ready  to  spring^  aside  should  he  start  ap  on  a 
radden  and  attempt  to  seize  faw. 

Ilie  youth  looked  «]>,  but  it  was  slowly  and 
mdly,  there  was  neither  mirth,  nor  mischief, 
nor  anger  in  his  glance.  The  bright  smile 
puwd  from  the  young  girl's  lip,  and  the  dimple 
from  her  rosy  vheek,  and  sinking  on  her  knees 
OD  a  footstool  before  him  she  gazed  ankioDsly 
into  his  face  as  she  questioned  him  eagerly — 

"  Are  yoo  ill,  dear  Cecil  ?  How  pale  and 
•td  yon  look." 

"  No,  well,  quite  well,"  he  replied,  with  tite 
hurry  of  one  ashamed  of  the  weakness  he  had 
not  the  power  to  control ;  but  Amy  did  not 
ndeTBland  the  feeling,  aiAl  her  affection  sa^ 
gested  a  thousand  evils. 

"  Then  it  must  be  Mr.  Alleyne ;  Cecil,  he 
n  Tery  ill — Let  me  go  to  him  directly  1" 

"  No,  no,  dear  Amy  I  no  one  is  Hi.     I  shall 

VOU  I.  K 
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a  mjeelf  for  hBTing  bo  frigfalened 

tnot  deceive  me,  dear  Cent  I  There 
the  matter  and  I  must  Icaow  all." 

.  ie  soon  told ;  I  leave  you  in  a  tew 

ipa  a  few  days.     I  thought  mjielf 

heard  your  step,  and  then  I  knew 

y  coward." 

me  r    repeated    Amy,  ber    young 

og  as  pale  as  his.   "  Where  are  you 

le  quickly  ?" 

ord,  and  then  to  London.     It  may 

ore  ne  oaD  ^un  resume  onr  daily 

ntercouree." 

ord;  I  feared  it  was  further  off," 

eatbed  more  freely. 

hat  far  enough  ?" 

r  dear  Cecil!  yet  welcome,  as 
I  feared  from  your  words.    You 

town  Uiis  must  be,  and  there  will 

itions,  and  we  can  bear  from  each 

ften." 
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Cecil  weioed  lUUe  oonsolei 
but  Hn.  Jelf  q^eaied  before 

"  What  ia  the  meaning  of 
■Uao  ?"  b^an  tbe  MtouDded  b 
ing  u  if  she  bad  jnat  Bwallon 
iottead  of  one,  her  lunal  all 
ilirajB  Miai  Fittallan  when  i 
in  rebake,  or  of  her  in  respec 
way  Uie  nice  nlver  paper  I  ga 
■boat?  and  70D  kneeling  I 
gentleman,  'and  lookini;  up  ii 
jtm  were  reading  a  book.  Sui 
irere  unknown  in  mj  young 
ODt  expect  this  from  yon  who  1 
my  care  bo  long." 

"  Do  not  be  vexed  mth  me  < 
Amy  waa  too  sad  to  call  her 
•way  her  reproofs.  "  Cecil  ia 
be  looked  so  Ul  I  could  think 

"  I  dare  say  not,  poor  child 
he  going  to?" 

"  To  Oxford." 

K    3 
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nt  is  where  be  wae  alws^B  to  fo, 

tbou^t  Mr.  AUeyne  could  vakt 
to  part  with  him.  It  is  fitting  yoa 
od  come  back  eucb  a  learned  man 
d  gentleman  jou  brought  here  tht 
ho  could  read  the  odd  Bcratcbes  od 
at-came  from  Egypt,  as  glibly  as  I 
■ry  book.  I  honor  learning  in  ■ 
!  eare  it  will  be  very  sad  for  yoi 
leparated  who  bare  always  bees 
long  ;  but  there,  doo't  fret  about 
ildreo.  Never  mind  about  the 
;  I  can  pick  up  that,  only  don^ 
:  yoursdf.     Yoa  bad    better    go 

Kectory  to  dinner,  for  poor  Mr. 

want  some  one  to  ooDBole  him ; 
let  send  him  downtheToaating-f^ 

Swain  Bent  a  present  to  me  this 
I  I  will  make  a  little  of  your  fa* 
Q  and  send  over  aflerwards.  Oh, 
linen,  Klaster  Cecil,  I  think  I  had 
own  this  evening  and  look  it  over, 
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ft»r  it  hu  never  seemed  to  me  so  well  kept 
«nce  Sunn  married.  Amy  aod  I  can  sooq 
Kt  it  to  rights,  rik)  it  would  be  a  shame  for 
him  to  go  to  Oxford  witbout  a  good  stock  of 
Haen.  What  would  the  young  men  there  all 
lay?  And  now  (  think  of  it  I  will  just  send 
divii  a  pot  or  two  of  raspberry  jaxD,  you  both 
like  that,  and  a  little  preserved  ginger  for  poor 
Mr.  Allejne.  I  oau  paok  a  little  box>of  pre- 
Mrres  for  yoa  to  taks  with  you,  Master  Cecil, 
ind  some  pickles  and  a  few  other  things.  It 
will  be  very  lonely  for  you  there  at  first,  among 
strangers,  and  there  will  be  nobody  then  to 
think  of  getting  nice  things  for  you.  But 
there,  don't  fret  about  it,  you  will  come  back 
as  learned  as  Doctor  Dodswortb.  I  should  not 
wonder  T 

Without  wMting  to  be  thanked,  Mrs.  Jelf 
<lepaTted,  anxious  to  hide  the  tears  that  in  spite 
of  herself  would  oome  into  her  eyes.  To  bft 
Ken  weeping  because  a  youth  of  seventeen  was 
going  to  Oxford,  she  considered  would  be  b^^ 
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th  ber  dignity.  What  etraoge  ideas  of  d^ 
-  some  people  have. 

Dear,  kind  Mrs.  Jelf  !"  said  Amy  in 
:eful  tonea,  though  unable  to  help  enuling 
i  all  her  sorrow,  at  the  good  woman's  pro- 
ional  ideas  of  consolation.  "  She  thinks  a 
ting  pig,  a  fiiTourite  cream,  and  raspberry 
can  remove  all  troubles." 
Sh«  does  not  understand  how  much  we 
1  fuel  at  parting,"  observed  Cecil  a  little 
ishly. 

She  feels  more  than  you  think,  dear  Cecil ' 
w  teara  in  her  eyes,  though  she  tried  to 
them." 

bere  were  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  what  is 
!,  there  was  eorron^  in  her  heart,  and  con- 
n  in  her  mind.  Such  fearful  mistakes 
ig  the  preserves  that  day,  gooseberry  jam, 
led,  black  currant,  and  horror  of  horrors, 
ospberry  labelled,  "  Cedl  I" 
Let  us  go  into  the  woods,"  said  Cecil,  and 
er  they  went  with  heavy  steps  and  heavy 
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bearts.  There  was  nleace  betweeD  them  for  a 
time,  aod  then  Cecil  spoke  abruptly. 

"  You  care  little  for  my  leaving  yon, 
Amy !" 

"  Oh  1  Ceal,  how  can  you  think  so  ?"  an- 
swered Amy,  raising  the  eyes  which  had  before 
been  fixed  on  the  ground. 

"  I  do  not  think  so  now,"  be  replied,  looking 
into  thoM  tearful  eyes,  so  full  of  affection  and 
gentle  reproach.  "  But  have  you  no  words 
with  which  to  console  me  ?" 

"  Ah  !  Cecil,  I  want  consolation  myself ; 
how  then  can  I  give  it  to  you  P  How  dark 
and  lonely  will  all  things  seem  when  you  are 
gone.  How  shall  I  have  the  heart  to  eiag,  to 
draw,  to  read,  when  you  will  not  be  by  to 
unile,  to  correct,  to  encourage  me  ?  The  sun 
wUl  sbine  less  brightly,  the  flowers  and  the 
woods  seem  bl^hted  and  faded  ;  the  song  of 
the  blackbird  sound  hard  and  discordant,  and 
when  I  look  into  the  lake,   I  shall  sen  my  own 
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Btreim,  and  not  yours  beaiifc 

U  ever  be  while  young  hearta 
ke   their    BUDshine   in   human 

id  cold  will  all  bright  things 
aed  Amy,  *'  and  now  in  thia 
TOW,  ainoe  you  called  me  sister, 
lave  ever  looked  for  strength 
you  will  be  far  away,  striving 
1th,  and  stntion,  perhaps,  amid 
ife,  thinking  those  dull  whom 
lind.  If  you  should  oome  back 
tell  me  such  things  are  ?" 
eve  it  possible  ?"  asked  Cecil, 

y- 

ffll  I  DO,  I  do  not,  I  cannot 
u  can  never  change — never 
ikind  to  the  sister  who  owes 
loves  you  so  truly.  Shame 
Qg   the  possibility  I   but   jom 
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doabted  me  Gret  and  I  spoke  in  vexation. 
Here  is  a  proof  of  tbe  over  qoiekness  of  temper 
of  which  dear  Mr.  Alleyne  so  oflen  warna.  I 
never  believed  myeelf  haaty  before,  and  now 
riand  self  oonvictad^  Will  yon  not  forgive  me 
dear  Cecil  ?? 

"  That  will  I,  my  own  Amy  !  and  love  yon 
tlie  bettet  for  this  charming  frankness,  only 
that  I  loved  yoa  too  well  befora,  to  like  you 
more.  Yet  I  have  no  right  to  talk  of.  forgive- 
ness Amy,  for  mine  was  the  first  and  worst 
fault  too.  I  am  older,  and  shoBld  know  you 
better.     We  moat  console  each  other." 

"  And  dear  Mr.  Alleyce,  he  will  feel  it  aa 
much  or  more  than  wo  can  do.  It  will  be  eo 
doll  at  the  Rectory  after  you  go." ' 

*'  Yes  he  will  miss  me  sadly  I  fear ;-  you 
nost  be  mon  with  him,  dear  Amy!  you -must 
take  my  place  in  my  absence  and  be  his  ehHd." 

"  Has  he  not  long  looked  oa  mo  aa  such  7 
I  had  hoped  so  CwaL" 

"fle  haa  dear  Amy  I  bat  now  he  will  need 
1^3 
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yoor  Boaebj  more.  You  must  pet  him — soule 
on  him— ring  to  him — etudy  with  bim— love 
him  better  thso  any  one  eUe — save  me." 

"  May  I  not  love  him  as  well?""  isked  Amj, 
with  an  arch  look  that  seemed  the  brighter  fw 
tbe  tears  throogb  which  it  gleamed. 

"  Never  Amy,  I  was  your  first  protector, 
ind  you  must  always  love  me  better  than  all 
the  world  beside  V 

"  I  ever  shall  dear  Cecil  I  there  is  no  fear  of 
that,"  said  Amy  earnestly,  with  sisterly  limpli- 
;ity,  as  well  as  sisterly  affectioB.  "  And  bow 
:ell  me  when  you  go,  and  above  all  when  you 
some  back,  and  why  it  has  been  resolved  on 
lo  suddenly ;  in  short  tell  me  all— and  erery- 
,hingr 

"  I  know  not  how  I  shall  live  without  you, 
ind  cannot  bear  to  think  of  oiu  parting,"  sud 
[^1,  when  all  had  been  tdd  and  diacussed. 

*<Let  us  think  rather  of  our  meeting  again," 
'epUed  his  companion  cheeringly,  tryii^  ic 
mile  on  him  hopefully  throagh  h«r  tears.  "  Mr. 
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AUeTne  fau  oftea  told  tu  tlwt  we  could  not 
tlwuja  enjoy  our  pleasoDt  idlenesa,  and  that 
honorable  exertion  bringB  with  it  its  own  re- 
ward. You  will  be  making  youraelf  a  name 
ind  a  station,  and  I  mnst  learn  to  glory  in  your 
fiume,  and  thus  be  consoled  for  your  absence. 
Tell  Doctor  Dodsworth,  tbat  if  he  ia  kind  to  you, 
I  will  try  and  fo^ve  his  crnelty,  thougb  had  I 
gneBsed  the  porpote  of  his  visit  I  might  not 
have  been  so  friendly.  And  now  let  ua  go 
down  to  the  lake." 

They  reached  the  lake  and  atood  at  the  edge. 

"  No  not  there,"  said  Amy,  "  but  were  the 
shadow  of  that  beech  falls  so  slightly  on  the 
water.  Now  bend  down  with  me,  and  let  me 
•ee  year  &ce  wi^  mine  in  the  stream^  that 
when  you  are  away  I  may  think  I  still  aee  it 
there  beeide  my  own.  But  etop,  not  that  sad 
face,  you  must  look  for  a  moment  as  you  will  dc 
when  we  meet.  Yon  must  smile  on  poor  Amy 
to  cheer  her.  Yes  that  will  do— I  ahall  ofteE 
come  here,"  she  said,  ae  she  turned  away  witl 
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wking  for  some  momenta  into  the 
lat  Bweet,  girlish  romance  which, 
may  chide,  paasea  away  all  too 
.  now  let  UB  baDiah  tcara  and  fean, 
isB  dear  kind  Mr.  Alleyne.  And 
these  bright  words  be  our  constant 
motto,  "  Hope  on,  hope  ever !" 
dear  Amy  I  you  aie  the  teacher 
leaven  permit  I  will  achieve  fame 
id  a  home  for  you." 
le  done  I"  said  Amy,  vith  one  of 
impulses  common  to  quick,  sensi- 
ind  her  words  sounded  prophetic 
man's  ears,  both  then  and  for  ever 

ill  on  the  details  of  a  first  sad 
;gle?  and,  elriTe  to  hope  as  they 
elt  tke  pain  of  a  separation,  though 
months,  yet  each  strove  to  lessen 
ifi  other.  Aa  Mr.  Alleyne  was  to 
!ecil  to  Oxford,  and  spend  a  few 
ctor  I>od4wortb,  the  pain  of  aepos- 
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adoB  iras  for  him  deferred  ;  not  so  with  poor 
Amj,  frbo  wm  thoe  doubly  ftnbaiidoned,  and 
yet  unid  all  her  grief  she  tried  to  Bmile  nnd 
speak  of  hope;  and  it  woa  not  until  Cecil 
WM  out  of  sight  and  hearing,  that  she  gave 
way  to  the  paeaiooate  sobs  which  she  had  no 
longer  the  power  to  repress. 

"Now  don't  cry  so,  dear  child  1 — now  don'tj" 
begai).poor  Mis,  Jelf,  who  seemed  at  her  wit^s 
end,  not  knowing  how  to  console  her,  and  cry- 
ing herself  for  sympathyi  while  trying  to 
oomfbrt  Amy.  "  Don't  cry.  so, — he  will  soon 
be  back,  and  then  he  will  have  so  many  things 
to  tell  you.  And  he  will  come  homea 
letmed  man,  you  may  be  sure  of  that,  and  be 
one  of  these  days  an  Archbishop — or  a  Chaa- 
cellor — or  &.gieat  gcneral^-or  a  Lord  Mayor — 
or  Bometbing  or  other.  And  he  has  got  all 
comfortable.  I  can  tell  you,  for  I  packed  his 
clothes  myeelff  and  gave  him  a  list  of  them. 
It  would  have  been  a  shame  and  disgrace  to 
have  sent  him  to  Oxford,  without,  a  good  stock. 
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of  lioen,  and  in  proper  order  toa  And  I 
managed  to  put  np  a  few  preaeires  uaknown  to 
him,  so  it  will  be  a  pleaaant  BUTprise  when  be 
opens  the  box.  I  put  a  little  blaok-ourraut  jellj 
in  case  he  should  get  a  sore  throat;  bnt  I 
warned  him  particularly  always  to  have  \aa 
clotbes  aired,  and  never  sit  with  wet  feet  And 
then  I  put  up  a  tittle  strawberry  and  nupberry 
jam,  because  you  are  both  to  fond  of  it,  and  I 
dare  say  he  will  think  of  you  when  he  eats  it. 
We  will  get  nicer  things  ready  for  hint  i^iast 
he  comee  back.  So  don't  cry  Amy  dear  I  now 
don't,  and  I  will  go  and  see  about  your  Aivorite 
cream  for  dinner.  I  am  aorry  there  is  not  a 
roasting  pig,  but  we  will  have  a  roast  fowl,  you 
are  rery  fond  of  that  1  know." 

With  all  Amy's  quickness  and  strength  of 
feeling,  there  mingled  a  keen  sense  of  the  ri- 
dicnlous,  and  the  idea  of  stuffing  an  Oxonian's 
box  with  jams,  oaused  a  mirthful  smile  which 
checked  for  the  moment  her  sobs,  and  convinced 
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the  worthy  housekeeper  of  the  infallibilk;  of 
her  receipt  for  conaolation. 

"  VoQ  are  a  little  better  now  I  Beepoor  child, 
>oI  will  just  go  and  look  after  the  crenni ;"  aiid 
avty  went  Mre.  Jelf,  to  the  great  relief  of 
Amy ;  who  was  goDe  when  the  good  woman  re- 
turoed,  consnltiDg  witli  herself  as  she  traversed 
the  passogee  what  diooer  she  should  provide 
for  Amy  on  the  following  day.  Poor  Mrs. 
Jelf!  her  belief  in  the  infallibility  of  her  cure 
(brgrief,  was  a  little  shaken  when  ehe  found 
tbat  even  the  roast  fowl,  and  favorite  cream, 
voold  have  remained  untouched,  but  for  her 
Bungled  entreaties  and  commands. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


If  ^  A»7  roam  idlyand  sadly  fronr 
illery,  lake  to  wood,  through  all  the 
ire  she  had  wandered  with  Cetul  the 
) ;  but  the  next  morning  saw  her  at 
B  with  a  calm  if  not  joyoos  air,  com- 
reelf  to  conetnnt  oceupation,  and  reap- 
lia  self  oontrol  as  she  had  been  early 
peaceful  spirit  and  a  thaakful  mind. 
hould  find  her  improved  in  all  tbingi 
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wbea  fae  returned,  she  too  was  to  win  by  her 
own  exertions,  bread  if  not  fame,  and  idleness 
WM  no  fitter  for  ber  than  for  him.  When  tears 
uobidden  came  into  her  eyes  they  were  reso- 
lutely driven  back ;  wJien  her  tbouf^bts  would 
have  recurred  to  tbe  parting  hour,  she  forced 
them  Jbrward  to  tbe  time  of  meeting.  Mr. 
Alleyne's  lessons  were  now  put  into  practice, 
and  the  seed  he  had  sown  bringing  forth  tbe 
fniit  be  had  hoped. 

Amy  was  waiting  at  tbe  rectory  to  receivs 
Mr.  Alleyne  on  his  return  from  Oxford,  and 
veptin  bis  arms  while  be  told  of  Cecil,  and 
his  many  measles,  then  wiping  away  her 
tears,  she  did  her  utmost  to  make  the  good  old 
am  forget,  for  a  time  at  least,  the  absence  of 
hii  sole  remuniog  tie  to  earth :  and  grateful 
tor  her  aSectionnte  assiduity,  he  smiled  upon 
her  as  she  sat  beside  bim,  and  blessed  her  wben 
they  ported  for  tbe  night. 

And  day  after  day  was  Amy  beside  bim  as  of 
aid,  sharing  hts  studies,  cheering  bis  solitude, 
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ig  aa  Cecil  had  said,  unto  him  as  %  daoghter. 
waa  touchiDg  and  beaatiful  to  eee  bow 
etly  she  did  her  gentle  miniatering ;  how 
watched  his  looks  to  read  hia  wishes;  how 
choose  the  books  be  liked ;  how  she  tang 
songs  he  lored  to  hear ;  how  she  sobered 
TQ  her  own  quick,  airy  tread  to  his  slower 
e,  and  gladdened  bis  life  with  her  sweet, 
rbt  smiles.  Nor  was  it  less  touching  tt>  see 
r  he  bent  bioiself  to  her  watchful  care; 
T  he  listened  to  her  coming  steps ,-  how  bis 
rt  grew  lighter  as  be  met  her  loving  glancei 
1  how  he  reaped  on  earth  the  full  reward  of 
his  care  and  kindness  to  the  poor  deserted 
bsn. 

iVas  Cecil  forgotten  then  ?  was  his  absence 
longer  lamented  ?  Not  so.  His  letters 
re  received  with  eager  eyes  and  panting 
rts,  all  thoughts  of  things  past,  present  and 
wme,  referred  to  him,  and  all  things  joyoDB 
re  to  come  to  pass  when  he  should  return. 
iuch  excessive  sorrow  for  the  departure  of  s 
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youDg  mao  to  Oxford,  woold  have  appeared 
ridiealoos  under  other  drcamstances,  bat  Cecil 
had  not  been  parted  from  those  who  moorned 
biB  absence  for  a  ungle  d«7,  daring  more  than 
Sve  years;  he  bad  been  their  conBtant  com- 
innioD,  the  eharer  of  their  atndiea  and  their 
valki,  he  was  the  one  to  whom  they  were 
bound  ap  in  love.  How  Amy  read  and  re>read 
his  letters  which  were  long  and  freqaent ;  how 
she  oonted  the  days  antil  she  should  see  him 
again;  bow  anxioaely  she  watched  for  his 
comiag,  from  the  highest  hill  which  commanded 
a  view  of  the  road  to  Oxford. 

He  came,  and  the  pun  of  thdr  parting  was 
forgotten  in  the  joy  of  their  meeting.  He 
came  unchanged,  save  that  he  had  grown  more 
maaly,  and  all  was  bright  again.  It  was 
winter,  and  the  wind  howled  without,  and  snow 
fdl  thick  and  fast)  but  what  cared  the  warm 
and  happy  hearts  within  for  the  storm  and  the 
cold  u-ithont?  And  then  they  had  all  so  mnch 
to  see,  to  hear,  to  tell,  it  seemed  as  if  half  had 
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not  been  heard  or  told,  when  Cecil  was  called' 
on  to  leave  them  again. 

This  second  parting  was  less  sad  than  the 
first ;  having  come  back  once,  Amy  no  longer 
doabted  his  returning  again,  and  each  time 
when  Oxford  term  b^an,  there  \Taa  on  alleides 
more  of  hope  and  less  of  sorrow  ;  parting  wu 
no  longer  such  a  new  and  startling  pun. 

Summer  came  again  and  the  young  people 
roamed  through  the  woods  as  in  their  childish 
days,  or  sat  by  the  aged  grandfather,  making 
him  feel  young  i^ain  with- their  sunny  smiles 
and  sportive  talk.  Then  winter  once  more, 
with  its  ice  and  snow,  and  so  the  time  went  on. 
Summer  and  winter,  joy  and  sorrow,  smiles 
and  tears — such  is  daily  life  t 

In  spite  of  his  home  education  and  secluded 
l^e,  thanks  to  the  judicious  training  of  his 
grandfather,  Ce<»l -overcame  the  difficulties  that 
lay  in  hie  path.  The  open  regard  of  Doctor 
Dodsworth  ioenred  him  civility  from  those  in 
llis  own  college,  hia  ready  wit  and  general  gaj 
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goad  hamour  gave  him  the  best  of  tbe  joke 
when  bantered,  whilst  hu  frank  avow^  of 
povert;  and  steady  adherence  to  whUt  he  eon> 
■idered  right,  won  for  him  the  reapect  of  the 
Tell  principled.  He  had  his  errors  and  follies, 
DO  doubt,  but  they  were  not  such  as  many  had 
'  predtct«l  from  his  secluded  rearing.  If  he  got 
ioto  a  Hcrape  from  bis  inexperience,  he  was  sure 
to  get  welt  out  of  it  agun  through  hia  frankness 
ud  high  principle,  wbiht  his  love  of  study 
MTed  him  from  many  of  the  temptations  wbich 
beset  the  idle.  To  have  wasted  in  extravs^ 
gince,  that  which  his  grnndfalher  had  saved  by 
denying  himself  the  luxuries  which  many 
woidd  have  considered  necessaries,  would,  in 
Ilia  ^es,  have  been  a  hdoous  sin,  the  sin  of 
ingratitude,  and  when  qwndthrifts  found  tfaitt 
he  cared  little  for  the  nickname  '  oiggArd,'  and 
could  give  bock  banter  for  banter  but  rarely 
toiing  his  temper,  the  freshman  was  allowed  to 
puisne  his  own  course  with  little  or  no  mole»- 
4stiatL     We  say  rarely  losing  his  temper,  for 
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tunes  when  the  paaeioD  Rguoit 
!«nd&ther  warned  him  was  cleariy 

0  hiauelf,  even  wbeo  unnoticed  by 
i  rarely  that  quiokaeas  of  iotellect 
inied  hj  a  like  quickness  of  temper, 
asted  strength  of  the  one  should 
er  to  subdue  the  other. 

'ledge  of  the  classics  was  beyond 

1  "  little  go"— what  a  vulgar  term  ! 
vithout  difficulty,  and  ambitious  of 
iDOurB,  the  greater  part  of  Cell's 
BTOted  to  the  studies  that  should 

IT  this  an  event  happened  at  the 
oh  awakened  all  Amy's  wildest 
direst  fears — hopes  which  would 
ng  her  in  spite  of  her  present  hap- 
he  spirit  of  youth  is  ever  restless, 
]g  who  and  what  she  really  wss^ 
lest  that  still  dreaded  grandfather 
to  claim  her. 
arrived  one  morning,  directed  to 
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toking  up    with    gliBteniog  ejfes,  she 

ter  all,  it  is  beat  &b  it  is.  Mj:  grMtd- 
for  I  feel  sure  it  is  to  him  we  are 
d  for  this  letter,  it  is  plain  neither  loves 
s  for  me— nor  do  I  want  his  love,  or  hit 
ther,  thanW  to  you,  or  his  money— 
at  I  may  be  able  to  repay  you  in  boom 
a  the  large  debt  of  gnttitude  which  hat 
I  aecumnlating  for  bo  long.  And  yet 
nnot  repay  kindtaeeB,"  added  the  grate- 
,  as  bhe  kissed  the  hand  of  her  companion 
«p  feeting. 

<u  owe  -me  nothing  my  child!"  sud  the 
affectionately.  '*  And  whatever  I  may 
one  for  you  years  ago,  your  love  and 
less  has  rewarded  me  ten  hundred  times 
And  as  for  this  three  ihousaud  pounds, 
lot  touch  a  shilling  of  it,  but  put  it  all 
y  by  for  you,  and  be  thankful  that  my 
my  will  not  be  left  Mtirely  portionless." 
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"  Oh  !  how  kind — how  like  yon  1  But 
Cecil — can  we  do  nothing  for  Cecil  with 
it?    I  have  heard  say  that  wealth  can  work 


Mr.  AUeyne  conld  scarcely  forbear  enuling 
It  Amy's  limited  idea  of  wealth.  "  Depend 
npon  it,"  said  he,  "  that  industry  and  per- 
wreraace  are  still  more  powerful,  and  both  of 
these  are  hia.  Where  poverty  in  some  few 
iutinoes  cramps  and  subdues  the  mind ;  riches 
&r  ofteoer  sap  and  enervate  its  highest  and 
aoblest  enei^es.  Cecil  wants  no  stimuluB  to 
fune,  and  no  aid  but  hia  own  strong  will  and 
iotelleot— and  heaven's  blessing!"  added  the 
lector  meekly. 

Amy's  bright  eyes  glittered  with  pride 
wUle  he  spoke,  and  yet  she  was  a  little  dis- 
H>pHi>ted  tooi 

"  Can  I  then  do  nothing  either  for  him  or 
yonr 

"  Nothing  more  than  you    are  constantly 

vou  I.  L 
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oing  every  day  of  yout  life  Amy,  naaking  the 
BppiDesa  of  ours." 

"  Ah  flatterer!"  aoid  the  girl,  flingiog  hei 
*mB  careBsiDgly  around  him,  "  aod  you  tbiok 
lue  to  coax  me  ont  of  havisg  my  own  wa-y?" 

"  Which  yon  get,  according  to  Mrs.  Jelf,  ■ 
%at  deal  too  often,"  aud  Mr.  Alleyne,  in  the 
me  playful  tone. 

"  Yea  it  waa  but  tbia  morning  that  the  told 
e  I  was  quite  spoilt  of  late,  and  when  I  asked 
ir  who  had  helped  to  do  greater  put  of  the 
iechiefi  she  had  not  a  word  more  to  aay  on 
e  subject." 

"  I  believe  we  are  as  bad  aa  one  another," 
plied  the  rector.     '*  And  now  aa  the  heireai 

a  whole  three  hundred  pounds,  with  no  one 
owB  how  much  more  in  peiBpectire,  there 
II  be  no  such  thing  aa  bearing  with  you." 
"  Take  away  the  temptation  then,"  said 
ny  coaxingly.  "  Oh  I  I  do  wish  that  you 
uld,  for  what  after  all  ie  the  uae  of  money  if 
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ve  may  not  derote  it  to  the  serrioe  of  those  we 

bye?" 

"  Now  yoa  are  raaBoning  like  tC  child  and  b 
tnioor  a«  yon  are ;  wait  until  you  oome  of>  age 
ud  then  yoo  will  be  at  liberty  to  do  as  yon 
Bke." 

"  Yoa  pronuae  me  that  ?  Bat  it  is  a 
k)ng  time  to  stay,"  added  Amy,  with  « 
■trange  feeling  of  aadneae,  *'  and  who  knowB 
vhat  may  have  oome  to  pau  in  the  ia- 
terral?" 

"  God  only,  my  diild !  bnt  let  ns  tmat  to 
Him  witboat  fear.  The  pieaeot  is  ours,  the 
fntnie  Hia  alone." 

"  Bat  if— if,"  stud  Amy,  still  following  oat 
the  tangled  ohain  of  her  own  thoughts,  '*  my 
gnndfather  should  ever  clum  me,  must  I  go 
with  him?  MuBt  I  leave  you  and  Cenl? 
^iil  yoa  yield  me  up  ?" 

"  All  that  must  depend  in  a  great  measore 
opon  circumetBoces ;  not  certainly,  unless  it  be 
L  3 
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own  good,  and  happiDess,  or  at  yov 
ueet." 
I  that  will  oever  be !"  said  Amy,  joy 

0  not  think,  howerer,"  continued  the 
'  that  from  the  tone  of  the  letter  jutt 
,  we  need  anticipate  any  such  event  e> 
lely  to  take  place.  It  eeems  to  me  u 
.  rather  than  affection  had  prompted  the 
,  which  may  poaubly  be  repeated  from 
e  feelinf;,  without  leading  to  any  other 

But  I    am   wrong  to  prejudice  you 

perhaps,  your  only  relative." 

I  no,  indeed,  yon  cannot  make  me  fear 
>te  than  I  do-  already.  I  used  to 
id  fear  him,  years  ago,  when  I  was  a 
nd  until  you  taught  me  bow  wicked  it 

hate  any  one,  although  I  can  never 

how    cruel    he    was    to    poor,    dear 

id  yet  it  was  her  dying  wish  that  yon 
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Aontd  seek  hia  protection,"  said  Mr.  Alleyne, 
thonghtfulljr,  "  you  mast  remember  tbia  too, 
flboald  the  choice  be  ever  offered  to  you." 

"  Oh  !  it  will  not — I  hope  and  tniBt  it  will 
not  r*  replied  his  companion  hastily,  "  and 
woald  rather  stay  here  always  with  yoa  and 
dear  Cecil  I  than  go  away  to  be  made  a 
Qneen  !" 

"  Or  the  heiress  of  Castle  Coombe  I"  said 
the  rector  archly,  "  which  was,  if  I  recollect 
rightly,  your  childish  ambition  ?" 

"  Ah  1 1  should  not  object  to  that  even  now, 
since  in  that  case  we  could  be  stilt  together, 
vhicb  was,  I  think,  the  old  bai^in.  But  here 
UQ  I  idling  away  the  morning  talking  to  you, 
and  poor  Mrs.  Jelf  up  to  her  elbows  in  pick- 
ling and  preserving,  and  trying  with  all  her 
night  to  be  angry  with  me  for  not  coming  to 
kelp  her.  But  there  is  one  thing  more  I  want 
to  aek  you,  if  the  money  ia  to  be  really  and 
truly  my  own,  1  suppose  I  may  spend  a  very 
litUe  of  it  ?" 
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it,  does  it  begin  to  burn  already,  Amy  ? 
e,  however,  of  mj  ofBce  sa  gnardiaii 
bee,  I  mast  first  of  all  demand  a  know- 
tbe  reqnired  eum  ;  and  if  it  is  not  too 
secret,  the  uses  to  which  it  is  to  be 
seeing  that  yon  are  aa  I  eaid  before, 
ur  minoritT." 

no  secret  at  all,  at  least  from  yea. 
vant  a  new  set  of  diina  tea-things  for 
8.  Marsh,  that  being  her  one  great 
A  nice,  smart  looking  gown  for 
who  was  so  kind  to  me  years  ago, 
as  staying  with  Mrs.  Hopkins  ;"  and 
ddered  even  now  at  the  recollection, 
imetbinir,  but  I  have  not  quite  made 
nd  what  it  shall  be,  for  Mrs.  Jelf ; 
o  net  Cecil,  and  some  one  else  too, 
f  he  is  very  good,  and  lets  me  have 

way,  the  prettiest  purse  in  the 
Let  me  see,  that  is  all,  I  think,  at 

quite  enough  for  a  beginning,"  said 
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Mr.  Alleyne,  eeoretly  pleased  with  ber  grateful 
■piiit,  which  never  forgot  a  kiadoess  once 
neeiTed.  '*  Now  go  and  help  Mra  Jelf, 
and  to-morrow   I  will  borrow  a  gig,  and  take 

you  over  to  D to  make  your  several  pur- 

cbaaea." 

"  A  thousand  thousand  thanks  !"  said  Amy, 
u  she  bounded  away  with  a  light  heart,  and  a 
amile  so  glad  and  joyous,  that  the  worthy 
housekeeper,  looking  up  as  she  entered,  fot^t 
to  chide  her  delay,  and  declared  that  she  came 
into  that  dark  room  like  a  sunbeam  I 

"  Why  what  is  thia  ?"  said  Amy,  taking 
down  a  yax  from  one  of  the  shelves,  most  cu- 
riously labelled  '  Cecil,'  and  holding  it  with  a 
Uu^ting  air  towards  the  diBConoerted  hoase- 
keeper.  "  You  put  me  in  mind  of  the  fairy 
tale  of  the  Genii  who  kept  the  souls  of  his 
TiotiiDs  bottled  up  and  ticketed  I" 

"  I  know  nothing  of  fairy  tales,  or  Genii 
uther,"  replied  the  old  lady  stiffly,"  it  most 
We  been  a  mistake." 
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ea  to  be  rare,  dear  Jelfy  !  I  have  made 
UDd  suoh  myself  siooe  he  bas  been  gone, 
lall,  no  doubt,  make  a  thoaeand  more, 
ind  yoa  I  sball  expect  to  have  ever;  bit 
contents  of  this  sud  jar,  which  most 
t)e  doubly  sweet !" 

on  ehall  have  what  yon  will,  only  be  a 
teadier,  Amy." 

ilea  I  will  be  as  grave  aa  any  judge, 
Ml  must  set  me  sometbing  to  do  to 
ne  out  of  mischief.  And  I  have  so 
x>  tell  yon  presently)  when  yon  are  less 

I  a  true  woman  as  she  was,  the  honae- 
was  not  long  in  finding  ample  leisure  to 
to  Amy's  communication ;  and  bright 
ibitious  were  her  golden  dreams  for  her 
protegee,  which  sbe  bad,  however,  the 
r  prudence  to  keep  in  a  great  measure 
elf,  earnestly  and  warmly  congratulating 
an  acoesaion  of  fortune  which  seemed 
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almost  &3  net  to  the  aimpl^  houBekeeper,  as  it 
bad  done  to  Amy  herself. 

Mr.  Alleyne  kept  hb  proiniae  the  following 
di7,  aad  Amy  had  the  happiness  of  distributing 
her  fo-esenta  with  her  own  hands  and  watching 
tlie  heamiug  and  delighted  countenance  of  the 
gix)d  baker's  wife,  who  knew  not  whether  to  be 
most  pleased  with  the  gift  itself,  or  the  dear 
yaung  lady's  kind  remembrance  of  her ;  and 
<lecl&red  she  should  never  sit  down  to  her  fa- 
Toarite  meal,  without  thinking  of  and  blessing 
tbe  generooa  donor.  Then  who  so  pleased  as 
Mftrtfaa,  with  her  warm,  bright  coloured  gown  ? 
except  it  might  be  Mrs.  Jelf,  as  she  walked  to 
i^nrch  on  the  following  Sunday  with  a  new 
bible  and  pisyer-book,  in  a  neat  and  handsome 
Morocco  case,  with  gilt  clasps,  and  printed  so 
dearly  and  distinctly  that  she  could  almost  see 
to  read  it  without  her  spectacles. 

Cecil  had  to  wait  for  his-  present,  hot  then 
^t9  was  tbe  long,  affeotionste  letter,  in  which 

L   S 
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wu  promised ;  And  the  oonsoiousiiesa  that 
in  while  he  toiled  so  bard,  eometimea  day 
1  night,  Amy  was  working  too,  all  quietly 
the  rectory  garden,  or  seated  by  his  grand* 
her'a  aide,  and  working  for,  and  thinking  of 
n  only.  But  it  came  at  length,  and  with  it 
ibain  woven  out  of  Amy's  own  loog  hair.  It 
true  that  Mrs.  Jelf  scolded  dreadfully  at  her 
ving  it  cut  off,  and  Mr.  Alleyne  thought  it 
nost  a  pity  ;  but  the  girl  reminded  tbem 
th  a  smile  that  it  would  be  grown  agun 
fore  Cecil  came  back. 

Happy  Cecil !  with  that  chain  about  bis 
ck,  and  that  purse  in  his  pocket,  albeit  it  wu 
ne  of  the  heaviest ;  be  felt  himself  equal  to 
manner  of  toil  and  privatiwi,  and  half  con- 
ent  of  success.  Nor  was  the  good  rector 
't  without  the  promised  reward,  which  was 
ne  the  less  prized  for  c<Huing  somewhat  late, 
my  apologising  for  making  Cecil's  first,  by 
e  fact  of  his  bein^  away  from  them  all,  and 
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it  miut  be  sacli  r  comfort  in  that  oase  to  le- 
ceive  anything  ftom  home,  an  qzohm  which, 
beitig  onneeded,  was  amilingly  aooqited  by 
^.  Alleyiw. 
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CHAPTER  Xin. 


Time  as  we  have  said  went  on,  when  does  it 
stay  for  tears  or  prayers  ?  Cecil  had  been  more 
tbim  two  years  at  Oxford,  and  Castle  Coombe 
was  in  a  bustle,  for  tbe  family  were  coining 
down  immediately. 

"  GKris  will  be  girls,  bat  young  ladies  should 
be  yoai^  ladies,  and  not  rush  about  like  mad 
cows  r  began  Mrs.  Jelf,  with  a  stately  tone  and 
manner,  as  Amy  stood  before  her  panting  and 
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breadilefls.  "Yon  are  going  on  for  seventeen, 
and  whftt  will  the  Countess  eaj  to  such  hoy- 
deoish  mannerB?  She  never  goea  oat  of  a 
graceful  walk  faerself." 

"  Well  don't  be  angry,  dear  Jelfy  1  or  hear 
me  first  and  eoold  me  afterwards.  I  was  run- 
aiiig  a  race  with  Thomas,  and  should  have  lost 
it  had  I  walked  soberly." 

"  Running  a  race  with  Thomas !  Running 
1  race  with  the  footman  I  that  I  should  Irve  to 
hear  of  such  a  thing  of  Miss  Fitzallan  I  of  a 
foQDg  lady  in  whose  education  I  have  had  some 
share,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jelf)  letting  a  jelly 
mould  fall  from  her  hands,  in  the  excess  of  her 
horror  at  such  an  enormity,  an  acddent  which 
it  may  be  supposed  did  not  serve  to  restore  the 
^ood  humour  already  ruffled  by  some  household 
cmtre  temt. 

"  Don't  be  shocked,  dear  Mrs.  Jelf !"  she  did 
not  dare  say  Jelfy  again,  "it  was  not  so  bad 
as  you  think,     Thomas   did  not  know  I  was 
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g  ft  noe  with  bim,  for  he  was  on  tbe 
ide  of  the  hedge." 

real  Ud;  never  does  on  one  side  of  a 
irhat  she  would  not  do  on  the  other,"  ob- 
Mra.  Jelf,  looking  very  much  u  if  she 
sllowed  not  only  tbe  poker,  but  the  fin, 

ind  taagi  besideB.     And   yet  it  vss 
old  proverb  nevertheless. 
d  I  walked,  I  shoold  have  been  too  Ute 
one,  who  showed  me  kindness  when  I 
)eded  it;"  answered  Amy  ezcneingly.— 

comes  Thomas,  to  ask  yoa  to  tske  his 
as  imder-faoasemaid,  it  was  overheuii^ 
f  tins  which  made  me  run  to  be  first. 

has  jnst  been  be^ng  me  to  procure 
lation  for  faer.  Do  let  her  have  it  my 
ra.  Jelf!  I  do  think  I  should  have  died 
lopkinsee  but  fur  her." 
:now  nothing  of  her  character  or  alnli- 
■emarked  the  stately  housekeeper,  the 
of  a  shade  more  gradously. 
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tht  entnuice  of  Thoauu  to  make  bis  reqaeat, 
imvented'kll  farther  oommflnt. 

"  I  will  bur  your  cousin  in  mind,  bat  some 
oDe  else  has  applied  before  yon,"  re{died  Mrs. 
Jeir,  glmDUng  at  Amy. 

Thomas  caught  the  gbmce  and  cherished  a 
spite  against  Amy,  for  atandiog  in  the  way  of 

IttS  COUUD. 

The  patience  with  which  Amy  liatened  to  a 
loi^  lectare  on  the  proprietiee,  as  she  and  Cecil 
called  it  in  their  mirth,  so  softened  Mrs.  JeH*, 
that  Martha  after  due  enquiry  concerning 
character  &c.  was  engaged  as  nader-boosemaid 
and  gratified  by  some  gratnoiu  praise  of  her 
former  conduct 

"  Now  you  shall  soold  me  just  as  much  as 
you  like  for  the  next  fcwtnight,"  said  the  grate- 
ful Amy.  "  And  I  could  almost  find  it  in  my 
heart  to  promise  not  to  run  any  more,  only  that 
I  fear  I  might  break  my  word,  which  would  be 
a  great  deal  worse  than  not  saying  any  thing  at 
all  about  it." 
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Mrs.  Jelf  smiled,  mad  wondered  within  her- 
ilf  bow  it  waa  she  ever  oooJd  scold  one  eo 
wudful  and  afftctionate ;  and  then  she  half 
iahed  that  Amy  was  less  beautiful,  and  so  fell 
ito  a  train  of  sad  and  strange  mosing,  upon 
hat  might  be  the  after  lot  of  that  young  and 
)w  happy  girL 

"  May  I  know  of  what  you  are  thinking  ?" 
ked  her  companion  after  a  pause.  *'  Is  it  as 
lual,  of  the  Countess'  arrival? — Or  whether 
artha  will  turn  out  a  good  bouse-miud  ? — Or 
is  mould  of  jelly  become  as  steady  .—as  steady 

your  humble  servant  T' 

"  Yes,  I  was  thinking  of  you,"  said  the  bouse- 

eper  abruptly. 

"  And  in  kindness  I   am  sure,"  replied  the 

rl  with  a  touch  of  grateful  feeling. 

"  I  waa  thinking  that  you  were  growing  very 

etty  of  Ute,  Amy,"  said  the  old  lady,  scarcely 

Qsoioue  that  she  was  speaking  aloud. 

"  Yes,  do  Cedl  told  me  when  he  came  back 

It,"  replied  Amy  simply. 
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ke  to  wio  it  in  order  that  yon  nuy 
nid  of  me." 

wV  said  the  housekeeper,  Beriously 
1,  "  it  IB  Teiy  well  for  a  woman  to  talk 
>roud  of  a  man,  that  ia  of  his  genina  or 
but  who  ever  heard  of  one  setting 
)  for  an  idol  to  be  worshipped,  whose 
1  happiness  it  must  ever  be  to  play  the 
sr.  Depend  upon  it  whatever  notions 
>Dtrarj  you  may  have  got  into  your 
t  the  best  wives,  and  daughters,  and 
Aye  and  the  most  loved  and  respected 
ot  the  most  beautiful  or  the  cleverest 
vbo  is  gentle,  and  dutiful,  and  meek- 
with  juat  beauty  enough  to  please  her 
peculiar  taste, — sufficient  wisdom  only 
iate  his,  and  not  above  making  hb 
id  pursuits  her  constant  study,  from 
)t  branches  of  literature,  to  die  more 
It  equally  efficacious  auperintendmce 
iTOorite  diah,  is  most  Ukely  to  be  not 
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oalj  bappy  id  heraelT,  bat  the  source  of  luippi- 
aea  to  all  aroaDd  her." 

"  All  this  is  very  true  do  doubt,"  said  Amy 
demurely,  *'aad  Mrs.  EUis  herself  could  not 
hive  expressed  it  better.  But  yon  have  a  little 
misutideretood  the  matter  my  dear  Mrs.  JeH. 
Believe  me  I  h«Te  no  great  ambition  at  present 
for  a  pedestal,  the  situation  being  too  oold  and 
iulated  to  prove  very  i^^reeable.  You  remem- 
Ikt  the  oU  eong. 

"(Hil  thctdolontU  pedaHkl 

If  •  *«]r  IomIj  tUng ! 
Brtter  be  one  of  the  commoD  crowd 

Who  cone  there  irorihip^og." 

Bat  Kriously  speaking,  one  oannot  help  getting 
prettier,  can  they  Mrs.  Jelf  ? — There  is  nc 
rtcipe  I  could  take  to  prevent  a  conaummatiui 
BO  greatly  to  be  dreaded,  is  there  ?" 

The  old  hoosekeeper  was  not  proof  agaiusl 
tbe  witching  brightness  of  those  arch  and  mis- 
chievouB  eyes,  nor  could  she  for  the  life  of  hei 
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her  heart  to  wish  them  a  whit  less 

would    you   take   it  Amy,   if  there 

t  know,  Dot  certaioly  without  con- 
oil,  seeing  that  if  I  am  good  looking 
I  it  is,  to  8uit  his  peculiar  taste,  it  does 
fy,"  answered  the  girt,  j^yfiilly 
er  companion's  own  words, 
^ou  aware  of  the  conolusiona  to  be 
ram  your  laat  speech?"  asked  Mrs. 
cing   strong  symptoms  of  returning 

deed." 

pected  as  much,  and  this  comes  of 
as  you  always  do  without  thooghL 
id  just  now,  referred  if  you  remember 
isbands  and  wive&" 
iloured,  but  she  still  laughed. 
is  not  my  husband  certunly."  stud 
',  "  only  my  brother.  But  lam  just 
I  to  please  him  for  all  that." 
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"  Ton  are  &  «Uy  child  P  observed  the  old 
hotuekeeper,  thinkjng  it  wisest  perhaps  to  let 
the  sabject  drop  for  the  preseDt 

"  And  ehall  never  grow  wiser  I  fear  you 
think,  by  that  grave  and  melancholy  shake  of 
the  head." 

"Oh I  yeS)  wisdom  is  snre  to  come  sooner  or 
later,"  sud  Mrs.  Jelf,  a  momentary  feeling  of 
Bxhiess  stealing  over  her  mind,  as  she  reflected 
how  very  seldom  it  brings  with  it  any  addition 
to  our  hc^iness. 

"Then  one  of  these  days  I  hope  to  grow  as 
good  and  as  steady  as  yourself?" 

"  Better,  much  better,"  sfud  the  housekeeper, 
with  an  affectionate  warmth  of  manner  that 
Kemed  strange  and  unnenal  in  her,  that  is  not 
the  feeling  itself  but  the  expression  of  it;  '*  for 
joa  hare  one  blessing,  which  time  and  care  has 
wured,  if  not  utterly  destroyed  in  me ; — the 
blessing  of  a  sweet  and  even  temper  I" 

"  What  when  I  am  so  very  often  naughty 
and  psssiooate,  and  yon  always  so  patient  aod 
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ear  with  toe?  Yon  nin§t  not  nj 
dear  Jelfy  I  or  it  will  be  my  turn  to 
nd  Amy,  flin^Dg  her  amu  uonnd 
r  her  old  fiieod,  pressed  a  fond  \m 
itbered  cheek. 

go  away  now,  tittle  flatterer  T  nkl 
:eeper  trying  to  smile,  and  paabiiig 
her,  lest  she  ahoald  have  time  to 
^shiog  tears  that  wonld  not  be  le- 
tbongh  she  felt  ashamed  of  betraying 
QotioD.  And  the  ^rl  obeying  her 
tuitive  feeling  of  delicacy,  quitted 
uid  went  bounding  along  the  fields, 
t  step,  until  suddenly  etmck  nith 
;tion  of  the  worthy  housekeeper's 
eeo  herself  and  a  mad  cow ;  she  in- 
slackened  her  pace,  walking  gravely 
Ithough   with  «  laughing  eye  and 

B  of  Mrs.  Jelf,"  reasoned  the  wil- 
[  cannot  quite  give  up  my  lonfriog 
'  as  one  of  the  greatest  blessings  of 
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esBtence  to  a  wonui,  since  it  is  the  moot  likel] 
lo  irin  her  all  else  worth  Uving  for,  the  lore  o: 
others.  And  then  it  is  something  to  ieel  thai 
tlie;  maj  well  be  proud  of  you.  A  vtiy  plaii 
girl  Dsay  be  just  as  fond  and  affectionate,  juii 
u  dcToted,  bnt  she  will  nerer  have  eo  manj 
opportunities  of  eriociog  it ;  and  cannot  shon 
her  deep  love  for  the  one,  by  the  careleai 
manner  in  which  she  receives  the  eagerly  prof- 
kred  homage  of  the  many.  Oh !  what  if  1 
should  be  a  great  heiress  after  all,  as  good  Mrs. 
Marsh  so  often  prophedes — And  grow  rich  and 
beautiful  I  and  be  courted  aud  admired  by  all 
the  world,  and  still  love  no  one  better  than 
dear  Cecil !" 

Such  were  Amy's  romantic  and  eoraewhal 
unbitious  dreams — such  her  young,  trustful 
faith  both  in  herself  and  others.  Her  fearless- 
neaa  of  change — her  simple  and  confiding  lovf 
— ber  vain  yearnings.  How  were  they  realized 
It  length  ?  Arc  such  always  fabulous  ?  Not 
surely  if  we  are  careful  to  lay  a  deep  founda- 
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r  tur7  castles — our  glorious  imagiD' 
ithfitl  tad  kiodied  heuta.  Let  w 
t  least  for  her  sake,  who  went  on 
em  with  a  wild  ingenuity  worthy  of 
>ud  more  profitable  occnpA^n,  a 
we  could  acaroely  wish  her.  It  it 
)  dream  thus,  even  though  we  know 
it  a  dream  after  alL 


CHAPTER    XIV. 


*'  When  are  the  Earl  and  Conntesa  expected?" 
uked  Mr,  AJUeyse,  as  Amy,  throniiig  off  her 
twoDct^  took  her  seat  beside  ttitn. 

"  To-morrow,  I  wiah  they  would  stay  away," 
replied  Amy,  pettishly. 

"  Why  do  yoa  wish  that  T'  demanded  the 
rector,  deriring  the  same  in  his  heart,  but 
tiiiaking  it  wisest  not  to  say  so. 

"  Why  do  I  wish  it,  dear  grandpapa  V  for  so 

VOL  L  M 


242  THE   OBANIWATHBB. 

Amy  often  called  him.  "  Oh  I  for  a  tbooaand 
reasoDs.  In  the  first  place  I  detest  a  bustle,  it 
distracts  my  mind  from  my  studies,  and  there 
has  been  nothing  bat  hurry,  skurry,  fuss  and 
flurry,  for  the  last  three  weeks,  making  all  fit 
for  the  Countess  Bugbear  I  for  such  should  be 
her  name,  as  you  hear  nothing  every  minute 
but '  but  what  will  the  Countess  say?'  '  what 
will  the  Countess  think  ?*  then  such  rubbing 
and  scrubbing.  No  stirring  three  steps  with- 
out falling  into  a  pail,  or  over  a  brush.  I  could 
not  go  into  this  room  ;  it  was  the  Countess's 
boudoir — I  could  not  go  into  that,  that  was 
the  Earl's  study— I  could  not  go  into  the  lower 
rooms  they  were  putting  up  the  curtains  in 
those,  I  could  not  sit  in  the  upper  rooms,  the 
green  waa  to  be  Lady  Anne's — the  blue.  Lady 
Charlotte's,  and  worst  of  all  I  most  not  nt 
in  the  dear,  old  gallery,  for  that  is  everybody's 
room,  at  least  everybody's  but  mine,  so  that  must 
be  doubly  dusted  and  not  sat  in  afterwards.  I 
just  peeped  in  before  and  I  came  away,  I  thought 
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am  afraid  1  am  a  little  ;  but  I  try  ever 
•ep  in  mind  jroar  waminga  agunst  mj 

temper,"  replied  Amy  blushing.  "  Oh  1 
such  a  delight  to  be  with  yon  here,  dear 
papa  I  where  nil  is  eo  quiet,  so  peaceful, 
'e  can  talk  about  dear  Cerjl  [  and  I  may 

and  run  as  I  please.  It  is  of  no  uee  to 
id  make  me  a  stiff  piece  of  formality,  I 
ot  made  out  of  that  sort  of  stone." 
ilany  a  true  word  spoken  in  jest  Amy," 
d  the  rector  smiling  ;  '*  but  there  is  a  dif- 
ie  between  formality  and  dignity.  You 
oing  on  for  seventeen,  you  told  me  the 

day,  and  roust  think  a  little  more  of  the 
ieliea  as  you  and  Cecil  cnll  them." 
Do  you,  too,  think  me  a  hoyden,  dear 
Ipapa  ?"  asked  Amy  a  little  reproachfully, 
^o  my  child  I  were  all  things  to  remain  as 
ire,  I  would  still  have  you  as  gladsome 
[wrtive  as  a  fawn,  knowing  that  you  have 
dy  mind  beneath  this  girlish  joyousnessj 
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which  will  keep  yoU  from  running  into  follj  ; 
but  all  do  not  know  you  as  I  do,  and  your 
residence  at  Coombe  Castle  must  now  be  on  a 
different  footing  to  what  it  has  been.  Strangers 
may  judge  you  less  kindly  than  much  attached 
friends ;  you  have  no  claim  on  the  Countess, 
and  she  may  not  wish  you  to  continue  beneath 
her  roof," 

^  Do  you  think  she  will  send  me  away  ? 
Ah  I  then  what  will  become  of  me  ?  Who 
will  receive  me  ?  How  shall  I  live  without 
you  ?" 

''  Is  this  the  patient  truth  with  which  I  have 
sought  to  inspire  you  T*  asked  Mr.  Alleyne  re- 
proachfully. *^  Away  with  those  tears  !  Were 
you  to  quit  the  Castle  now,  of  which,  I  trust, 
there  is  no  chance,  hero  is  your  home  as  well  a 
father.** 

'^  Forgive  me  dear  grandpapa  !*'  said  Amy,  as 
Mr.  Alleyne  imprinted  a  paternal  kiss  on  her 
brow."     "  I  was  very  naughty,  but  I  did  not 
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understand  ;  and  in  the  fear  of  leaving  you, 
forgot  everything  else.  I  thought  you  meant  I 
might  be  turned  out  of  the  Castle." 

*^  Not  that  exactly  Amy,  but  the  Countess  is 
critical  about  manners,  and  by  moulding  these 
at  least  in  some  degree  to  meet  her  taste,  you 
might  secure  her  aid  for  the  future." 

*^  Oh !  dear  ;  here  is  the  Countess  Bugbear 
again  I"  exclaimed  Amy  impatiently.  Then 
ashamed  of  her  pettishness,  she  added  more 
humbly,  "  I  will  try  and  do  all  you  wish,  but 
if  you  knew  the  long  lectures  Mrs.  Jelf  has 
been  reading  me  for  the  last  three  weeks  you 
would  not  wonder  at  my  being  a  little  out  of 
humour." 

^^  If  you  cannot  bear  trifling  trials,  my 
child,  how  will  you  endure  great  ones  ?  Yet 
great  ones  in  your  situation,  as  I  have  ever 
told  you,  you  may,  nay,  I  fear,  must  en- 
counter."  Amy  looked  down  rebuked,  and 
Mr.   Alleyne  continued.     *^  Your   position  at 
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the  Castle,  even  with  prudence  on  your  part 
and  kindness  from  all  the  EarPs  family,  must 
ever  be  awkward  and  anomalous,  if  not  painful. 
Mrs.  Jelf's  affection  and  teaching,  advantage- 
ous as  both  have  been,  like  most  advantages, 
has  also  its  drawbacks,  as  it  seems  to  mark 
your  place  more  in  the  housekeeper's  room 
than  the  saloon.  While  the  education  bestowed 
by  Cecil  and  myself,  has  tended  to  fit  you  to  be 
the  instructress  of  those  in  a  higher  rank  in 
life.  In  the  school  room  you  would  be  most 
free  from  awkward  comments  and  uncongenial 
society,  but  it  is  not  for  me  to  fix  on  your 
station  in  the  household.  A  few  moments' 
consideration  will  show  you  the  extent  of  the 
difliculties  at  which  I  have  hinted.^' 

^'  I  understand,''  said  Amy  with  a  grave 
and  saddened  expression,  *'  I  have  neither  the 
right  to  expect  to  be  treated  as  an  equal,  nor 
to  resent  being  treated  as  an  inferior."  Then 
glancing  up  with  a  slightly  curling   lip,  she 
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added  more  gaily,  ^*  as  dear  Jelfy  said  one  day 
when  she  thought  me  out  of  hearing,  *  I  am 
neither  fish,  flesh,  nor  fowl,  nor  good  red  her- 
ring, neither  servant  nor  lady  T  Well,  it  is 
not  pleasant  to  belong  to  no  tribe,  to  be  picked 
out  of  one  for  having  no  shaggy  mane,  or  driven 
out  of  a  third  for  having  no  fins,  and  not  even 
allowed  a  place  in  the  pickling  tub ;  but  I  must 
do  my  best  to  remedy  the  hardship  and  found 
a  tribe  of  my  own,  making  it  so  honorable,  that 
to  belong  to  it  shall  be  considered  a  distinction, 
instead  of  a  disgrace  1  In  sober  earnest  dear, 
grandpapa  1 1  will  try  and  show  that  your  kind 
and  judicious  teaching  has  not  been  thrown 
away.  You  warned  me  from  the  first  that 
trials  must  come ;  but  I  have  been  so  happy 
that  I  forgot  the  warning.  1  will  really  try 
and  be  good,  and  she  laid  her  young  face  coax- 
ingly  on  the  old  man's  shoulder,  and  pressed  his 
band  to  her  lips. 

^*  Bless  yoU|  my  child !  and  God  will  bless 
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joul  giving  you  strength  to  work  His  will 
The  Countess  as  I  said  before,  may  serve  you 
hereafter,  she  is  not  unfeeling,  but  she  is 
haughty  and  critical,  thinking  more  of  manners 
perhaps  than  we  simple  country  folks  deem 
needfuL  She  would  have  every  thing  and 
every  one  round  her,  not  only  quiet  but  noiseless, 
she  expects  submission  too,  I  warn  you  of  this 
because  I  desire  that  you  should  please 
her.'* 

^*  So  does  Mrs.  Jelf,  and  you  warn  me,  and 
warn  me  till  I  tremble  at  the  thought  of  enter- 
ing  her  presence,  and  shall  certainly  stand  be- 
fore her  pale,  mute,  and  motionless,  till  unable 
to  endure  the  restraint  any  longer,  I  rush  from 
the  room  shocked  at  myself,  and  shocking  all 
my  kind  friends.  I  am  in  despair,  I  would  try 
and  please  the  Countess,  but  I  can  never  please 
any  one  if  I  am  to  feel  constrained  and  not  be 
natural." 

^^  There  is  much  truth  in  that  Amy,  I  admit, 
M  5 
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tboagh  less  with  the  Countess  perhaps  than 
most  people,  so  it  will  be  better  to  leave  you  to 
your  own  observation  and  right  feeling,  than 
worry  you  into  a  fright  with  any  more 
lectures*** 

'^  A  little  sop  for  Cerberus  grandpapa,"  said 
Amy  laughing.  ^^  I  accept  it  graoiouriy,  and 
will  try  not  to  bark  with  any  of  my  three 
mouths,  only  letting  a  soft,  puppy,  voice  out  of 
the  comer  of  one." 

^^  Take  care,"  said  Mr.  Alleyne  wamingly, 
though  unable  to  help  joining  in  her  laugh. 

''  I  really  do  mean  to  be  good,  but  oh  1  what 
a  blesrfng  it  must  be  to  have  a  long  genealogy, 
and  a  large  fortune,  and  then  I  might  be  fish, 
flesh,  or  fowl,  or  a  good  red  herring  just  as  the 
fancy  took  me !" 

**  It  is  a  greater  blessing  Amy,  to  use  the 
talents  God  Has  given  to  his  glory,  in  the 
station  in  which  He  has  seen  fit  to  place 
you." 
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*^  So  it  is  dear  Mr.  Alleyne  I  and  I  hope  to 
feel  80  in  time,"  replied  Amy  ingenuoudj. 
'^  That  was  a  fresh  piece  of  wilfulness.  I  am 
sure  I  shall  not  like  or  please  this  Countess 
Bugbear!  and  I  wish  she  had  never  come. 
Don*t  be  vexed  with  your  own  Amy,  I  felt 
that  I  must  say  these  things  once  again  and 
now  I  hope  my  naughtiness  is  over  for  to-day. 
Let  as  talk  of  dear  Cedl  t  and  then  take  a 
walk,  I  am  always  better  among  trees  and 
flowers,  their  quiet  beauty  rebukes  my  petu- 
lance,  and  fills  my  heart  with  love  and  grati- 
tude." 

Perhaps  Mr.  Alleyne  had  some  ^uch 
superstition,  for  he  willingly  assented  to  her 
request,  and  the  sweet  and  holy  calm  of  nature 
was  not  without  its  effects  on  the  minds  and 
hearts  of  each. 

'^  Good  night  dear  grandpapa  T  said  Amy, 
taking  leave  of  Mr.  Alleyne,  who  had  wfjked 
half  of  the  way  bade  with  her.    ^'  I  shall  be 
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with  you  again  to-morrow  as  soon  as  I  have 
filled  the  vases  with  flowers,  and  arranged  all 
things  in  my  lady's  boudoir,  I  did  not  say 
Countess  Bugbear  then,  so  you  see  I  am 
getting  good.  Mrs.  Jelf  is  in  such  a  fidget 
lest  I  should  pop  on  her  ladyship  unawares  and 
incur  her  displeasure,  or  cross  the  maid,  or 
commit  some  other  such  great  impropriety, 
that  she  will  be  glad  to  get  me  out  of  the 
house  till  you  and  she  have  warned  her  lady- 
ship of  my  monkey  tricks,  and  won  her  in- 
dulgence. Oh  dear!  oh  dear  I  I  thought 
myself  a  well  behaved  person  until  three  weeks 
since,  but  I  find  I  am  no  such  thing  now.  I 
wonder  whose  fault  that  is,"  she  added 
archly.  **  I  did  not  teach  myself.  Good 
night  I  good  night  I  you  must  not  stand  in  the 
cold,"  and  kissing  her  hand  she  bounded  away, 
but  slackened  her  pace  ere  she  reached  the 
Castle;  enough  had  been  said  to  make  her 
thoughtful  if  not  pad,  and  moreover  in  Mrs. 
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Jelfs  present  mood  she  feared  to  enter  her 
presence  even  flurried. 

Poor  Amy  I  the  stone  had  been  thrown,  the 
calm  of  her  existence  was  ruffled,  and  the 
circles  were  spreading  wider  and  wider. 
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CHAPTER   XV. 


The  Earl  of  Castle  Coombe  and  his  family 
had  been  many  years  abroad,  and  the  bustle  of 
his  return  seemed  to  be  in  proportion  to  the 
length  of  his  absence.  The  Earl  assigned  as 
the  reason  of  this  absence,  the  delicate  health 
of  his  lady  and  eldest  daughter,  but  his 
enemies  hinted  at  debt  and  embarrassments, 
some  said  from  gambling,  and  some  from  the 
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habit  of  hiDMelf  and  his  father  before  him,  of 
living  far  beyond  their  income. 

Great  as  was  the  bustle,  however,  Mrs.  Jelf 
foand  time  to  come  into  Amy's  room  the  very 
night  of  the  family's  arrival,  to  tell  her  that 
the  Countess  had  approved  of  the  tasteful  way 
in  which  she  had  arranged  the  flowers,  and  had 
desired  that  such  might  continue  her  oiBce 
daring  her  stay  at  the  Castle. 

Amy  had  just  returned  from  the  rectory, 
and  her  bonnet  concealed  the  expression  of 
her  features.  Supposing  her  highly  gratified 
by  the  Countess's  praise  of  her  taste,  Mrs.  Jelf 
went  on  to  give  other  proofs  of  her  ladyship's 
condescension,  who  had  listened  without  inter- 
rupting her,  she  said,  while  speaking  of  Amy, 
though  to  be  sure  she  had  sud  but  little  of  her 
that  night,  as  her  ladyship  seemed  rather 
fatigued  with  her  journey,  and  Mr.  Alleyne 
would  speak  better  than  she  could  do,  on  the 
morrow.  Perhaps  Amy  had  better  keep  in 
her  room,  or  at  least  out  of  the  way  of  the 
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Countess,  till  the  good  rector   had  paid  his 
visit. 

Amy  assented  to  the  suggestion,  and  then 
asked  how  she  liked  the  young  ladies,  who 
were  but  children  when  she  saw  them  last. 

^^  Lady  Anne  is  just  like  the  Countess,  just 
what  an  Earl's  daughter  should  be,  so  beautiful 
and  graceful,  and  I  dare  say  Lady  Charlotte 
will  be  the  same,  only  she  is  younger  now  so 
a  little  more  merry.  Miss  Maxwell  the 
governess,  is  as  civil  spoken  as  ever  and  has  not 
brought  back  any  foreign  airs,  so  keep  up  your 
spirits  my  dear  child  and  I  dare  say  the 
Countess  will  be  very  gracious,  and  allow  you 
to  remain  at  the  Castle,  and  perhaps  sometimes 
read  to  her  and  the  young  ladies,"  so  saying 
the  good  woman,  after  kissing  Amy,  swept  out 
of  the  room  with  even  a  more  dignified  air 
than  usual. 

Mrs.  Jelf  had  intended  to  ease  Amy's  mind 
and  impress  her  with  admiration  for  the 
Countess ;  but  the  impression  on   Amy's  mind 


THE   GRANDFATHER.  257 

was  the  contrary  to  what  she  desired  or  ex- 
pected. 

"  The  Countess  is  gracious,  she  never  says 
the  Countess  is  kind,"  thought  Amy  as  she  sat 
resting  her  head  on  her  hand,  instead  of  dis- 
robing for  the  night,  and  Lady  Anne  is  like 
her,  just  what  an  EarPs  daughter  should  be.  I 
shall  like  Lady  Charlotte  the  best.  All  seem 
to  measure  their  words  when  they  speak  of  the 
Countess  ;  no  one  speaks  frankly  or  warmly  of 
her.  I  knew  I  should  not  like  her,  but  I  pro- 
mised Mr.  AUeyne  not  to  say  this  again,  or 
think  it  if  I  could  help  it.  So  now  to  bed,  to 
dream  of  dear  Cecil  I  hope." 

"  The  Countess  has  sent  for  you,"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Jelf  on  the  morrow,  bursting  into  Amy's 
room  with  unwonted  haste.  '^  And  dear  me 
you  have  your  plainest  frock  and  collar  on,  I 
made  sure  you  would  have  changed  them,  and 
now  there  is  no  time  to  do  it,"  she  added  in 
vexation. 

*^  The  frock  and  collar  are  quite  handsome 
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enough  for  the  Countess's  dependant,"  replied 
Amy  rather  proudly,  closing  her  book  with 
great  deliberation. 

^'  How  odd  you  are  looking  Amy,  I  don't 
know  what  to  make  of  you." 

^*  There  is  nothing  strange  in  that  dear  Mrs. 
Jelf  I  for  I  do  not  know  what  to  make  of 
myself,**  replied  Amy  frankly.  "  Where  is 
Mr.  Alleyner 

'^  With  the  Countess,  waiting  to  present 
you  to  her." 

"  Dear,  kind  Mr.  AUeyne  I"  exclaimed  Amy 
warmly. 

^^  There  let  me  see  if  your  hair  is  tidy,  yes 
that  will  do,  but  I  wish  you  had  had  your 
other  frock  on,  the  Countess  likes  people  to 
dress  handsomely,  and  she  thinks  a  great  deal 
of  manners  too,  and  the  way  in  which  persons 
enter  the  room.  I  have  taken  great  pains 
with  you  in  this ;  but  I  wish  you  could  have 
had  a  few  more  dancing  lessons.  Now  don't 
run  in  head  foremost,  and  be  sure  and  say  my 
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lady,  and  your  ladyship,  and  behave  with  sub- 
mission and  yet  an  easy  dignity,  as  I  have 
always  set  you  the  example." 

So  talked  on  Mrs.  Jelf,  as  she  walked  by  her 
pupiPs  side ;  but  Amy  heard  little  of  this 
harangue,  save  the  latter  part,  and  her  ease  and 
dignity  appeared  so  distinct  from  the  stif^ 
formal  figure  beside  her,  that  she  conld  not  help 
smiling  at  the  thought. 

^  8top  a  minute  child  and  compose  yourself," 
began  Mrs.  Jelf,  but  Amy  had  already  entered 
the  room,  and  the  door  was  closing  behind  her. 
^^  There  she's  gone  in  laughing.  What  will 
the  Countess  think  of  her?"  exclaimed  poor 
Mrs.  Jelf. 

The  Countess  was  her  world — her  Mrs. 
Grundy  I — and  it  was  always  what  will  the 
Countess  say  ? — What  will  the  Countess  think  ? 
— If  she  could  have  understood  how  little  the 
Countess  ever  said  or  thought  of  those  whom 
she  considered  in  a  lower  sphere  than  her  own, 
she  would  have  saved  herself  and  others  an  im- 
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inensity  of  needless  anxiety.  No  one  but  the 
formal  housekeeper,  would  have  quarrelled  with 
the  smile  that  dimpled  the  cheek  of  Amy  Fitz- 
allan,  as  she  entered  the  boudoir  of  this  bu^^bear 
Countess.  The  good  old  rector  ^as  delighted, 
and  glanced  at  his  adopted  child  with  as  much 
honest  pride  as  warm  affection. 

'^  The  Castle  is  still  to  be  your  home  my  child, 
and  you  must  help  me  to  thank  the  Countess 
for  her  kindness,"  said  Mr.  AUeyne,  taking 
Amy's  hand  and  leading  her  towards  her 
ladyship. 

^'I  know  not  how  to  thank  her,  but  if  my 
gratitude  is  silent,  I  beg  her  Ladyship  to  be^ 
lieve  that  it  is  not  the  less  deep  and  sincere.'^ 

'^  I  do  believe  you,''  said  the  Countess,  hold- 
ing out  her  hand  with  less  of  mannerism  and 
more  of  feeling  than  she  usually  exhibited. 

'^  Amy  pressed  the  soft  white  hand  of  the 
Countess,  and  if  the  pressure  was  not  returned, 
it  was  not  resented.     **  I  have  done  her  injus* 
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tice/'  thought  the  warm   hearted  girl,   '*and 
must  love  her  the  more  to  repair  the  wrong.'' 

Amy  Fitzallan,  the  child  of  nobody— the 
beggar — the  dependent— the  future  governess — 
love  the  Countess  of  Castle  Coombe !  and  think 
by  this  to  repair  the  wrong  of  having  misjudged 
her.  The  possibility  of  such  an  idea  never  en- 
tered her  ladyship's  mind.  She  saw  the  ingenu- 
ous blush,  the  grateful  glow,  which  the  feeling 
caused  and  was  attracted  by  it,  but  never 
guessed  or  enquired  into  the  cause,  it  may  be 
her  vanity  whispered  it  was  the  involuntary 
tribute  of  admiration. 

Mr.  Alley ne  had  spoken  only  of  the  poor 
orphan's  destitute  state,  of  her  sweetness,  her 
goodness,  and  steady  principles,  he  had  not 
said  a  word  of  her  perdonal  appearance  and  the 
Countess  was  startled — no  the  Countess  was 
never  startled,  but  she  was  surprised,  and  won 
by  the  unexpected  grace  and  loveliness  of  her 
for  whom  her  favour  and  countenance  had  been 
solicited.     Without  any  grounds  for  the  idea, 
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save  a  fancy  that  none  but  the  aristocracy  could 
be  graceful  she  had  expected  to  find  the  fu- 
ture governess  amiable,  it  may  be,  but  short, 
thick,  and  awkward.  It  is  true  Mrs.  Jelf  had 
said  something  about  her  pretty  face  and  pretty 
manners,  but  what  should  she  a  housekeeper, 
though  somewhat  superior  to  most  in  her  station, 
know  of  the  latter?  and  surely  Mr.  Alleynein 
his  overweening  affection,  for  such  he  had  ad- 
mitted it  to  be,  would  have  said  something  in 
praise  of  her  personal  charms  if  anything  could 
be  said. 

The  Countess  did  not  not  say  to  herself  as 
Amy  had,  '^  I  have  done  her  injustice  and 
will  love  her  the  more  to  repair  the  wrong  ;" 
but  she  was  agreeably  surprised  and  pleased 
with  the  warmth  as  well  as  the  natural  grace 
of  her  manner  ;  she  received  her  thanks  with 
even  more  than  her  wonted  condescension  and 
bade  her  take  a  seat  beside  her. 

'^  Here  is  a  beautiful  addition  to  an  old 
man's   library,"  said    Mr.    AUeyne,  directing 
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Amy^s  attention  to  some  splendid  engravings 
of  the  antiquities  of  Borne. 

*'  Beautiful  indeed  I"  replied  Amy  with  the 
enthusiasm  of  one  who  not  only  saw,  but  felt 
their  value. 

'^  I  shall  be  robbed  I  see,''  observed  the 
good  rector,  reading  in  the  Countess's  smile  at 
Amy's  enthusiastic  praise  of  her  present  any- 
thing rather  than  displeasure.  *'  Ah  !  well,  if 
my  grandchildren  should  rob  me  of  my  prints, 
they  cannot  rob  me  of  the  remembrance  of  the 
kindness  of  her  who  could  think  of  the  tastes 
of  a  poor  old  man  in  a  foreign  land.  That  will 
remain  with  me  still." 

^^  You  should  not  have  suspected  me  capable 
of  forgetting  you  Mr.  AUeyne,"  replied  the 
Countess  kindly,  touched  by  the  good  rector's 
tone  of  feeling.  ^'  I  shall  ever  remember  how 
you  watched  and  prayed  with  me  by  Dunor- 
ven's  side  after  his  fearful  accident  I" 

^*  May  he   live  long  a  blessing  to  himself 
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and  all  around  him,"  replied  Mr.  Alleyne  so- 
lemnly. 

Bright  tears  glistened  in  Amy's  eyes  as  she 
glanced  from  one  to  the  other,  and  thought  of 
the  mother  kneeling  beside  her  only  son,  and 
the  good  rector  joining  his  prayers  to  hers.    So 
would  her  mother,  had  she  been  spared,  have 
watched  and  prayed  by  her.     Under  no  cir- 
cumstances could  the  Countess  have  appeared 
more  touching,  more  attractive  to  the  young 
orphan  to  whom  she  had  promised  a  home  and 
protection.  Never  was  she  seen  to  more  advan- 
tage than  when  conversing  with  the  good  rector, 
whose  single  minded  zeal  and  gentle  earnest- 
ness not  only  won  her  respect,  but  almost  her 
regard,  rebuking,  and  for  the  time,  keeping  in 
the   back    ground   the   worldly  views  which 
some  believed  were  the  moving  springs  of  the 
mind  of  the  Countess  of  Castle  Coombe. 

There  was  a  silence  of  some  moments,  and 
then  the  Countess  spoke,  making  some  remark 
on  the  prints  before  them.     The  tearful  eyes 
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of  Amy,  the  ample,  yet  solemn  attitude  of  Mr» 
Alleyne  had  made  something  like  a  scene  ;  and 
the  Countess  held  that  a  scene,  if  not  abso- 
lutely vulgar,  was  certainly  not  in  good  tabte. 
Scenes  were  for  theatres — they  might  some- 
times, when  not  too  violent,  be  permitted  to 
the  gentry,  but  were  utterly  inadmissible  among 
the  old  aristocracy,  which  should  maintain  its 
superiority  in  manners  as  well  as  rank.  Scenes 
did  not  befit  a  Countess,  and  if  she  did  not 
stand  by  her  order,  she  lived  in  it,  and  yet  she 
had  very  nearly  become  an  actor  in  a  scene,  in- 
deed  some  might  maintain  that  she  had  really 
taken  her  part. 

Her  remarks  on  Rome,  from  her  having  re- 
sided there  sometimes,  were  unintentionally 
made  in  Italian,  and  Amy,  from  her  habit  of 
conversing  in  that  language  with  Cecil,  invo- 
luntarily answered  in  the  same  tongue,  and 
the    conversation    was    continued    for    some 

time. 
^^  I  must  compliment  you  on  your  pupil  Mr. 

VOL.   I  N 
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Ail^yne,''  said  the  CbunteaB,  stniek  with  the 
purity  of  her  pronunciation,  and  Ibe  fluency 
with  which  she  spoke^  ^'  From  what  you  eaid 
of  her  acquirements^  I  little  eitpeeted  such,  a 
good  Italian  scholar^" 

*'  The  compliment  is  due  to  my  grandson 
rather  than  me  ;  he  waa  her  principal  tutor  in 
foreign  languages ;  and  grandpapa's  French  and' 
Italian,  which  he  learnt  in  his  younger  days, 
has  sometimes  been  laaghed  at  by  hia.  im** 
pertinent  grandchildren,"  replied  the  rector, 
pleased    with    the    praise    bestowed    on    his- 

pupilr 

^<  Is  she  as  good  a  French  scholar  ?^  asked 
the  Countessr 

*'  Quite  ;  so  her  tutor  says  ;  but  then  young 
teachers  are  apt  to  boast.'' 

^'  How  came  sbe  so  well  acquainted  with  tbe 
modem  works  in  both  these  languages  ?"  in- 
quired the  Countess,  after  eonyersing  for  some 
time  with  Amy  in  French^ 
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^' Your  LadTship  forgets  the  books  whidi 
the  Earl  sent  from  al>road^  and  your  kindness 
in  appointing  me  librarian  during  yonr  absenee. 
The  permission  has  been  a  high  and  daily  gratis 
fication,  and  I  trust  your  Ladyship  will  find 
that  the  oflEbe  which  I  now  resign,  has  not  been 
iU  performed.  I  think  jon  will  find  the  books 
in  good  order,  and,  thanks  to  Mrs.  Jelf, without 
a  grain  of  dust*  An  old  man  can  boast  as  well 
as  a  young  one,  you  will  say*" 

^*  1  will  say  no  such  thing,  Mr.  AUeyne  ; 
telling  the  truth  is  not  boasting.  But  why 
give  up  your  ofiice  if  you  would  find  any  plea- 
sure in  retaining  it*  I  would  ask  nothing  of 
you  that  would  be  troublesome ;  but  without 
your  care  the  books  will  soon  be  in  sad  disorder 
though  perhaps,  more  from  neglect  than  use ; 
and  if  I  do  not  see  you  in  your  especial  comer, 
I  shall  feel  distressed,  and  you  need  fear  no  in- 
terruption, for  the  Earl  will  be  generally  in 
town  attending  to  his  duties  in  the  House  of 
N  3 
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Lords.  Dunonren  is  still  abroad.  Although 
I  trust  his  return  will  not  be  much  longer 
delayed/'  added  the  fond  mother,  '^  and  my 
daughters  are  not  learned  ladies  at  present, 
and  I  trust  never  will  be.  So  there  is  no 
one  to  distract  your  studies  ;  I  shall  expect  to 
hear  of  your  being  there  quite  as  often  as 
usual.'' 

^'  Your  ladyship  knows  how  to  win  an  old 
man's  heart;  books  have  long  been  my  best, 
nay  almost  only  amusement,  and  nothing  will 
give  me  greater  pleasure  than  retaining  my 
office,  and,  with  your  kind  permission,  my  con- 
stant visits  to  the  library.  If  I  should  learn  to 
consider  my  favorite  comer  mine  by  right  of 
long  use  and  not  from  courtesy,  I  shall,  after 
the  manner  of  the  world,  lay  the  blame  on  your 
ladyship's  kindness,  which  emboldens  me  to  ask 
another  favor,  namely,  that  my  little  Amy  here 
may  be   appointed  my  deputy  and  assistant. 
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Since    Cecil's  absence   we  nsualiy  study  to- 
gether." 

**  Certainly  Mr.  Alleyne,  she  is  too  young  to 
choose  her  own  books,  and  may  require  here- 
after that  knowledge  and  study  which  is  not 
needful  for  my  daughters.  She  shall  be  as 
free  to  the  library  as  yourself,  only  I  must  en- 
gage her  sometimes  to  read  and  converse  with  my 
daughters  in  French  and  Italian,  for  poor  Miss 
Maxwell,  though  a  valuable  person  in  many 
points,  and  strictly  attentive  to  my  wishes,  has 
DO  delicacy  of  accent,  and  shocks  my  ear  with 
her  vile  pronunciation  !" 

**  Amy  I  am  sure  will  be  ever  at  your  lady- 
ship^s  command,  and  zealous  to  please  both  from 
duty  and  gratitude,  but  you  must  not  quite 
rob  me  of  my  grandchild,  one  of  the  two  dear 
crutches  that  I  count  on  to  support  me  to  the 
grave.** 
'    ^*  I  will  not  do  that  Mr.  Alleyn^  her  first 


270  THE  QRANDPATHBS. 

duty  as  well  as  her  beet  affection  should  be 
yours;  and  you  may  rest  assured  I  will  never 
detain  her  from  you,  let  her  eome  to  me  at  two 
and  I  will  mysdf  introduce  her  to  the  nursery." 

^I  thank  you, --thank  you  most  warmly  I" 
said  Mr.  Aileyne^  rising  to  take  his  leave. 

**  You  will  dine  with  us  to-day  ?"  said  the 
Countess  graciously*  ^^  I  have  some  gems  and 
intaglios  to  show  you.^ 

^  With  pleasure/'  replied  the  rector  simply  ; 
hnt  -with  m  warmth  which  proved  his  sincerity. 

'^  One  of  the  servants  shall  take  the  prints  to 
the  Rectory,"  observed  the  Countess. 

^^  They  are  too  precious  to  be  entrusted  to 
the  care  of  another.  Amy  will  help  me,"  re- 
plied Mr«  Alleyne. 

^^  Well,  my  child^  what  do  you  think  of  the 
Countess  ?"  asked  the  rector,  as  he  was  putting 
away  the  prints  in  the  safest  place  in  his  little 
study,  after  having  examined  each  one  separ* 
Ately^ 
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^^  She  musfc  have  been  perfectly  beautiful  in 
her  youth,  even  now  she  is  nearly  so,  and  her 
figure  aeems  syEnmetry  itsdf,  every  movement 
grace.  Yea,  her  manner  is  both  graceful  and 
gracious,  her  voice  more  soft  than  my  guitar. 
I  admire  her  ezoeedinglyy  and  there  was  some* 
thing  very  touching  when  she  spoke  of  watch- 
ing beside  her  son,  and  something  winning 
when  she  spoke  to  you  about  the  library, 
but ** 

**  But  what  Amy  ?  you  have  been  pausing 
five  minutes  afler  the  word.** 

^'  [  don't  know  what,  and  yet  I  think  there 
is  a  but,  is  there  not  ?  Do  tell  me  dear  grand* 
papa!" 

"  There  are  spots  in  the  sun,  they  say,  yet 
few  have  glasses  keen  enough  to  discover  them. 
I  am  not  going  to  find  a  meaning  for  your  but, 
with  those  beautiful  prints  before  my  eyes,  and 
the  donor's  sweet  voice  still  ringing  in  my  ears," 
replied  Mr.  Alley ne  laughing.     ''  Does  she  stiU 
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Stand  as  Coontess  Bugbear  in  your  edition  of 
the  Peerage?" 

^*  No  she  is  not  Countess  Bugbear  I  at  leasts 
not  in  the  way  I  thought ;  she  may  chill  me 
perhaps,  but  the  will  not  frighten  me.'' 

^*  We  shall  see,  she  deserves  your  gratitude 
at  least." 


THB  Q&AKDFATHSll.  273 


CHAPTER  XVL 


The  CounteBs'  introduction  of  Amy,  into  the 
scbool-rooniy  and  the  praise  bestowed  on  her 
French  and  Italian,  ensured  her  a  civil  if  not  a 
cordial  welcome.  JS^ss  Maxwell,  who  had  been 
always  treated  with  respectful  attention  by 
Mrs.  Jelf,  instead  of  showing  any  repugnance 
to  her  being  included  in  the  reading  lessons, 
expressed  herself  pleased  at  the  arrangement 
and  the  youngest  of  her  pupils  said  the  same. 

V  6 
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Lady  Anne  said  nothing,  it  required  a 
great  deal  to  rouee  her  to  the  trouble  of  speak- 
ing to  strangers  not  in  her  sphere  of  life,  but 
she  made  a  graceful  inclination  of  the  head  and 
looked  rather  pleased  than  otherwise.  She  was 
a  second  Countess,  the  same  tall,  graceful  figure, 
the  same  dazzling  complexion,  soft  blue  eyes 
and  golden  hair ;  the  same  slow,  languishing 
movements,  a  little  more  languid  perhaps  if 
anything. 

Lady  Charlotte  was  rather  younger,  rather 
less  beautiful,  but  far  more  lively ;  and  Amy 
decided  before  she  quitted  the  school-room,  that 
«he  should  be  better  friends  with  the  younger 
than  the  elder  sister. 

'^  I  must  apply  to  my  kind  £brarian  for  a 
translation^"  Mid  the  Countess  of  Castle 
Coombe,  as  Mi.  Alleyne  entered  from  the 
dining  room.  *^  I  am  but  a  poor  German 
acbolar.'* 

^'  Scarcely  as  poor  a  one  ae  myself;  it  is  so 
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many  years  sinoe  I  was  in   Saxony,'^  replied 
the  rector,  approaching  the  coach  on  which  her 
ladyship  rather  reclined  than  sat^  in  a  splendid 
Parisian  dress,  every  limb»  eyery  fold  arranged 
in  the  most  graceful  positioiu  '^  This  is  beyond 
me/'  he  added  diaking  his  head»  ^^  I  find  my 
memory  of  fore^  languages,  aye  and  of  other 
things  too,  growing  bad    of   late.      Perhaps 
Amy  msy  help  us,  she  is  a  better  German 
scholar  than  myself." 
'^  Indeed.    She  seems  a  genius  !^ 
^'  No,  not  a  genius ;  I  would  not  have  jour 
ladyship  think  that,   but  she  is    quick    and 
perseyering,  two  qualities  not  often  joined,  and 
then,  to  her,  learning  was  but  a  labour  of  love, 
for  she  loved  those  who  taught  her.    Besides 
she  has  known  from  the  first  how  her  talents 
•must  be  employed." 

^^  That  was  considerate  and  may  {M'-event 
presumption.  I  am  glad  she  ^seems  likely  to 
repay  your  cai^e.^ 
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**  If  your  ladyship  will  permit  me,  I  will 
take  her  the  book  and  get  her  to  translate  this 
difficult  passage.'* 

'^  Do  not  give  yourself  that  trouble  Mr. 
AUeyne,  only  just  ring  the  bell  if  you  please, 
and  Jones  shall  call  her.  As  there  is  no  one 
here  she  may  as  well  come  to  you,  as  you  go  to 
her." 

'^  Tell  Miss  Fitzallan  I  wish  to  speak  to  her 
in  the  saloon, "  was  the  message  sent  to  Amy ; 
and  Miss  Fitzallan  stood  before  the  Countess, 
wondering  for  what  purpose  she  had  been  thus 
summoned. 

The  passage  was  translated,  the  Countess 
said  something  flattering,  and  Amy  was  going 
to  leave  the  room  when  she  was  stopped  by  her 
ladyship  saying — 

"  As  we  have  no  guest  but  your  kind  friend 
Mr.  Alleyne,  you  can  remain  if  you  please,  and 
look  over  those  gems,  or  talk  French  to  my 
daughters." 
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Amy  glanoed  at  the  rector,  a  meaning  smile 
passed  between  them,  and  then  thanking  the 
Countess  for  permission  to  look  at  the  gems, 
she  turned  round  to  the  table  on  which  they 
were  lying. 

^*  Bring  them  here/'  said  the  CountesH^ 
^'  that  I  may  explain  them  and  hear  Mr. 
Alleyne's  remarks." 

*^  Nature  and  art,  the  flower  and  the  intaglio," 
thought  Mr.  Alleyne,  as  he  looked  from  Amy 
with  her  natural  grace  and  unadorned  loveli* 
ness,  to  the  splendid  Countess,  with  her 
gorgeous  dress  and  studied  elegance.  He  was 
a  partial  judge,  no  wonder  therefore  if  his  eye 
rested  longer  on  his  adopted  child. 

'^  Your  ladyship  promised  me  some  singing/' 
said  Mr.  Alleyne,  when  the  gems  and  intaglios 
had  been  duly  examined  and  admired. 

'*  I  did,  and  will  fulfil  my  promise,  though 
late  hours  are  not  good  for  young  people. 
My  dears  will  you  sing  my  favorite  duet?" 
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The  ladies  Dunorven  began  to  sing,  and 
Amy  approaching  the  piano,  turned  over  the 
leaves. 

<^  Do  you  sing?"  asked  Lady  Charlotte. 

**  Not  as  you  do/*  said  Amy  frankly.  **  I 
have  never  heard  such  singing  before.'' 

<^  We  should  sing  well,  we  have  had  so  many 
masters  and  practised  so  much." 

^'  Does  Miss  Fitzallan  play  and  sing  then, 
with  all  her  other  accomplishments?"  asked 
the  Countess,  Jwho  had  overheard  the  conver- 
sation. 

^'  She  sings  to  the  guitar,  but  in  too  simple  a 
style  to  please  your  ladyship,  and  her  playing 
is  not  worth  naming,  having  had  no  better 
instructor  than  Wilmot  the  retired  organist." 

'^  Let  me  judge  for  myself,  Mr.  Alleyne ; 
bid  her  bring  her  guitar.** 

"  It  is  a  sweet  voice,  and  «he  sings  in  tune, 
but  needs  instruction  sadly,**  observed  the 
Countess,  as  Amy  follo\^d  Lady  Charlotte  .to 
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look  at  Bome  made  at  the  other  end  of  the 
saloon.  '^  I  may  give  her  some  hints  which 
will  improve  her,  and,  perhaps,  Miss  Maxwell 
will  give  her  lessons  now  and  then.  In  the 
present  day  a  knowledge  of  musio  is  considered 
as  indispensable  in  a  governess." 

£nowing  the  Countess  to  be  a  skilful 
musician,  though  she  now  rarely  played  or 
«uig,  Mr.  Alleyne  thanked  her  for  her  kind 
intentions,  and  then  begged  another  song  from 
the  young  ladies,  who  again  took  their  seats  at 
the  instrument,  by  their  mother's  desire. 

'^  They  should  sing  well,  it  is  in  our  family ,'' 
observed  the  Countess,  in  reply  to  the  rector's 
thanks  and  praise* 

'^  Anne,  can  you  set  this  netting  .to  xighta 
for  me?"  asked  her  sister. 

^^  No  indeed  I  canaot,  Charlotte,  you  are 
always  making  mistakes  and  troubling  other 
people  to  set  them  to  rights ;  besides  I  do  not 
know  how  to  net.  It  is  too  much  trouble 
for  me." 
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^^  Can  I  help  your  ladyship  ?"  said  Amy 
good  naturedly. 

**  Oh  do,  there  is  a  dear,  good  orealitre  T 
exclaimed  Lady  Charlotte. 

*^  It  is  bed  time  my  dears,"  observed  the 
Countess.  ''  And  do  not  be  so  energetic, 
Charlotte,  you  know  how  much  I  dislike  every- 
thing pranondf  it  is  such  bad  taste.** 

^^Amy  does  not  sing  like  the  Lady  Dunor^ 
vens,  I  doubt  if  she  ever  will,''  thought  Mr. 
Alleyne,  as  he  went  on  his  way  to  he  Rectory. 
^'  They  have  finer  voices,  and  have  been  better 
taught,  but  they  want  heart,  no  teaching  can 
give  that.  But  heart  would  be  too  pranonee 
I  suppose  for  the  daughters  of  the  Countess 
of  Castle  Coombe,"  and  a  half  smile  passed 
over  his  placid  features  at  the  fancy. 

^^  She  is  lovely  certainly  even  in  that  plain 
dress,  and  there  is  something  in  her  smile  which 
some  might  consider  peculiarly  winning.  She 
is  well  formed  too,  and  has  a  natural  grace  about 
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her  that  one  rarely  sees,  especially  ia  one  of 
doubtful  parentage.  She  has  not  the  perfect 
repose  and  el^ance  of  Anne,  that  is  not  to  be 
expected,  but  she  is  not  boisterous  and  I  see  no 
harm  in  her  being  occasionally  with  my  daugh* 
ters ;  Jhough  easy  and  obliging  she  does  not 
appear  presuming.  How  she  came  by  such 
manners  under  Mrs.  Jelf 's  tuition,  is  an  abso- 
lute marvel  to  me.  But  it  is  best  as  it  is,  for 
this  protegie  of  good  simple  Mr.  Alley  ne,  might 
have  turned  out  to  be  some  awkward  country 
girl,  whom  it  would  have  been  impossible  not 
only  to  have  patronised,  but  to  have  been  even 
decently  civil  to,  for  fear  of  contamination  to 
the  polished  manners  of  my  own  children/' 

Thus  reasoned  the  refined  and  stately 
Countess  of  Castle  Coombe  upon  our  poor 
heroine,  while  Lady  Charlotte  declared  she 
liked  her  looks  extremely,  and  it  was  the  only 
thing  which  had  yet  reconciled  her  to  the  idea 
of  passing  so  many  months  in  that  gloomy 
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Castle ;  and  her  sister  as  usual  whatever  might 
have  been  her  thoughts  upon  the  subject,  said 
nothing. 

'^  Are  you  come  to  talk  Italian  with  me  Miss 
Fitzallan  ?  How  kind,"  said  Lady  Charlotte, 
as  Amy  entered  the  school*room  on  the  follow- 
ing morning,  in  obedience  to  the  cequest  of  the 
Countess. 

^^  Yes  if  you  are  quite  at  leisure,  and  I  should 
so  like  you  to  tell  me  all  about  Italy  in  return," 
said  Amy,  won  by  her  frank  and  friendly 
greeting. 

"  You  have  never  been  in  Italy  then  ?" 

'^  No,  only  in  my  dreams  T 

^^  And  did  you  learn  its  language  then?"  asked 
Lady  Charlotte  archly. 

Amy  laughed,  and  shook  her  head. 

^^  But  are  its  skies  really  so  blue  and  bright 
ae  we  read  in  poetry  ?^  asked  she  after  a  pause. 

*'  Shall  I  answer  Miss  Fitzallan  in  the  words 
which  I  heard  Mr.  Trevallion  make  use  of,  the 
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night  before  we  started  for  EDglaad?^  enqaired 
Lady  Charlotte  glanoing  at  her  sister, '^  Eh 
Anne  T 

^^  I  do  not  know  to  what  you  allude,"  replied 
the  other  without  looking  off  her  book. 

*'  Oh  I  perhaps  yon  did  not  hear  it^  and  yet  I 
fiinoied  yon  coloured,  but  then  there  is  never 
any  understanding  you.  However  it  is  worth 
repeating — ^  The  skies  of  Italy/  he  said,  ^  were 
as  calmly  blue,  although  not  half  as  bright  as 
the  eyes  of  the  gentle  Lady  Anne  Dunorven." 

Amy  wondered  if  they  were  also  as  cold,  but 
had  the  prudence  to  keep  the  idea  to  herself. 

^*  One  seems  privileged  to  talk  folly  in  Italy, 
and  by  moonlight,"  said  Lady  Anne  briefly. 

^^  And  yet  I  do  not  remember  the  climate, 
or  the  moon  either  having  that  effect  on  you ; 
indeed  upon  the  night  in  question,  I  do  not 
think  you  once  opened  your  lips,  unless  it  was 
to  compbun  of  being  chilly,  and  banish  us 
all  within  doors  a  full  hour  before  the  usual 
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time,  for  which  Danorven  for  one  gave  you  his 
blesBiDg.  Ah  I  my  merry  brother,  how  I  wish 
you  were  with  us  again  I  But  here  am  I  talk- 
ing vulgar  English  again,  instead  of  availing 
myself  of  Miss  FitzaUan's  kind  assistance  in 
mastering  the  silvery  accents  of  the  sweet 
South  I  Bye  the  bye,  I  wonder  what  language 
expresses  the  most  in  the  fewest  words ;  you 
must  find  this  out  for  me  Miss  Maxwell,  and  it 
will  be  a  good  study  for  Anne." 

'^And  you  too,  sometimes,''  replied  her 
governess  in  a  tone  of  mild  reproach. 

*^  Yes  I  know  I  am  almost  as  bad  the  other 
way,  but  then  I  have  to  talk  for  both  of  us, 
and  for  the  honour  of  the  family." 

*^  Lord  Dunorven  will  save  you  some  trouble 
in  that  respect,  when  he  returns,"  said  Miss 
MaxwelL 

*^  Yes  I  hope  so ;  and  now  to  business." 

"  I  should  like  to  share  in  the  benefit  of  your 
instructions  Miss  Fitzallan,  if  you  wiU  allow 
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me,"  said  Lady  Anne,  whose  low  musical  voice 
seemed  indeed  well  suited  to  the  language  which 
she  desired  to  perfect  herself  in.  And  it  was 
so  seldom  that  her  eldest  pupil  evinced  the 
slightest  wish  for  improvement  or  instruction, 
which  considering  how  highly  accomplished  she 
waSy  seemed  almost  to  have  come  to  her  by 
intuition,  as  it  were,  that  even  Miss  Maxwell 
opened  her  small  eyes  in  unfeigned  astonish- 
ment. And  the  more  so  when  she  saw  that 
Lady  Anne  was  really  in  earnest,  and  sincere  in 
the  wish  she  had  expressed ;  and  actually  spoke 
more  Italian  with  Amy  in  that  one  morning, 
than  she  had  heard  her  utter  in  any  other  language 
for  the  last  fortnight.  No  wonder  she  should 
be  languid  and  weary  after  so  unusual  an  ex^ 
ertion,  and  lay  dosing  on  the  sofa  in  a  sort  of 
dreamy  reverie  for  hours  afterwards,  until 
aroused  at  length  to  undergo  what  seemed  to 
her  the  unnecessary  fatigue  of  dressing  for 
dinner. 

Amy  walked  over  to  the  Rectory  that  even- 
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ing  in  an  nnusually  bright  mood,  things  had 
tamed  out  a  thonsand  timea  better  than  she 
expected  they  wonM  have  done,  and  aLready 
with  the  natural  aptitude  of  youth  to  form  new 
and  sudden  friendships  and  affections  she  felt 
more  than  half  inclined  to  love  Lady  Charlotte 
dearly,  while  her  statue-like  sister,  as  she  called 
her,  both  amused  and  puzzled  her* 

Mr.  AUeyne  had  missed  her  more  than  he 
cared  to  confess,  and  his  warm  greeting  told 
Amy  how  much  she  was  beloved. 

^^  Now  I  am  come  to  be  praised,"  said  she, 
f<  for  keeping  my  word  with  you,  and  being 
very,  very  good  T 

^'  And  I  am  ready  not  only  to  praise,  but 
reward  you  too." 

*^  Ah  I  you  have  had  a  letter  from  Cecil  I  I 
was  sure  of  it,  for  it  always  makes  you  look  ten 
years  younger  all  the  day  afterwards.  But 
what  does  he  say  ?  Is  he  well  ?  Will  he  come 
back  soon  2" 


THB  OBAHDVATHBB.  287 

*^  Yon  may  read  it  if  yoa  will^  wbioh  will 
BBkve  me  the  trouble  of  answering  your  thou- 
sand and  one  qneationsy  all  crowded  into  a 
breath." 

The  girl  opened  the  psper  eageriy,  glancing 
first  at  the  bottom  of  the  sheets  where,  in  his 
epistles  to  his  grandfather,  was  sure  to  be  tran- 
scribed his  dear  love  and  remembrances  to 
Amy.  Oh  !  how  well  she  knew  the  exact  spot 
and  comer,  and  took  so  long  in  reading  these 
few  words,  which  she  must  have  known  by 
heart  by  this  time,  that  Mr.  AUeyne  could  not 
help  asking  archly,  if  she  were  reading  it  back- 
wards like  a  charm. 

Amy  coloured,  and  beginning  this  time  at 
the  right  end,  was  soon  completely  absorbed  in 
its  contents,  while  the  old  man  sat  and  watched 
her  changeful  countenance  with  a  pleased  and 
tranquil  smile. 

^'  How  these  children  love  one  another,*' 
thought   her    ^'  Heaven*  send  that    no    eloud 
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may  ever  come  between  them  and  their  present 
innocent  affection,  and  that  I  may  live  to 
witness  their  happiness  I  And  yet  how  Dods- 
worth  wonld  laugh  at  me  for  dreaming  thus." 

"  Poor  Cecil  I  he  must  etudy  very  hard," 
said  Amy,  laying  down  the  letter  at  length. 

^'  And  yet  he  does  not  complain,  but  talks 
cheerfully  and  hopefully  of  the  bright  future, 
which  he  will  yet  carve  out  by  his  own  talents 
and  unwearied  industry." 

''  A  lesson  for  me,"  said  Amy  frankly,  "  not 
to  murmur  at  my  little  trials  and  afflictions,  but 
bear  all  nobly  as  he  does,  and  with  the  same 
end  in  view, — our  happy  re-union  at  last." 

"  I  had  a  letter  by  the  same  post  from  Mr. 
Drummond,  the  solicitor,  with  whom  he  is  now 
staying,  a  cousin  of  his  father's,"  continued  Mr. 
Alleyne,  ^^  and  he  tells  me  that  Cecil's  eloquence 
is  absolutely  wonderful,  and  his  reasoning 
powers  strong,  and  finely  developed ;  predict- 
ing for  him  a  rising  and  brilliant  career." 


THE   GRANDFATHEB.  289 

^^  Ah !  he  was  always  eloquent,"  said  Amy 
simply   "  and   had    the    method   of  winning 
one  into  doing    and    thinking   jast  what    he 
•  pleased.** 

**  And  did  he  teach  you  that  my  child,  along 
with  all  your  other  accomplishments  ?"  asked 
the  good  rector,  laying  his  head  caressingly 
upon  her  glossy  curls,  ''  I  sometimes  think  so.'' 

^'  I  wish  he  had,  not  that  I  care  to  practise  it 
upon  you,  for  somehow  it  is  far  pleasanter  to 
obey  than  argue  with  those  we  loye.  But  I 
should  like  to  try  my  power  occasionally  up  at 
the  Castle." 

^*  All  power  is  dangerous/'  said  Mr.  Alleyne. 

'^  But  sweet,  nevertheless,"  persisted  Amy. 

**•  And  who  would  you  wish  to  exercise  this 
persuasive  eloquence  on  ?" 

^*  Ob  !  the  Countess  I  think,  she  seems  the 
most  impassable.  Or  the  beautiful  and  passion- 
less Lfady  Anne  Dunorveu,  at  least  if  I  could 
persuade  myself  that  she  was  worth  the 
trouble." 

VOL  I.  o 
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'^  Nay,  you  must  not  learn   to  be  satirical 
Amy." 

^^  Was  I  satirical  ?    I  thought   I  might  say 
what  I  liked  to  you. 

''  Nevertheless  it  is  getting  into  a  bad  habit 

which  you  might  hereafter  find  it  difficult  to 

break  through.    '  And  of  all  faults  in  a  woman, 

satire  has  always  seemed  to  me  the  most  odious 

and  inexcusable :  and  can   only   be   palliated 

when,  as  we   too  often  find  it  to  be  the  case,  it 

is  the  last  resort  of  a  wounded  and  disappointed 

spirit,  at  enmity  with  itself  and  the  whole  world." 

'^  That  is,  in  other  words  then,  in  an  old  maid ; 

I  hope  I  shall  never  be  an  old  maid,  grandpapa!" 

'^  The  rector  could  not  help  laughing  at  the 

seriousness  with  which  she  spoke  of  an  event 

which  did  not  seem,  in  his  own  mind,  very  likely 

ever  to  come  to  pass. 

''  I  hope,"  said  he,  ''  that  you  will  learn  to 
be  contented  in  whatever  situation  it  may  be 
the  will  of  Providence  to  place  you." 

''  Yes,  that  is  the  great  thing  after  all,  dear 
grandpapa!     I  do  not  know   how  it  is,"  con- 
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tioued  the  girl,  as  thej  sat  together  Id  the 
fading  twilight,  still  conversing  on  the  thousand 
subjects  which  come  so  naturally  when  we  talk 
with  those  we  love,  ^^  but  I  always  feel  happier 
and  better  for  being  with  you." 

"  But  are  you  sure  that  Cecil's  letter  has  hud 
nothing  to  do  with  this  on  the  present  occasion  ?" 

^^  No  indeed,  for  it  has  made  me  seem  quite 
brave  to  bear  all  my  little  troubles  for  his  sake 
while  he  is  toiling  so  hard  for  us." 

It  will  be  your  turn  to  have  the  next  letter," 
said  Mr.  AUeyne  smiling  fondly  on  her,  "  but 
I  suppose  I  must  not  ask  to  read  it  all  through, 
as  YOU  have  done  mine." 

^*  Ah  !  yes  you  may — why  not  ?  We  have 
no  secrets  from  you  dear  grandpapa  !" 

''  And  never  will  have  I  hope.  But  you 
must  leave  me  now  for  it  is  growing  late." 

^^  Yes,  and  it  is  as  much  as  my  life  is  worth 
to  be  seen  running,  I  suppose,  even  although  I 
should  stand  the  chance  of  being  benighted  ; 
and  must  be  careful  besides  of  my  growing 
reputation  for  steadiness.     I  think  I  shall  take 
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lessons  in  deportment  from  Lady  Anne,  in  re- 
turn for  my  affording  her  instructions  in  Italian." 

"  She  is  very  graceful  certainly,"  replied 
Mr.  Alley ne,  scarcely  able  to  repress  a  smile  at 
Amy's  simplicity  in  talking  thus  of  an  Earl's 
daughter;  and  secretly  wondering  what  the 
stately  Countess  would  say  and  think,  were  she 
to  hear  her. 

''  Yes  very,  and  now  good  night !"  said 
Amy,  stooping  to  kiss  his  withered  brow,  and 
stealing  another  look  as  she  did  so  at  the  letter 
which  still  lay  open  before  him.  That  is  at 
that  certain  magical  corner  of  it  before 
mentioned,  kept  ever  sacred  to  some  kind 
message  or  remembrance  of  herself.  After 
which  she  turned  away,  and  walked  home 
slowly  and  gravely  enough  to  have  pleased 
even  Mrs.  Jelf,  had  she  been  by ;  but  with  a 
heart  full  of  glad  and  happy  thoughts. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


Time  passed  rapidly  on  at  Castle  Coombe^  but 
without  working  much  of  change  in  the  rela- 
tive positions  of  our  dramatis  person®,  only  that 
Amy's  proper  position  in  the  household  seemed 
more  clearly  defined,  and  it  was  certainly  to  be 
no  longer  a  menial  one.  She  shared  the  in- 
structions of  Miss  Maxwelli  in  music,  with  her 
other  pupils,  communicating  in  return  her  own 
knowledge  of  the  Italian   and    German   Ian- 
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guages,  at  least  as  far  as  she  had  any  encourage* 
ment  to  do  so ;  for  Lady  Anne  never  could 
manage  to  pronounce  the  somewhat  harsh  and 
guttural  accents  of  the  latter,  and  was  indeed 
so  completely  engaged  in  the  study  of  the 
former,  as  to  have  no  time  to  spare  for  any 
thing  else.  And  Lady  Charlotte  found  both 
equally  tedious  and  di£Scult.  Even  the 
Countess  herself  had  once  or  twice  con- 
descended to  give  Amy  some  hints,  as  she  had 
promised,  with  regard  to  the  proper  manage- 
ment of  her  really  sweet  and  flexible  voice,  at 
which  time  the  girPs  unfeigned  and  enthusiastic 
admiration  of  the  brilliant  powers  of  her  in- 
structress,  were  not  entirely  without  their 
effect. 

It  had  become  quite  a  matter  of  course  for 
Amy  to  dine  with  the  family,  except  when,  ae 
she  often  preferred  to  do,  she  took  her  simple 
meal  with  the  kind  old  rector,  to  whom  she 
owed  so  much.  And  not  only  was  she  treated 
by   Lady  Charlotte    with   the  affection  of  a 
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sister,  bat  even  Lady  Anne  eyinced  a  quiet 
courtesy,  somewhat  at  yariance  with  her  usual 
cold  and  haughty  deportment  towards  those 
whom  she  considered  to  be  her  inferiors  in 
birth  and  station ;  indeed  it  was  this  latter  chr- 
cumstance  idiich  tended  much  to  propitiate  the 
Countess,  who  often  suffered  herself  to  take 
the  tone  of  her  likes  and  dislikes  from  her 
equally  proud  and  aristocratic  daughter. 

Amy  was  surprised  and  pleased,  as  it  was 
but  natural  that  she  should  be,  at  the  way 
things  had  turned  out,  so  differently  from  what 
she  had  expected  and  feared.  But  she  grew 
not  proud  nevertheless  at  her  new  elevation, 
but  was  always  at  hand  to  assist  Mrs.  Jelf, 
(much  the  proudest  of  the  two  by  the  bye,  for 
she  had  a  pleasant  habit  of  taking  credit  to  her- 
self on  all  occasions  concerning  Amy,  for  the 
manner  in  which  she  had  brought  her  up,)  in 
any  difficulty  which  might  require  the  aid  of  a 
lighter  or  more  tasteful  fancy  than  the  good 
housekeeper  was  conscious  of  possessing.    And 
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although  it  was  no  longer  her  office,  as  it  had 
once  been,  to  arrange  the  flower  vases  in  her 
ladyship's  boudoir,  Amy  still  cheerfully  under- 
took it  as  a  labour  of  love.  Her  music  and 
embroidery  had  not  rendered  her  a  bit  less 
skilful  in  making  jellies  and  preserves,  or  her 
constant  association  with  the  ladies  of  Castle 
Coombe,  caused  her  to  forget  to  drop  in  occa- 
sionally upon  good  Mrs.  Marsh,  to  take  tea  out 
of  her  own  splendid  gift.  And  never  surely 
did  a  cup  of  tea  taste  so  sweetly  to  Amy.  And 
then  she  used  to  gladden  Jem's  heart  by 
praising  the  flowers  he  still  continued  to  bring 
her,  above  all  the  grand  exotics  in  the  conser- 
vatory up  at  the  castle,  and  delight  his  mother 
by  the  relish  with  which  she  still  eat  and  en- 
joyed her  favorite  cakes.  And  even  Martha 
came  in  as  usual  for  the  kind  smile,  without 
which,  as  she  once  said  in  the  genuine  poetry 
cf  her  simple  and  grateful  heart — 

**  It  seemed  as  if  the  sun  had  forgotten  to  shine." 

Neither    did    Amy    neglect  her   duties   as 
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deputy  librarian  to  her  good  old  friend  the 
rector,  and  many  were  the  long  hours  they 
spent  together  among  his  favorite  books,  in 
which  each  grew  all  the  wiser  and  better  for 
their  studies.  The  old  man  sustained  by  his 
own  thirst  after  knowledge,  and  the  young  girl 
encouraged  by  the  hope  that  Cecil  would  find 
her  improved,  and  have  no  cause  on  his  return 
to  feel  ashamed  of  his  little  playfellow*  And 
there  is  no  fear  of  a  woman*s  ever  becoming  too 
learned  when  she  seeks  improvement  only  in 
this  loveful  spirit,  and  with  a  view  to  please 
and  gratify  others  rather  than  her  own  vanity 
or  love  of  diqplay.  We  do  not  indeed  believe 
in  the  existence  of  this  latter  feeling.  Or  if 
occasionally  forced  upon  our  notice  in  society, 
are  more  inclined  to  pity  them  for  the  cause, 
(for  be  sure  there  is  always  some  cause,)  than 
to  hate  them  for  the  effect. 

Sometimes  Lady  Charlotte  got  leave  to  go 
with  Amy  to  the  rectory,  who  would  point  out 
to  her  all  her  favorite  walks,  and  her  summer 
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Beat  by  the  edge  of  the  sunnj  lake,  or  the 
^^  Rector's  bower/'  as  she  called  it,  which  it 
was  her  own  peculiar  task  to  keep  green  and 
bright,  and  twine  with  all  the  loveliest  flowers 
of  the  season,  and  where  she  used  to  bid  him 
sit  and  think  of  her  when  she  was  away.  And 
her  birds,  so  tame  that  they  came  forth  at  the 
sound  of  her  voice,  and  sat  upon  her  shoulder, 
or  nestled  in  her  bosom,  or  among  her  long 
hair.  But  never  once  did  Amy  mention  the 
name  of  Cecil,  a  sort  of  natural  instinct  making 
her  feel  that  Lady  Charlotte,  with  all  her  good 
nature  and  kind  temper,  was  not  exactly  the 
sort  of  person  of  whom  one  would  wish  to 
make  a  confidante.  How  rarely  indeed  do  we 
find  such  even  among  our  dearest  friends. 
Once,  or  twice  perhaps,  in  a  life  time,  seldom 
more,  but  then  how  we  prize  them. 

Lady  Charlotte,  however,  had  no  reserves 
from  her  companion,  and  nothing  Amy  liked 
better  than  to  sit  and  listen  to  her  descriptions 
of  Italy,  the  land  of  her  own  youthAil  idolatry. 
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And  even  got  in  time  quite  to  love  that 
kind  brother  whom  Bhe  was  never  weary  of 
praising* 

*^  And  is  he  really  never  out  of  temper?" 
asked  she  one  day»  when  the  affectionate  sister 
had  been  descanting  as  usual  upon  her  favorite 
theme. 

"  Oh,  yes  very — that  is,  not  very  frequently. 
But  then  Dunorven  has  a  good  excuse  for 
being  sometimes  a  little  cross  and  irritable,  in 
the  pain  which  his  foot  often  gives  him,  and 
the  sad  consciousness  of  an  incurable  lame- 
ness, so  galling  to  a  young    and    handsome 


^^  I  remember  now  hearing  your  mamma 
once  allude  to  some  accident  which  he  met 
with  years  ago,  I  think  she  said,"  observed 
Amy. 

**  Yes,  when  he  was  quite  a  boy,  in  endea- 
vouring to  save  a  child,  who,  escaping  from  her 
nursery-maid,  had  bounded  heedlessly  into  the 
road,  and  was  in  iminent  danger  of  being  run 
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over,  bad  not  my  brother  snatcbed  ber  up  in 
his  arms.  He  could  not  bowever  escape  in 
time  to  prevent  tbe  ponderous  vehicle  from 
crushing  his  own  foot  and  leg  in  a  most  fright- 
ful manner.  Of  course  I  can  remember  no- 
thing about  it  myself,  but  I  have  beard  say 
that  it  was  perfectly  fearful  to  witness  the 
grief  and  agony  of  my  poor  mamma,  who  I 
verily  believe  likes  him  better  than  all  the  rest 
of  us  put  together;  and  beautiful  to  mark 
Dnnorven's  patience,  and  the  heroic  fortitude 
with  which  he  repressed  every  cry  of  pain,  for 
fear  of  adding  to  her  sufferings.  It  must  have 
been  a  terrible  suspense  for  both  the  few  weeks 
that  followed,  during  which  the  first  physicians 
in  England  were  called  in  and  consulted ;  and 
it  was  agreed  at  length  that  he  need  not  lose 
his  leg,  but  only  consent  to  keep  very  quiet 
for  months,  perhaps  for  years,  and  that  he 
could  never  hope  to  get  entirely  better  of  the 
accident  all  bis  life." 

*'  That  was  sad  indeed,"  said  Amy. 
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"  But  jou  have  not  asked  what  became  of 
the  little  girl  whom  he  saved." 

^'  No,  I  had  forgotten  her.  No  doubt  her 
parents  were  very  grateful,  as  well  as  very  sorry 
for  what  had  happened" 

^'To  be  sure,  and  I  am  quite  angry  with 
Dunorven,  for  not  finishing  the  romance  as  he 
ought,  by  falling  in  love  with  the  fair  heroine, 
whose  life  he  had  preserved  at  the  risk  of  his 
own ;  and  who  might  have  made  up  by  her  love 
and  tenderness  for  all  that  suffering  and  priva- 
tion of  which  she  is  the  innocent  cause." 

'^  Have  they  ever  met  since  ?"  asked  Amy, 
who  was,  perhaps,  somewhat  of  Lady  Char- 
lotte's way  of  thinking. 

*^  Yes,  she  was  staying  at  Milan  at  the  same 
time  we  were,  and  I  remember  thinking  her  very 
cold  and  haughty  at  first,  and  so  did  Dunorven 
too,  but  afterwards,  when  we  met  in  Switzer- 
land, I  altered  my  opinion,  although  he  never 
did,  and  always  avoided  encountering  her  when 
be  possibly  could." 
B  5 
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'<  And  what  made  70a  think  her  leas  oold  ?** 
enquired  Amy. 

'^  Oh  I  I  changed  my  mind  one  day  when  we 
all  went  out  together  to  see  some  maf^nificent 
view  of  the  lake  of  Geneva,  which  had  been 
much  Taunted,  and  was  best  seen  from  the 
summit  of  a  certidn  high  mountain,  up  the  side 
of  which  our  little  party  bounded  with  light 
and  joyous  steps,  I  among  the  number,  forget* 
ting,  as  I  am  so  apt  to  do,  with  all  my  love  for 
DuDorven,  that  he  cannot  climb.  All  but  Miss 
St  Aubyn,  who  still  lingered  until  my  brother, 
who  had  no  mind  for  her  society,  flinging 
himself  carelessly  upon  the  grass,  begged  that 
he  might  not  detain  her.  And  then  it  seems 
the  poor  girl  burst  into  tears,  and  cried  and 
sobbed  like  a  child,  begging  him  to  foi^ve  her 
for  all  that  she  had  made  him  suffer,  and  not 
hate  her  as  she  hated  herself,  every  time  she 
looked  at  him.  Of  course  my  good  brother 
said  all  that  was  kind,  and  gentle,  and  soothing, 
and  succeeded  at  length  in  hushing  her  wild 
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grief;  bot  they  nerer  met  again.  He  was 
careful,  he  used  to  tell  us,  to  spare  her  that 
pain ;  but  I  hare  often  doabted  whether  Miss 
St  Aubyn  fdt  pleased  or  gxatefnl  for  his 
studied  aToidanoe,  although  meant  in  kindness.*' 

*^  Poor  girl  I"  said  Amy  compassicHiatelj, 
^*  after  all  it  was  no  fault  of  hers." 

"  Certainly  not,  and  Dunorven  would  haye 
been  the  last  person  to  hare  thought  so»  who 
never  imagines  evil  of  any  one.  He  was  very 
far  from  hating,  but  on  the  contrary,  pitied  her 
very  much ;  and  used  to  say  that  he  was  proud 
of  having  preserved  such  a  pretty  little  creature 
by  the  mere  sacrifice  of  a  foot,  as  who  could 
help  being  ?  But  then  he  had  no  inclination  to 
avail  himself  of  all  the  enviable  and  peculiar 
advantages  of  his  position,  or  I  do  think  he 
would  not  have  found  the  proud  and  beautiful 
heiress,  courted  and  admired  as  she  was,  very 
difficult  to  be  wooed  and  won." 

^^  Ah  I  I  can  fancy  her  liking  him  very 
much,  as  we  always  must  do  those  to  whom  we 
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feel  grateAil,  and  more  especially  those  who 
have  suffered  for  11%"  said  Amy. 

*'  I  can  see  you  would  have  turned  out  a 
heroine  quite  after  my  own  heart,"  observed 
Lady  Charlotte  laughingly ;  *^  and  then  Dunor- 
ven  could  not  have  helped  loving  you,  like  all 
the  rest  of  us,  even  down,  or  rather  up  to  good, 
stiff,  prim  Mrs.  Jelf !  Even  my  gnive  sister 
Anne  is  a  little  thawed  in  the  presence  of  your 
sunny  smile,  and  mamma  positively  civil; 
while  Miss  Maxwell  holds  you  up  as  a  bright 
example  of  perfection,  before  the  'eyes  of  a 
certain  wilful  pupil;  and  Mr.  Alleyne,  dear 
simple  roan  I  thinks.  I  do  verily  believe,  that 
there  is  not  your  equal  in  the  whole  world !" 

^'  Is  he  simple  on  that  account  ?"  asked  Amy 
archly. 

'^  No  indeed ;  but  pray  tell  me  if  I  have 
left  out  any  of  your  admirers  ?** 

'^  Oh !  yesy  there  is  Jem,  the  gardener's  boy 
— and  Mrs.  Marsh,  the  baker's  wife— and 
Martha,  the   under-housemaid — and — "   Amy 
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paused,  but  she  did  not  add  auy  other  name ; 
it  would  have  been  a  shame  to  have  placed  that 
of  Cecil  at  the  end  of  the  list. 

"  Hold !"  interrupted  Lady  Charlotte,  '*  I 
stand  convicted  of  speaking  as  usual  on  a 
subject  far  beyond  my  comprehension ;  and  yet 
1  would  fain  learn  from  you  the  art  of  attaining 
to  this  great  popularity." 

*'  Nay,  I  think  it  must  come  naturally — or 
else  every  one  loves  me,  because  I  love  every 
one,"  added  Amy,  unconsciously  quoting  the 
simple  and  truthful  words  spoken  years  before 
by  a  young  child,  from  out  of  the  depths  of  its 
clear,  innocent  spirit.  And  so  it  ever  is,  for  the 
most  part,  the  hoinff  are  the  beloved! 
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CHAPTER  IL 


"^  A  LETTER  for  Miss  Amy,"  said  Martha,  en- 
tering the  school-room  one  morning  with  her 
bright  face  glowing  with  happiness^  and  step- 
ping out  of  her  usual  department  on  purpose 
that  she  might  have  the  pleasure  of  presenting 
it  herself;  a  breach  of  discipline  for  which 
Mrs.  Jelf  foigot  to  chide  her  on  recognizing 
the  London  post  mark,  and  was  even  guilty  of 
a  similar  one  in  lingering  for  a  moment  at  the 
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door  to  see  by  Amy's  <x>onteiiance  that  it  con* 
tained  no  bod  news. 

'^  Oil  !  thank  yon,  Martha — a  thousand 
thanks  T  exclaimed  the  delighted  girl,  pressing 
it  to  her  lips  in  her  thoughtless  joy ;  while 
Lady  Charlotte  laughed  less  at  the  action 
itself;  than  the  good  housekeeper's  look  of 
blank  horror  and  amazement. 

Amy  coloured  a  little,  and  in  answer  to  their 
enquiring  glances,  said  excusingly,  that  it  was 
from  her  brother,  which  of  course  only  made 
matters  worse. 

<^  Why  I  did  not  know  you  had  a  brother, 
Miss  Fitzallan,"  said  the  simple  Miss  Max* 
well. 

''  No,  no  more  she  has,  Miss,"  said  Mrs.  Jelf 
coming  to  Amy's  assistance  at  this  critical 
moment,  although,  by  the  bye,  it  was  more 
than  she  deserved ;  *^  but  you  see  that  she  and 
Cecil,  Mr.  Qrey,  I  mean,  the  rector's  grandson, 
were  brought  up  together  from  quite  children. 
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and  have  got  into  a  foolish  habit  of  calling  one 
another  brother  and  sister." 

'^  Ah  I  foolish  indeed,  but  you  never  told  me 
about  that.  Amy.  And  so  he  writes  to  you. 
Does  he  begin  with  ^  my  dear  sister  ?' "  asked 
the  lively  Lady  Charlotte,  peeping  over  the 
shoulder  of  her  companion,  who  had  already 
grown  oblivious  to  all  around  her,  and  was 
meditating  a  fresh  attack  on  the  nerves  of  poor 
Mrs.  Jelf,  by  suddenly  starting  up,  and  clap- 
ping her  hands  joyfully  together. 

^^  Miss  Fitzallan,"  began  the  housekeeper 
reproachfully.  But  Amy's  first  pleading  word 
put  all  the  intended  lecture  out  of  her  head. 

^^  He  is  coming  back  to  stay  a  whole  week 
perhaps  I  Are  you  not  glad  ?" 

^^  Yes  indeed,  and  so  will  Mr.  Alleyne  be." 
^^  Ah  !  I  long  to  tell  him  the  good  news !" 
'^  I  for  one  will  excuse  your  lessons  for  this 
morning,"  said  Lady  Charlotte  half  indolently, 
and  half  in  good  natured  sympathy  with  her 
impatience. 
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*'  No,  no,  I  oan  see  by  Mrs.  Jelfs  counten- 
anoe  that  I  have  been  very  naughty,  and  deserve 
to  be  punished ;  so  I  will  summons  up  moral 
courage  enough  to  punish  myself  by  remaining 
quietly  at  my  studies,  until  the  usual  hour  of 
his  reaching  the  library.  And  in  return  for 
this  glorious  self  denial,  shall  expect  a  free 
pardon  for  all  past  offences." 

^^  You  are  indeed  a  sad,  wild  girl  I  and  I 
much  fear  incorrigible,**  said  the  stately  house- 
keeper, with  difficulty  preserving  the  gravity 
she  thought  due  and  decorous  in  the  presence 
of  the  ladies  of  Castle  Coombe. 

"  No,  not  incorrigible,  dear  Jelfy  I"  ex- 
claimed Amy,  her  spirits  unusually  elated  at 
the  prospect  of  so  soon  meeting  Cecil  again. 
^^  Do  not  give  me  up  yet,"  and  she  flung  her 
arms  about  the  old  ladyVneck,  and  gave  vent 
to  the  exuberance  of  her  joy  in  a  fond  and 
playful  kiss. 

'^  My  gracious !"  said  the  housekeeper,  turn- 
ing actually  a  shade  paler,  as  she  adjusted  her 
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cap  and  frill,  and  moved  away  as  fast  as  was  at 
all  consistent  with  her  peculiar  notions  of  a 
graceful  and  dignified  deportment.  ^^Wbat 
would  the  Countess  say  P"' 

Lady  Charlotte  laughed  aloud,  while  even 
Miss  Maxwell  herself  could  scarcely  avoid  join- 
ing in  her  noisy  mirth.  And  the  Lady  Anne 
lifted  up  her  large,  languid  eyes  from  the  book 
she  was  reading,  with  a  bewildered  and  enquir- 
ing glance,  as  though  she  would  have  asked 
what  it  was  all  about,  but  finding  it  too  much 
trouble,  or  not  being  sufficiently  interested  in 
the  parties  concerned,  let  them  fall  again,  and 
quietly  resumed  her  studies. 

Never  seemed  those  slow  and  gentle  ton^s 
less  musical  to  the  ear  of  the  impatient  Amy, 
than  on  that  morning,  as  they  dwelt  lingeringly 
on  the  rich  accents  of  the  language  in  which 
she  had  already  made  such  progress,  while  Lady 
Charlotte's  \isual  careless  inattention  was 
equally  provoking.  But  when  it  came  to  her 
own  turn  to  practise  singing  and  music  with 
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Miss  Maxwell,  she  felt  what  little  right  she  had 
to  find  fault  with  others,  and  made  more 
blunders  in  her  time  and  notes,  than  even 
Charlotte  herself,  had  previously  done  in 
grammar  and  pronunciation,  thereby  severely 
trying  the  patience  and  good  humour  of  the 
kind-hearted  governess,  which  fortunately  for 
all  her  pupils  seemed  ezhaustless. 

*'  Thank  you,**  said  Amy,  as  she  arose  at 
length,  pushing  away  the  music*stool,  and 
closing  her  books  for  the  day  with  great  glee. 
^*  Thank  you  very  much  for  the  gentleness  with 
which  you  have  borne  all  my  idleness  and  want 
of  attention.  To-morrow  you  shall  see  that  I 
will  be  quite  good  again." 

*^  Ah  I  that  to-morrow  which  never  comes," 
said  Miss  Maxwell  with  a  smile. 

*'  But  it  shall  come  this  time." 

*^  One  moment.  Amy,"  said  Lady  Charlotte, 
laying  her  hand  detainingly  upon  that  of  the 
retreating  girl,  who  was  already  in  the  act  of 
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departing.  "  I  want  you  to  tell  me  the  Italian 
of  this  one  word." 

**  Well,  what  is  it  that  you  wish  to  know  ?" 

^'  The  terip  used  in  that  language  for  brother, 
my  dear  Miss  Fitzallan,**  replied  her  companion 
archly. 

Amy  closed  the  door  hastily,  and  went 
laughing  and  bounding  along  the  hall,  towards 
the  grand  staircase  leading  to  the  library, 
where  she  expected  to  find  the  rector,  in  a  man- 
ner  that  would  have  astonished  Mr^.  Jelf,  even 
more  than  it  did  her  stately  mistress,  who 
chanced  to  be  also  passing  that  way.  Her  cold, 
good  morning  was  the  first  intimation  which 
Amy  received  of  the  presence  of  the  Countess, 
and  as  she  afterwards  told  Mr.  AUeyne,  she 
felt  herself  gradually  stiffening,  as  though  there 
was  a  strange  power  in  those  proud,  keen  eyes 
to  turn  the  gazer  into  stone. 

"  You  have  been  either  giving  or  receiving 
a  dancing  lesson  I  presume,*^  said  her  ladyship 
coldly. 


THE  OBANDFATHBR.  21 

Amy  shook  her  head,  and  tried  to  keep  down 
the  rebellions  comers  of  her  dimpling  mouth, 
which  would  be  perpetually  breaking  forth  into 
smiles,  the  natural  tokens  of  a  heart  full,  to 
oyerflowingy  with  innocent  joy. 

''  I  merely  concluded  so  by  the  manner  in 
which  you  pirouetted  across  the  half  just 
now." 

''  Did  I  pirouette  ?"  said  the  girl  simply,  and 
feeling  as  if  at  the  present  moment  she  should 
have  very  little  dilfficulty  in  flying  over  any 
thing. 

These  ideal  wings  belong  only  to  the  season 
of  early  youth,  and  droop  all  too  soon,  so  that  as 
we  grow  older  we  come  nearer  and  nearer  to 
the  earth,  treading,  ah,  how  wearily  at  times, 
those  thorny  places  of  life  which  in  earlier 
years  we  were  wont  to  flit  over  like  a  bird. 

"  Shall  we  see  you  at  dinner?**  said  the 
Countess  after  a  pause,  and  in  a  more  gracious 
tone,  fancying  from  the  giVl's  demure  attitude, 
and  downcast  eyes,  that  the  proper  impression 
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had  been  made,  and  she  was  not  likely  to  again 
offend  by  that  over  buoyancy  of  spirit  so  much 
at  variance  with  her  strict  ideas  of  dignity  and 
propriety. 

^^  Not  if  your  ladyship  will  excuse  me,**  re- 
plied Amy,  dreading  perhaps  a  lecture  in 
reserve,  and  more  than  ever  anxious  for  a  quiet 
t^te-it'tSte  with  her  old  friend.  *^  I  have  pro- 
mised Mr.  AUeyne  to  return  with  him." 

^'  Be  it  so  then,"  said  the  Countess,  ^'  you 
owe  the  good  rector  much  for  his  early  care 
care  and  attention  to  you,  and  I  should  be 
sorry  at  any  time  to  interfere  with  that  proper 
and  dutiful  affection  to  which  he  is  so  justly 
entitled." 

Amy  cortesied  in  silence,  and  thought 
within  herself,  as  she  watched  her  sweep  grace- 
fully past,  that  it  was  a  marvel  good  Mrs.  Jelf 
was  not  ten  times  more  strict  and  prim,  than 
was  in  reality  the  case,  if  that  were  possible, 
which  we  are  half  iifclined  to  doubt ;  and  won- 
dered how  Lady  Charlotte  could  posdbly  have 
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escaped  the  influence  of  such  an  ultra  refined 
school  of  manners. 

Mr.  Alleyne  was  seated  as  usual  in  his 
fiivorite  comer  of  the  library,  and  so  engrossed 
in  his  studies  as  not  even  to  notice  her  entrance, 
until  she  actually  came  and  seated  herself  upon 
the  low  stool  at  his  feet,  looking  up  so  gladly 
into  his  face  with  her  laughing  eyes,  that  he 
guessed  at  once  something  more  than  com* 
monly  pleasant  had  occurred,  and  that  that 
something  must  necessarily  relate  to  Cecil. 

^*  Your  turn  has  come  already,"  said  he, 
"  and  you  have  got  a  letter.  Remember 
your  promise.  Amy,  that  I  am  to  see  it.*' 

**  Yes,  bye  and  bye,  dear  grandpapa  I  But 
I  have  better  news  still.'* 

*^  He  is  coming  back  then**-soon — perhaps 
to-morrow  ?" 

^^  Yes,  to-morrow,  and  for  a  whole  week, 
which  will  not  be  half  long  enough  for  all  that 
we  shall  have  to  hear  and  tell  one    another. 
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May/t  ask  the  Coantess  to  spare  me  for  that 
'time,  and  spend  it  all  with  you  and  him  ?"  she 
added  ooazingly. 

^^  I  think  not/'  replied  the  rector  after  a 
moment's  thought,  ^^  it  may  look  strange,  per- 
haps." Simple  enough  he  was,  heaven  knows, 
and  yet  not  quite  so  simple  as  our  young 
heroine. 

^'  What  may  look  strange  P*"  asked  Amy  im- 
patiently. ''  She  must  know  how  we  love  one 
another.  And  what  a  world  of  news  he  must 
have  to  tell  me  after  so  long  an  absence." 

'^  Well,  we  will  see  about  it,  30  smile  again 
dear  child  I  And  at  least  I  will  ask  her  myself 
to  spare  you  all  day  to-morrow." 

*^  Oh,  that  it  were  come !  T  wonder  if  Cecil 
is  equally  impatient." 

^*  Most  probably  not,  you  forget  that  he  is 
no  longer  a  boy  now,  but  a  grave  and  learned 
man,  as  Mrs.  Jelf  prophesied  he  would 
be." 
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*'  But  do  you  diink  he  is  really  so  veiy  much 
altered?"  asked  Amy  anxiously. 

^^  Not  in  heart  at  least ;  I  am  sure  of 
that." 

'^  And  that  is  all  that  signifies.  He  may  be 
as  grand,  and  learned,  and  eloquent  to  all 
others  as  he  likes,  so  he  is  unchanged  to  me, 
which  I  am  sure  he  will  be.  And  yet  I  do  not 
think  we  shall  find  him  very  grave  either,  for 
read  his  letter,  grandpapa,  wherein  he  mentions 
aU  the  indispensables  which  he  shall  expect  to 
find  to  welcome  his  return.  Some  of  Mrs. 
Jeirs  best  preserved  ginger,  and  raspberry  jam, 
which  I  must  not  forget  to  mention  ere  we 
return,  since  it  will  put  her  in  high  good 
humour  with  me  again.  A  good  supply  of 
^  Amy's  cakes,'  as  he  used  to  call  them,  from 
Mrs.  Marsh,  which  we  will  step  into  the 
village  and  order  as  we  go  home ;  and  some- 
thing else,  that  I  am  not  so  sure  he  will  get," 
added  the  girl,  laughing  and  colouring  slightly, 

VOL.  II.  c 
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ftsahekdd  her  hand  pkyfiiUy  over  the  para- 
graph in  question,  although  the  old  man  was 
not  alow  in  guesaing  ita  purport* 

^^  Najy  nothing  must  be  wanting  on  that 
day,"  said  he,  **  and  now  you  hate  quite  spoiled 
my  morning's  work  with  your  good  news,  and 
merry  face." 

''  If  it  had  only  been  half  as  long  to  you  as 
it  has  seemed  to  me,**  observed  Amy,  *^  you 
would  not  very  much  regret  that*  Here  have 
I  been  sitting  with  the  patience  of  a  martyr, 
ever  since  post. time,  burning  to  meet  with 
some  one  to  whom  I  oould  explain  my  happi'* 
nessy  and  feeling  as  if  it  would  have  been  the 
greatest  possible  relief  to  have  flung  my  book 
at  the  head  of  the  Lady  Anne,  for  looking  so 
calmly  placid,  or  her  sister  for  laughing  so  im<- 
moderately  at  nothing  at  alL" 

^'  Nay,  Amy,  you  must  learn  to  get  the 
better  of  these  silly  freaks  of  temper,  and 
remember  that  you  are  now  no  longer  a 
child/ 
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^  Yes,  I  know  it  is  very  foolish,  dear  grand- 
papa, to  use  the  yerj  gentlest  word  possible. 
Bat  yon  shall  see  how  good  and  steady  I  mean 
to  be  when  Cecil  comes  back.'' 

*'  Ah,  seeing  is  beUeving,"  said  Mr.  Alleyne, 
^*  and  now  I  will  go  and  get  carie  blanche  for 
a  day's  absence  from  the  Countess." 

*^  Only  a  day,  dear  grandpapa." 

^'  Well,  a  day  to  begin  with,  and  Cecil  may 
come  and  beg  for  the  rest  himself,  if  he  wants 
the  plague  of  yon." 

^  Now  yott  are  growing  saucy  and  indepen- 
dent," said  Amy  laughingly,  and  holding  up 
her  finger  in  pkyful  threatening,  ^'  thinking 
you  will  be  able  to  do  without  me  for  a  while, 
but  remember,  that  when  he  is  gone  you  will 
be  left  entirely  to  my  mercy  again  T 

^'  And  what  methods  do  you  mean  to  take 
to  bring  me  to  a  sense  of  my  injustice  ?"  asked 
the  good  humoured  old  man. 

'^  Never  once  coming  near  you  all  day  long 
for  a  whole  week  T 
c3 
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*«  And  who  wiU  be  the  greatest  offerer  by 
this,  Amy,  do  you  think  ?" 

^^  Now,  I  declare,  as  Mrs.  Jelf  told  me  only 
this  morning,  you  are  growing  quite  incor- 
rigible !  1  must  take  advice  from  Cecil  on  the 
subject.  But  seriously,  my  dear  grandpapa  1 
will  you  go  now  and  prefer  your  petition,  while 
I  make  all  things  tidy  in  furtherance  of  my 
duty  as  sub-librarian,  which  has  hitherto  been 
a  mere  honorary  office." 

^'  Suppose  she  should  refuse,**  thought  the 
girl,  with  that  happy  art  of  self-tormenting 
which  we  are  all  so  apt  occasionally  to  indulge 
in.  "  And  it  would  be  just  like  her.  And  yet 
she  promised  never  to  keep  me  from  Mr.  Al- 
leyne,  and  is  more  civil  to  him  than  any  one 
that  I  ever  saw  her  speak  to.  I  hope  he  will 
not  say  too  much  about  Cecil,  for  fear  she 
should  take  some  such  notion  in  her  head,  as 
poor  dear  Mrs.  Jelf  used  occasionally  to  utter, 
about  its  being  improper  our  being  so  much 
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together.  And  I  do  think  that  I  should  posi- 
tively ran  away,  were  she  to  refuse  me  per- 
mission to  go  decorously.  Well,  dear  grand* 
papa  !''  exclaimed  the  girl,  springing  off  the 
top  of  the  step-ladder  upon  his  entrance,  at  the 
risk  of  her  neck  ;  ^'but  I  see  by  your  smile 
that  it  is  all  right,  and  I  may  ga" 

^'  Yes,  the  Countess  has  not  only  consented 
to  spare  you  all  to-morrow,  but  included  Cecil 
in  a  general  invitation  for  the  following  day,  to 
dine  and  spend  the  evening  here.^ 

''  For  which  Cecil  will  not  thank  her,  or  I 
Mther ;  for  we  would  a  thousand  times  rather 
be  roaming  together  through  all  our  old 
haunts.'* 

^'  Neverdidess,  I  have  accepted  it  in  the 
same  kind  spirit  in  which  it  was  offered,  and 
shall  be  proud  to  introduce  my  grandson  to  her 
Ladyship.** 

"  How  selfish  I  am  !"  said  Amy  in  a  self* 
npbraiding  tone. 
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*'  No  dearest !  only  thoughtless.  And  now 
that  you  have  reduced  all  things  so  nicely  to 
order,  we  will  take  our  departure." 

Amy  did  not  forget  to  apprise  Mrs.  Jelf  of 
what  was  expected  from  her,  who  was  duly 
proud  and  pleased  with  Cecil's  remembrance, 
and  faithfully  promised  that  nothing  should  be 
wanting,  on  her  part  at  least,  in  the  shape  of 
a  sweet  welcome,  while  Mrs.  Marsh  set  about 
the  immediate  preparation  of  her  cakes,  in  a 
flutter  of  ddight  at  the  young  gentleman's 
condescension,  as  she  termed  it ;  so  that  Amy's 
only  fear  was,  lest  in  her  over  anxiety  to  make 
them  better  than  usual,  the  whole  batch  should 
be  spoiled,  a  suspicion  which  turned  out  in  the 
end  to  be  utterly  groundless.  Then  there  was 
the  vases  to  fill  with  his  favourite  flowers. 
The  bower  where  he  used  to  love  to  sit,  to  be 
put  in  order.  And  Amy  could  not  forbear 
taking  a  solitary  peep  at  the  little  lake,  which 
was  so  soon  once  again  to  reflect  upon  its  bosom 
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another  faee  beside  her  own,  m  in  old  time^ 
and  even  faaeied  that  it  went  Bmiling  and  rip* 
ling  along  in  the  fading  €niilight,  as  though  it 
were  rejoieing  in  her  bright  antieipationa  of 
iiappinesa. 

And  when  it  grew  too  late  to  be  out  of  doore* 
and  the  reetor  had  eank  quietly  into  hia  uenal 
after  dinner  nap,  she  took  down  all  the  books 
whieh  thejr  had  used  to  peruse  together,  one 
after  the  other,  reading  only  bene  and  there  a 
penciled  passage^  or  where  the  page  had  been 
turned  down,  or  a  leaf  or  flower  inserted,  to 
mark  some  favourite  place.  Sometimes  pausing 
to  wonder  whether  he  thought  now  exactly  as 
he  had  done  then.  She  was  sure  that  she  did  ; 
but  then  women  ha^e  less  temptation  to  change, 
and  in  general  take  the  hue  and  colour  of  their 
^ews  and  opinions  from  others.  At  least  the 
wisest  and  happiest  of  them  do,  as  indeed,  it  is 
but  natural  that  they  should.  And  when 
Mr.  AUeyne  woke  up  at  length,  she  practised 
all  Ce^iPs  faY4>urite  songs^  with  a  dozen  new 
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ones,  learned  of  the  ladies  of  Castle  Coombe, 
which  she  was  sure  he  would  like  because  she 
did ;  concluding  the  evening  with  their  mingled 
and  earnest  prayers  that  no  accident  might 
hinder  the  speedy  return  of  him,  whom  they  so 
loved,  to  his  home. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


There  was  no  sleep  that  night  for  Amy,  or  if 
she  did,  for  a  few  moments  at  a  time,  it  was  only 
to  dream  that  Cecil  had  come  back,  and  wake 
up  with  a  vague  feeling  of  disappointment  to 
find  how  many  hours  must  elapse  before  that 
could  possibly  come  to  pass.  It  was  something 
however  to  have  the  arrangement  of  their  late 
breakfast  to  look  to,  the  flowers,  the  creams, 
the  cakes,  everything  that  he  had  loved  when  a 
c  5 
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boy,  even  his  favorite  seat,  next  to  hers  of 
course,  was  placed  ready  for  him  as  usuaL 
Then  it  took  an  extra  ten  minates  to  arrange 
every  glossy  ringlet  just  as  he  had  loved  to  see 
her  wear  them,  and  set  to  rights  one  of  ^he 
neatest  and  prettiest  little  morning  gowns  ima- 
ginable, white,  because  Cecil  liked  her  best  in 
white.  Althoagh  a  few  moments  afterwards 
half  her  work  was  disarranged  at  once  by  the 
bounding  step  with  which  she  flew  down  the 
garden,  having  no  fear  of  the  Countess,  or  Mrs. 
Jelf,  before  her  eyes,  at  the  fancied  sound  of 
4m  approaching  vehicle ;  and  it  was  only  fancy 
after  alL 

^'  I  told  you  that  he  could  not  possibly  be 
here  yet,  for  this  half  hour,"  said  Mr.  Alieyne, 
who  sat  as  usual  with  a  book  in  his  hands, 
although  we  will  not  iNretend  to  say  how  much 
he  read  of  it.  But  it  is  certiun  as  we  grow 
older  we  take  these  aort  of  things  much  more 
quietly,  these  brief  partings  and  joyful  meet- 
i]]|ga,  which  form  the  epochs  of  young  lives. 
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Aad  yet  the  good  old  man  was  not  quite'  aa- 
calm  and  eollected  aa  usual  either. 

"  A  whole  half  kour  T  repeated  Amy  impa* 
iiently,  *^  I  think  yowr  wateh  nmst  be  too 
alow.** 

"  It  is  right  by  the  ehureh  eloek;  bat  I  fancy 
it  is  the  eoaeh  whieh  is.  too  alow  this  morning^ 
my  childr 

^  I  wish  thcf  would  have  a  railway  to  Castle 
Coombe,"  said  the  girl,  walking  to  the  window. 

'*  I  thought  yott  promised  to  be  very  good 
and  patient  all  to-day  ?^  observed  the  rector. 

'^  Yes,  so  Z  didf  when  Cecil  «ame  back,  if 
yon  recollect,  so  I  may  make  mysdf  as  disa** 
greeable  as  I  please  until  then,  may  I  not?** 

'^  If  you  can,**  replied  her  companion  fondly. 

'^  Hush]  dear  Grandpapa!  What  was 
that?  No  it  has  passed  on.  I  will  just  walk  a 
little  way  up  the  garden,  and  watch,  like 
lister  Anne,  in  Blue  Beard,  for  the  cloud  of' 
dust** 

Long  did  Amy  watch  and  wait ;  aye  even 
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until  the  very  minute,  when,  had  she  been  wise^ 
she  might  have  began  her  vigil,  but  who  ever 
could  be  wifle  while  anxiouslj  expecting  the 
return  of  a  beloved  object  ?  Or  give  heed  to 
ought  but  their  own  eager  and  impatient  long- 
ings? Or  when  did  time  or  stage  coaches 
abate  one  iota  of  their  stern  and  regular  punc- 
tuality on  our  account?  At  length,  however^ 
her  glad  tones  broke  upon  the  ear  of  Mr. 
AUeyne. 

^'  Now,  now !  Grandpapa  I  I  see  them  gal- 
loping I"  While  instead  of  flying  forth  to  meet 
him,  as  she  had  intended  up  to  the  last  moment. 
Amy,  with  a  strange  and  unaccountable  feeling 
of  bashfulness,  retreated  into  the  house,  and 
crept  timidly  to  the  side  of  Mr.  Alleyne. 

After  a  brief  interval,  the  hasty  tread  of 
approaching  footsteps  was  heard  coming  up  the 
gravel  path,  and  Cecil  Grey  once  more  stood 
with  a  flushed  cheek  and  sparkling  eyes  in  his 
early  home.  That  home  which  he  had  left  so 
short  a  time  before,  a  hopeful  boy,  and  now  re^ 
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turned  to  with  something  of  that  natural  and 
manly  pride,  which  sits  so  well  on  those  who 
have  deserved  to  possess  the  feeling. 

^*  What  no  one  to  meet  and  greet  me  upon 
the  threshold?"  said  he,  affectionately  pressing 
the  withered  hand  of  his  venerable  relative. 
^*  Amy,  how  was  this?"  And  as  he  turned 
towards  her,  the  girl  shrank  back  instinctively. 

**  Nay,  you  must  not  think  us  cold,  Cecil, 
ibr  Amy  has  been  up,  and  looking  out  for  you 
ever  since  the  dawn,  although  she  ran  away  at 
last,  just  at  the  very  moment  I  do  believe  the 
silly  child  is  afraid  of  you." 

*^  Is  it  so,  dearest  ?"  asked  his  grandson  in  a 
low  voice. 

*'  N09  no,  forgive  me,  I  am  very  foolish !" 
said  Amy  colouring,  and  holding  out  her  hand 
instead  of  holding  up  her  cheek,  as  her  old  play- 
fellow seemed  to  think,  by  his  looks,  would  have 
been  no  more  than  natural.  ^'  But  you  really 
are  so  grown — so  altered." 

"  Only  in  appearance.  Amy." 
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<*  YeSy  I  might  have  been  sore  of  that  But 
are  70a  certain  that  you  are  quite  well  with 
these  pale  cheeks  7^ 

^^  The  inevitable  result  of  over  much  study, 
and  perhaps  the  want  of  a  little  country  air ; 
but  you  will  see  me  look  quite  blooming  before 
I  leave  you." 

**  I  hope  so,^  said  the  rector,  gazing  proudly 
upon  the  strikingly  handsome  face  and  figure 
of  his  nephew.  ''  And  now  make  breakfast* 
dearchildl  for  I  am  sure  tkatCecul  must  be 
«tarved^ 

*'  Almost,  I  confess." 

^'  See,  there  is  everything  that  you  stipulated 
for,  preserved  ginger  and  alL^ 

^'  No  not  quite  everything,^  said  Cecil, 
glancing  at  Amy,  who  was  ^ing  all  she  could 
to  mind  what  she  was  about 

The  old  man  caught  the  look  and  laughed. 

'^  Yon  forget,"  said  he,  ^  that  <nr  Amy  is 
ao  longer  a  child,  to  ffwe  away  ber  kisses  un- 
asked." 


THB  QaAjn>FATHEB.  39 

^  Bat  I  did  ask.'* 

**  You  demanded  m  a  right,  what  job  must 
learn  to  solicit  as  a  favoiir,"  said  Mr.  Alleyne 
with  a  smile. 

''  In  that  ease  I  most  homUy  plead  for 
pardon  I"  exclaimed  Cecil,  dropping  upon  his 
knees  before  the  confused  girl,  with  an  assumed 
playfulness  which  could  not  entirelj  conceal  a 
deeper  feeling.  **  How  long  do^ou  condemn 
me  to  do  penance  for  my  offence,  Amy  ?" 

'*  I  suppose  I  must  forgive  it  this  once," 
replied  she  in  the  same  tone,  *^  since  you  are 
so  very,  very  hungry!"  And  as  she  bent 
timidly  towards  him  to  reoeivo  the  kiss  of  peace, 
as  Cecil  called  it,  both  felt  that  she  was  indeed 
no  longer  a  child. 

And  now  he  has  taken  his  seat  beside  her, 
and  they  are  chatting  merrily  together  as  of 
old.  Amy  feels  quite  glad  when  he  turns 
away  to  converse  with  his  grandfather,  because 
4he  can  then  look  at  him  unobserved.    And 
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how  proud  she  is  of  him,  thinking,  as  well  she 
might,  that  there  can  scarcely  be  his  equal  in 
the  whole  world  I  How  eloquently,  as  it  seems 
to  that  simple  girl,  does  the  future  barrister 
discourse  upon  every  theme.  How  wise  he  has 
grown  in  matters  of  which  she  knows  nothing, 
not  even  the  name.  How  should  she?  for 
what  has  a  woman  to  do  with  politics  7  What 
a  light  seems  to  shine  upon  his  high,  intellectual 
brow,  and  in  his  dark  earnest  eyes.  And  what 
a  brilliant  smile  is  perpetually  flitting  over  his 
somewhat  haughty  lip.  And  now  that  she  is 
used  to  it,  she  thinks  that  he  looks  all  the  better 
for  being  pale,  or  at  least,  a  thousand  times 
more  intellectual,  and  so  there  gradually  blends 
with  her  former  love  for  him,  that  deep  rever- 
ence which  forms  the  firmest  bond  of  union 
between  the  sexes.  A  man  may  love,  and  far 
oftener  than  not,  does  love  one  beneath  him  in 
point  of  intellect  But  it  seems  as  natural  for 
a  woman  to  look  up  to  the  object  of  her  afSso- 
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tion,  as  the  flower  to  the  moon^the  glow-worm 
to  the  star— or  any  other  pretty  and  poetical 
image  which  may  occur  to  the  memory  or  ima*- 
gination  of  our  gentle  readers. 

There  is  no  saying  but  what  that  morning 
meal  might  have  been  prolonged  even  until 
mid-day  but  for  the  rector,  who  had  his  usual 
duties  to  attend  to,  and  the  young  people  were 
left  to  amuse  themselves  for  the*  next  few  hours 
after  their  own  fashion. 

^*  Let  us  go  down  to  the  lake,"  said  Cecil, 
**  and  look  at  ourselves  as  we  did  when  I  first 
left  Castle  Coombe.  Have  you  ever  thought 
of  that  since,  Amy  ?" 

'^  Oh,  yes,  it  was  but  last  night  that  I  went 
there  all  alone,  and  half  fearful  lest  you  might 
have  forgotten  all  about  it" 

*^  We  were  both  to  blame  then  it  seems,  for 
our  foolish  doubts,  and  must  promise  never  to 
entertain  such  i^ain." 

«'  I  do  not  think  that  I  ever  really  did  in  my 
heart,"  said  Amy  ingenuously. 
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**  And  you  never  will,  dearest?" 

Cecil  did  not  say  dear  sister  as  of  old,  and 
Amy's  heightened  color  shewed  that  she  marked 
the  difference*  Silly  Amy,  she  felt  at  first 
almost  disappointed  at  the  omission  of  this 
cherished  term  of  endearment,  and  felt  some* 
what  awkward  and  embarrassed  at  the  change ; 
but  nevertheless  she  could  answer  this  question 
firankly  enough. 

"  Never,  never,  I  hope !" 

And  now  once  again  they  stood  side  by  side, 
looking  into  the  stream,  until  Cecil  turned  from 
it  to  gaze  more  earnestly  than  he  had  yet  done, 
into  the  bright  face  of  his  companion. 

*^  Why  how  beautiful  you  have  grown. 
Amy!" 

"  Ah  I  you  must  not  say  that,  or  Mrs.  Jelf 
will  scold,**  said  the  giri,  with  something  of  her 
former  archness. 

**  But  I  must  and  will,  and  you  may  put  up 
your  saucy  lip,  and  shake  back  your  curls  if 
you  like,  as  though  well  aware  of  the  fkot" 
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^'  Oh !  I  hope  yon  too  do  not  think  me  vain," 
asid  Amy,  more  earnestly  thsn  the  subjectBoemed 
to  demand.  **  Indeed,  indeed,  I  only  wished 
for  beauty  that  yon  and  dear  Mr.  AUeyne 
might  be  proud  of  me,  and  loye  me  all  the 
more.** 

'*  And  so  we  are,  my  Amy  T  replied  Cecil, 
gratified  by  her  simple  and  candid  admission. 
^'  But  cannot  be  more  fond,  because  we  love 
you  so  very  much  already.'' 

^  You  too  are  changed,"  said  the  girl  after  a 
pause. 

'^  For  the  better  of  course,  so  I  will  save  you 
ihe  trouble  of  searching  for  a  compliment. 
But  was  it  this  exuberant  head  of  hair,  or  my 
^gantic  height,  which  frightened  you  so  this 
morning  ?** 

"  Neither,  but — but  I  believe  I  was  very, 
▼cry  foolish.'' 

^'  Foolish  indeed  to  be  afraid  of  your  old 
playfellow.    But  you  do  not  fear  me  now  ?" 
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"  No  not  here.  It  seems  like  old  times  come 
again,  and  I  forget  how  wise  and  learned  yon 
have  grown,  while  I  am  yet  a  silly  child !'' 

**  No,  a  beautiful  woman  !"  said  Cecil,  gazing 
upon  her  with  undisguised  admiration. 

^^  It  is  part  of  your  profession  to  flatter,  is  it 
not  ?"  asked  Amy,  blushing  and  laughing  under 
his  earnest  scrutiny. 

"  No,  but  I  am  learning  to  plead,"  replied 
her  companion  in  a  low  Toice. 

*^  And  what  is  that  ?^  asked  Amy,  with 
a  simplicity  which  somewhat  disconcerted  the 
young  lover.  ^'  Nay  you  must  put  up  with 
my  ignorance  Cecil." 

^^  Why  it  would  be  just  as  reasonable  to  ex- 
pect you  to  understand  all  our  law  terms,  as 
that  I  should  know  how  to  make  tarts  and  cus- 
tards, as  well  as  you  and  Mrs.  Jelf.  But  why 
Cecil  only,  and  not  dear  Cecil  I  as  of  old  ?  Or 
have  I  grown  less  dear  ?" 

'*  Ah  !  you  know  that  without  my  answering 
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you,"  replied  the  girl,  casting  down  her  eyes, 
<<  80  I  suppose  I  thought  that  there  was  no  use 
in  always  repeating  it." 

^^  Then  it  is  to  be  understood  on  all  future 
occasions,  whether  expressed  or  not?"  said 
the  young  lawyer,  *^  that  is  henceforth  a  settled 
point  ?" 

'*  Yes,  if  you  do  not  tease  me  into  with- 
drawing from  the  agreement,"  said  Amy  gaily, 
while  she  carefully  avoided  meeting  his  eyes. 

*^  Then  I  will  be  very  good  for  fear  of  such 
a  punishment.  But  let  us  walk  on  for  the  air 
is  somewhat  chilly." 

Amy  acquiesced,  and  yet  she  still  lingered, 
and  gazed  wistfully  into  the  lake,  for  there  was 
a  wild  foreboding  iear  at  her  heart,  such  as  is 
ever  apt  to  steal  over  us  in  our  most  blissful 
moments,  that  we  may  never  be  quite  so  happy 
again  ;  the  little  cloud  which  one  sees  afar  off,  « 
so  very,  very  long  before  the  tempest  bursts, 
and  which  after  all  is  just  as  likely  to  flit  harm- 


46  THfe  ORAHDPATHSa. 

lesaly  by  without  oomingto  anything  in  the 
end,  save  it  may  be  a  sommer  shower. 

She  was  ashamed  to  confess  this  caoseleas 
feeling  of  sadness  to  her  oompanion,  or  cared 
not  perhaps,  to  throw  a  gloom  over  the  joy  of 
their  meetings  and  they  walked  on  together 
for  a  few  moments  in  nlence.  They  who  had 
so  much  to  tell,  so  much  to  listen  to,  so  that  a 
week,  or  even  a  month  would  have  seemed  all 
too  short  in  the  which  to  pve  it  utterance. 
But  it  is  always  so.  How  seldom  when  dear 
friends  meet,  is  one  half  spoken  which  they 
had  meant  to  say  to  each  other.  The  real 
truth  is  that  we  are  too  happy  at  such  times 
for  wordsi  and  think  afterwards  with  a  vain 
regret   of  how   much   there   has   beei^  left 


Amy  showed  him  his  bower,  looking  as 
green  and  bright  as  when  he  quitted  it,  and  the 
old  tree  where  he  had  made  a  notch  in  the 
rough  bark  to  signify  her  height^  a  mark  winch 
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now  scarcelj  reached  to  her  shoulder^  And 
another  with  their  names  somewhat  rudely 
carved  upon  it;  and  theygiadnally  began 
to  reoal  all  their  childish  sports^  and  pastimeS| 
and  scrapes,  in  most  of  which  Cecil  so  cheer^ 
fully  bore  the  blamCf  although  not  always  the 
greatest  culprit,  for  Amy  had  dearly  loved  a 
bit  of  mischief,  and  did  even  now  for  the  matter 
of  that ;  and  their  childish  bve  and  faith,  and 
firm  belief  in  the  good  and  beautiful^  which 
dung  to  them  even  yet  These  tales  of  auld 
lang  syne,  how  fast  they  make  the  time  flit 
away.  How  delightfully  I — ^how  pleasant  to 
forget  ourselves  occasionally  in  the  dear  old 
dreamy  past  I 

Amy  and  Cecil  looked  at  each  other  when 
dinner  was  announced,  in  absolute  amazement. 

^^  Impossible,"  said  the  girl,  '*  that  it  can 
really  be  so  late  r* 

'^  Nay,  it  was  but  this  morning  you  insisted 
upon  making  me  out  too  slow,"  said  the  rector, 
as  he  held  the  provoking  watch  before  her  eyes* 
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"  No  time  to  dress  to-daj,  Amy,  nor  does  it 
much  signify,  for  I  dare  say  Cecil  can  pat  up 
with  you  as  you  are  for  once,  although  I  grant 
that  the  wind  has  somewhat  dishevelled  these 
bright  tresses." 

Cecil  smiled,  and  whispered  something  about 
beauty  unadorned,  which,  although  not  very 
original,  aerved  to  make  his  fair  companion 
blush  most  becomingly.  These  old  tales  are 
very  pleasant  to  listen  to  sometimes,  and  from 
some  people. 

Woman  like,  in  spite  of  the  lateness  of  the 
hour.  Amy  did  contrive  to  steal  a  few  moments 
for  the  re-adjustment  of  her  toilet,  and  came 
down  to  dinner  looking  so  neat  and  happy,  and 
withal,  so  conscious,  that  Cecil  could  scarcely 
take  his  eyes  off  her  to  eat  it.  Nor  was  her 
own  appetite  much  improved  with  feeling  how 
constantly  and  intently  his  gaze  was  rivetted 
upon  her. 

After  dinner,  Mrs.  Jelf  voluntarily  under- 
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went  the  luwonted  &tigae  of  walldng  over  to 
the  Bectory  to  see  her  fayorite ;  qualifying  it 
hj  dechiring  what  Amy  verily  believed  to  be  a 
fib|  that  she  had  bufliness  doee  by»  and  thought 
she  might  as  well  drop  in  as  wait  until  he 
visited  Castle  Coombe  on  the  following  day. 

^'  Why  you  are  looking  younger  than  everi 
Mrs.  Jelf,"  said  Cecil,  eagerly  returning  her 
warm  and  friendly  greeting.  For  if  he  had 
loved  the  prim  old  housekeeper  for  nothing 
else,  he  oould  not  have  avoided  doing  so>  for  all 
her  care  and  kindness  to  Amy. 

'^  It  is  you  who  have  learned  to  flatter,  Mr. 
Grey,''  Paying  involdntary  homage  to  his  manly 
appearance  by  the  respectful  tone  in  which  she 
spoke.  ^^  But  you  are  looking  pale  toa  I  am 
afndd  they  have  not  taken  care  of  you  at  Mr. 
Dmmmond's.  Do  try  and  persuade  him.  Miss 
Amy,  to  take  some  of  that  strong  beef  jelly 
which  did  the  cook  so  much  good,  when  she 
was  ailing  last  autumn,  just  as  he  may  be  now^ 

VOL.  n.  D 
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getting  thinner  and  paler  every  day,' and  no  one 
knew  why." 

^*  Bat  I  am  neither  thin  or  ill,"  said  Cecil, 
not  over  pleased  at  the  comparison,  or  the 
thought  of  the  jelly  either. 

^^  You  want  strengthening  nevertheless,  and 
I  shall  send  some  over  to  the  Rectory  immedi- 
ately on  my  return,  and  trust  to  Miss  Amy  to 
see  that  you  eat  it  once  or  twice  in  the  course 
of  every  day." 

'<  She  must  give  me  something  very  sweet 
to  take  after  it  then,"  replied  the  young  man 
laughingly,  ^^  or  I  am  sure  I  never  shall" 

*'  Oh  I  yes,  never  fear  that,  but  you  will  not 
find  it  unpleasant.  And  so  you  are  growing  a 
great  man,  Mr.  Grey  ?" 

'^  I  hope  to  do  so  one  of  these  days,  Mrs. 
Jelf." 

**  And  getting  quite  handsome  too,  I  de- 
clare 1" 

Amy  laughed,  but  grew  sad  again  when  the 
rector  added — 
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*'  He  ifl  very  like  hb  &ther.'* 

^'  Not  the  leaet  bit  in  the  world,  sir,  thoee 
^es,  and  that  high  fordiead  are  his  mother's. 
Mr.  Grey  was  fair." 

Mrs.  Jelf  too,  had  her  reasons  for  insisting 
upon  this  point,  for  she  also  remembered  how 
that  father  had  died  of  a  lingering  consump- 
tion, and  would  have  been  sorry  indeed  to  trace 
any  resemblance  in  the  handsome  looking  young 
man  before  her,  to  the  feeble  inyalid  as  she  had 
last  seen  him,  bowed  down  by  disease  and  ap- 
proaching death.  And  she  was  right,  there 
was  none,  and  Cedl  inherited  nothing  from  his 
father,  but  his  dear,  vigorous  mind  and  refined 
taste. 

'<  WeU,  I  beHeye  I  was  mistaken,''  said  Mr. 
AUeyne,  *^  and  it  is  only  his  manner  and  expres- 
sion which  Cecil  has  caught  from  being  so  much 
with  him." 

^^  To  be  sure,  that  is  all,"  replied  the  old  lady 
positively. 

p  3 
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^'  How  much  longer  must  I  stand  herd  to  be 
|)a8fled  judgment  upon?'*  asked  Cecil  of  Amy. 

'*  Oh !  I  believe  the  inquisition  is  neaii j 
over.** 

^*  And  the  woman  as  usual  gets  the  best  of 
it/'  answered  the  companion. 

^*  Of  course  she  does.'' 

^*  Are  you  as  fond  of  having  your  own  way 
as  ever,  Amy  ?" 

'*  Yes,  when  I  can  get  it ;  if  not  it  is  after  aU 
just  as  pleasant  to  give  up,  nay,  far  more  so 
when  it  is  to  one  we  love." 

^'  And  will  you  promise  always  to  give  up  to 
meP" 

**  No,  indeed,  lest  you  might  take  advantage 
of  so  rash  a  vow  to  {day  the  tyrant !" 

"  Now,  do  you  seriously  believe  I  could  ever 
play  the  tyrant  to  you  ?" 

^*  Perhaps  not,  but  then  Mr.  AUeyne  says 
all  power  is  dangerous." 

"  So  you  will  not  trust  me — you  will  not 
promise  ?" 
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^  Not  now  ftt  least/'  said  Amy  wilfully. 

^'  But  one  day  you  will  ?** 

**  Yes,  some  day  you  sbaU  see  how  good  and 
obedient  I  can  be  when  I  like.  But  I  fear  it 
will  not  be  just  yet** 

'^  You  fear^  Amy ;  suppose  then  we  begin  to 
practise  at  once  ?" 

''  No,  I  thank  you^"  replied  the  girl,  retreat* 
ing  from  him  with  a  merry  smila  '^  I  am  not 
in  the  mood  at  present  to  play  the  gentle  and 
dutifuL  Perhaps  by  the  time  you  eome  back 
again,  CeciL" 

Ah»  little  did  she  know  the  wild  hopes  to 
which  these  words  gave,  rise  in  the  breast  of  her 
companion,  or  they  might  probably  have  been 
left  unsaid.  And  yet,  we  are  not  quite  certain 
about  this  either ;  for  Amy  loved  the  protector 
and  guardian  of  her  infant  years,  the  playfellow 
of  her  childhood,  with  a  pure,  innocent,  and 
holy  affection,  far  above  all  subterfuge  or  con* 
cealment. 
Of  course  the  young  people  bad  to  walk 
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part  of  the  way  back  with  Mrs.  Jelf,  in  return 
for  the  extraordinary  exertion  made  by  her  in 
her  anxiety  to  see  Cecil ;  and  if  it  was  a  little 
dull  passing  over  those  bright  green  fields  with 
a  sober  and  subdued  step»  their  walk  home,  by 
moonlight  afterwards,  made  ample  amends  for 
all.  Oh !  those  moonlight  walks,  when  we  are 
young,  and  in  the  company  of  friends  justly 
dear  to  us.  There  is  nothing  like  them  in  after 
life,  unless  it  may  be,  a  pleasant  memory^  hal« 
lowed  and  purified  by  time« 
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CHAPTER   IV. 


Amy  was  right  in  ioaagining  that  Cecil  would 
a  thousand  times  rather  have  spent  the  day 
quietly  with  them,  than  dined  in  state,  as  she 
called  it,  at  Castle  Coombe ;  nay,  he  was  more 
than  half  inclined  to  be  somewhat  impatient,  a 
sign  that  the  quick  spirit  of  the  boy  was  not 
entirely  subdued  in  the  man,  and  declared  that 
it  was  a  day  utterly  wasted. 
'^  Now  I  must  preach  to  you,  as  dear  grand- 
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papa  did  to  me,**  said  Amy  with  an  air  of  plaj- 
fill  reproof^  which  did  not  entirely  conceal  how 
fully  she  shared  in  his  feelings,  and  in  his  dis- 
appointment. *^  But  it's  no  use  b^ng  rebelli-* 
ous,  and  after  all  it  will  soon  be  oyer." 

^'  Yes,  we  will  leave  very  early,  and  enjoy 
another  moonlight  walk  home  together,  there  ia 
some  consolation  in  that." 

'^  But  I  do  not  know  whether  I  shall  be  per* 
mitted  to  return  with  you,  for  Mr.  AUeyne 
only  bargained  for  yesterday,  and  I  am  not 
quite  80  mudi  my  own  mistress  as  I  used  to  be^ 
when  it  was  only  to  coax  Mrs.  Jelf,  and  be  sure 
and  get  my  own  way  in  the  end." 

^'  But  cannot  you  coax  the  Countess  ?" 

^'  Oh  I  Cecil,  that  is  a  sure  sign  that  you 
have  never  seen  her." 

*'  No,  never  since  I  was  quite  a  boy." 

^*  One  might  as  well  attempt  to  thaw  an  ice- 
berg T 

^^  She  must  be  a  regular  polar  bear  to  resiat 
you.  Amy  l" 
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'^  Yes,  that  is  just  it,  I  used  to  oall  her  the 
Countess  Bugbear  L  long  before  I  saw  her,, 
much  to  the  horror  of  your  dear  grandpapa. 
But  somehow  afterwards  I  oould  not  help  feel-* 
ing  grateful  for  beii^  permitted  not  only  to 
remain  at  the  Castle^  but  without  being  con* 
fined,  as  I  once  anticipated,  to  the  housekeeper's 
room ;  and  even  made  op  my  mind  to  try  and 
love  her,  but  have  since  given  up  the  idea  as  an 
utter  impossibility.^ 

^*  And  what  sort  of  beings  ai«  the 
daughters  ?" 

*^  Oh  I  the  eldest,  equally  cold  and  beautiful, 
a  sort  of  ice^plant,  graceful  but  chilling.  Lady 
Charlotte  is  less  lovely  and  refined,  but  lively 
and  good  humoured.  Indeed  if  it  were  not  for 
her  it  would  he  dull  enough  at  times,  much 
more  so  than  if  Mr.  Alleyne  and  I  were  quite 
alonci  because  then  there  was  no  reserve,  and 
one  might  say  and  do  just  what  one  liked." 

^*  Well,  I  am  glad  there  is  a  bright  touch  in 
your  cold  and  gloomy  picture  of  the  inhabi-t 
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tants  of  the  Castle,  the  trathftdness  of  which 
I  shall  be  able  to  ascertain  for  myself,  woise 
luck  r 

^*  Hush  I  you  must  not  grnmUe,  but  try  and 
coax  Mr.  Alleyne  into  getting,  if  possible,  a 
prolongation  of  my  present  leave  of  absenoe, 
for  I  do  think  it  would  break  my  heart  to  see 
you  going  away  without  me." 

^^  And  I  am  quite  sure  that  it  would  break 
mine,  Amy/' 

The  good  rector  promised  to  do  his  best,  and 
did  not  think  it  likely  that  his  request  would 
be  refused,  seeing  that  Cedl  was  only  going  to 
stay  such  a  very  short  time. 

^'  Out  of  which  nearly  a  whole  day  will 
be  sacrificed  to  her,"  observed  the  young 
man. 

'^  Am  I  to  tell  her  that,  Cecil?" 

^'  Best  not  I  think  for  my  sake,"  said  Amy 
laughingly,  **  lest  she  should  take  it  into  her 
head  to  keep  me  at  home  if  it  were  only  to 
punish  him." 


1 
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^^  And  it  would  be  impoesible  to  inflict « 
severer  panishment,"  replied  her  companion, 
*^  so  I  will  take  care  not  to  offend  her  ladyship 
if  I  can  help  it ;  and  now,  Amy,  as  we  have 
still  an  hour  or  two  to  spare  I  want  you  to 
show  me  the  letter  which  you  received  from 
your  unknown  relative,  and  tell  me  all  about 
it," 

The  girl  went  immediately  to  fetch  it,  bringing 
down  at  the  same  time  that  cruel  epistle,  which 
sh^  verily  believed  to  that  hour  had  caused  her 
poor  mother's  death;  and  on  comparing  the 
two  together,  the  hand-writing  was  found  to  be 
precisely  similar. 

^'  I  felt  sure  that  it  was  from  him,"  said 
Amy,  ^*  although  I  never  before  thought  of 
looking.  Oh,  this  stern,  terrible  grandfather ! 
Do  you  think  it  likely  that  he  will  ever  claim 
me,  Cecil  ?" 

'^  Scarcely  after  such  a  lapse  of  years,  other- 
wise he  would  have  done  so  long  siqce,  for 
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it  is  evident  your  place  of  abode  is  knowxr  to 
him." 

*^  Oh !  I  hope  not,  for  Mr.  Allejrne  says  in 
that  case  I  ought  to  go,  dnce  it  was  poor 
mamma's  dying  command.'' 

^^  There  are  many  circunistances  may  happen 
before  then  under  which  it  would  be  im- 
possible." 

^^  What  circumstances?"  questioned  Amy 
with  eagerness. 

^'  You  may  be  married  foit  instance,  and 
your  husband  possess  a  prior  claim  to  your 
obedience." 

*'  How  foolishly  you  talk,  Cecil." 

^'  And  why  foolishly,  does  not  every  girl  ex- 
pect to  get  married  one  day  ?  aye,  even  hoping 
very  frequently  against  hope." 

'^  YeS|  I  suppose  so,  but  I  have  never  thought 
about  it." 

Her  companion  implicitly  believed  her,  and 
only  changed  the  subject  now,  because  the  time 
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had  not  yet  oome  to  ax^gue  apon  it  at  greater 
length,  and  teach  her  to  think  just  as  he  wished 
that  she  shoold;  and  no  yerj  difficult  task 
either,  whispered  the  sanguine  heart  of  the 
youthflil  suitor^  alas  1  for  man's  vanity  now- 
a-days« 

^*  Then  yon  think  I  may  still  hope  to  remain 
here  in  quiet,  here  where  I  am  so  happy  ?" 

'^  Yes,  certainly,  there  seems  indeed  to  be 
no  love  lost  between  thi»  unknown  relatiTC  and 
yourself;  and  yet  w«re  he  to  behold,  he  might 
learn  to  be  very  proud  of  you." 
^^  Then  I  trust  we  shall  never  meet." 
^^  Bather  wish  with  good  Mrs*  Jelf,  that 
you  were  less  beautiful  and  fascinating,.  Amy, 
for  therein  lies  the  danger." 

The  girl  laughed  and  colored,  some  how  she 
could  not  bring  herself  seriously  to  desire 
this,  even  to  avoid  the  notice  of  her  dreaded 
grandfather;  and  yet  she  would  not  have 
minded  so  much  could  she  have   been   quite 
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sure  that  Cecil  would  have  loved  her  all  the 
same. 

Long  did  they  sit  and  converse  on  a  subject 
possessing  such  an  ample  scope  for  vague  im- 
agining, coloring  the  future  with  the  hopeful 
hues  of  their  own  young  fancies,  rather  than 
the  sober  tints  of  reality  ;  but  then  there  wae 
nothing  strange  in  that,  for  it  is  what  we  are 
all  so  apt  to  do,  even  when  made  painfully 
aware  at  length  from  repeated  disappointments 
of  the  transitory  and  fleeting  nature  of  their 
dazzling  brightness ;  and  were  only  disturbed 
at  last  by  the  somewhat  impatient  tones  of  the 
good  rector,  who  knew  so  well  the  Countess's 
love  of  punctuality,  and  stood,  if  the  truth 
must  be  spoken,  almost  as  much  in  awe  of  her 
as  Mrs.  Jelf ;  or  else,  what  is  more  likely,  he 
could  not  banish  the  recollection  of  many 
former  kindnesses,  and  loved  not  to  offend,  if 
it  could  be  any  how  avoided,  those  peculiar 
prejudices  which  even  the  very  best  of  us  some- 
times possess* 
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Thanks,  however,  to  the  few  moments  spent 
by  Amy  at  her  hasty  toilet,  they  arrived  after 
all  in  ezeeUent  time,  and  were  most  graciously 
reoeived  by  the  Countess,  who  was  evidently 
struck  by  the  handsome  countenance,  and  noble 
bearing  of  her  young,  visitor,  as  well  as  pleased 
with  hk  .brilliant  conversational  powers,  and 
the  knowledge  he  possessed  upon  most  of  the 
subjects  which  came  under  discussion,  just  dis- 
playing sufficient  to  amuse  witl^ut  wearying 
his  auditors*    Then  no  one  knew  better  than 
Cecil  how  to  turn  a  compliment  without  its 
seeming  one;   and  well  did  he  think  all  the 
pains  which  he  had  taken    to   make  himself 
agreeable,  rewarded  by  the  look  of  gentle  pride 
ill  Amy's  soft  eyes  as  they  met  his,  when  the 
dinner  was  at  length  announced. 

This  is  a  meal  which  we  always  hate  to  say 
anything  about,  although  well  aware  that 
people  must  dine,  and  by  no  means  disposed  to 
omit  an  event  which  forms  in  the  general  course 
of  daily  life  an  equally  necessary  and  pleasant 
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opportunity  of  relaxation,  indeed  but  for  these 
social  gatherings  around  the  hospitable  board, 
ezistenoe  would  become  we  fear,  a  sad  bua- 
ness-like  affair.  But  we  maintain  for  all  this^ 
that  of  all  stiff,  formal,  and  disagreeable  in- 
flictions, a  dinner  party  is  the  very  worst,  and 
the  one  in  question  was  even  mote  than 
usually  so. 

Cecil  tried  in  vain  to  break  through    the 
spell,  and  rj^  superior  to   those   cold,  brief 
replies,  which  were  continually  breaking  the 
thread  of  his  discourse',  just  at  that  point  where 
he  found  it  most  difficult  to^renew  it  again,  and 
gave  up  the  attempt  at   length    in  absolute 
despair.    Amy,  who  had  never  met  with  the 
slightest  encouragement  to  converse  with  any 
degree  of   freedom   in  the   presence   of  her 
patroness,  did  not  dream  of  doing  so  on  the 
present  occasion ;  and  Lady  Charlotte,  although 
fSsir  from  allowing  it  herself,  was  just  about  that 
age  when  young  ladies,  of  fiunily  and  fortune 
more  especially,  are  expected  to  be  seen  and 
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not  heard ;  as  for  her  sister  no  one  ever  thought 
for  a  moment  of  her  troubling  herself  to  talk. 
So  that  after  the  first  few  moments  the  only 
conversation  whioh  passed  at  table  was  earned 
on  between  the  Countess  and  Mr.  Alleyne, 
ftnd  that  was  little  enough,  and  the  good  old 
rector  oonld  scarcely  find  it  in  his  heart  to 
blame  Cecil  for  having  called  it  a  day 
sacrificed. 

<«  My  brother  wilt  soon  put  an  end  to  all  this 
dumb  show!"  whispered    Lady    Charlotte  to 
Amy  aa  they  quitted  the  dining-room. 
**  Is  he  about  to  return  then  ?" 
^^  Hush  I  I  will  tell  you  all  presently." 
As  soon  as  they  had  reached  the  drawing- 
room,  the  Countess  called   Amy,,  to    consult 
with   her   about   some   embroidery  patterns, 
detaining  her  by  her  side  until  the  entrance  of 
the  gentlemen,  who  did  not  linger  loqg  behind 
them,  so  that  Lady  Charlotte  had  no  oppor- 
tunity of  imparting  the  grand   secret  which 
she  seemed  dying  with  impatience  to  relate. 
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After  tea  Mr.  AUeyne  begged  us  usual  for  a 
little  musio,  and  the  young  ladies  played  and 
sang  several  airs  and  duets,  much  to  Cedrs 
satisfaction,  who  was  enthuriastically  fond  of 
it. 

^^  Perhaps  Miss  Fitzallan  will  oblige  us 
now,"  said  the  Countess  at  lei^h,  and  in  a 
tone  which  sounded  very  like  a  command. 
Amy  sat  down  to  the  instrument  immediately, 
and  sang  a  popular  air  with  much  brilliancy  as 
well  as  exquisite  sweetness. 

"  Why  how  wonderfully  you  are  improTed  I** 
exclaimed  Cecil,  in  raptures  at  her  perfor- 
mance. 

*^  The  wonder  would  be  if  I  were  not,  with 
the  benefit  of  such  instruction  as  I  have  had," 
sttd  the  girl  turning  gratefully  towards  her 
patroness. 

''  You  have  been  very  kind  to  her,  she  tells 
me,"  said  the  rector. 

'^  Nay,  it  was  a  pleasure  to  myself,  and  I  felt 
sure  from  the  first  that  her  voice  only  needed 
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the  neceasary  ooltivation  to  bring  forth  its 
hidden  powers ;  and  in  these  days  a  good  style 
in  playing  and  singing  is  a  fortune  to  a 
governess." 

Amy  looked  at  Cecil,  and  wondered  what 
shoald  make  his  cheeks  burn,t  and  his  eyed 
gleam  so  strangely.  Was  he  growing  proud  ? 
She  hoped  not. 

^*  Now  play  this  noisy  overture,''  whispered 
Lady  Charlotte,  *^  that  we  may  talk  without 
their  overhearing  us.  I  too  have  a  brother 
coming  home,  and  this  week." 

^*  I  am  so  glad  for  your  sake,"  said  Amy^ 
^'  since  he  seems  to  be  so  dear  to  you." 

"  Aye,  and  you  may  well  be  for  your  own, 
for  I  assure  you  Castle  Coombe  will  be  quite  a 
different  place  soon ;  and  what  do  you  think  ? 
he  is  going  to  bring  Mr.  Trevallion  back  with 
him,  to  spend  some  time  here ;  we  all  liked  him 
so  much  in  Italy,  and  he  took  such  care  of 
Dunorven,  that  even  mamma  made  no  objection 
to  the  plan,  although  it  would  have  been  no 
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use  by  the  bye,  if  she  had,  for  it  was  settled 
before  my  brother  wrote,  but  then  he  does 
just  as  he  likes,  she  never  scolds  him.  I  wish 
Mr.  Orey  had  oome  a  week  later,"  added  the 
good-natured  girl,  **  it  would  have  been  so 
much  gayer  for  him,  for  Dunorven  will  have 
his  horses  down,  although  he  is  seldom  able  to 
ride  now  poor  fellow  I  and  they  will  go  shooting 
when  the  proper  season  arrives,  and  get  up  pic- 
nic partiea  I  should  not  wonder,  besides  all 
sorts  of  [feasant  schemes.*' 

*'  Yes,  it  will  be  very  gay  and  delightfid 
doubtless,"  said  Cecil,  and  yet  he  did  not  look 
pleased  either. 

^*  And  my  brother  ia  so  handsome  I  Amy 
thought  so  too,  when  I  shewed  her  his  picture 
^-^d  you  not?" 

^*  Yes,  he  has  splendid  eyes,  and  a  sweet  and 
kind  expression  about  the  mouth." 

**  Mr.  Trevallion  too,  is  reckoned  very  good 
looking,  but  not   nearly  so  much  so  in   my 
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c^iniiioii  as  Danonren*     What    do   70Q   tay^ 

*^  I  am  rare  I  never  thought  of  noticing/' 
replied  her  rister  ooldlji 

•"  Quite  a  proper,  and  young  lady  like 
answer.  Bat  Bordy  jou  nnut  have  observed 
how  prond  Trevallion  is  V 

^^  He  never  seemed  prond  to  me,^  said  Lady 
Anne  in  the  same  passionless  tone. 

^^  Ah,  like  loves  like,  I  suppose.** 

Her  sister  colored,  and  did  not  speak  again, 
bat  then  no  one  expected  it  of  her,  she  was 
always  so  silent. 

^'  Aro  you  trying  to  keep  up  a  ronning  ac* 
compasDiment  to  the  musio^  Lady  Charlotte?'* 
asked  the  Countess  in  a  tone  of  slight  rebuke. 

**  No,  mamma,  not  that  I  know  of." 

**  It  sounded  verv  like  it.** 

if 

*^  I  was  only  talking." 

^*  But  you  talk  a  great  deal  too  much  some^ 
times." 

''  Which  is  the  worst,"  asked  Lady  Charlotte 
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in  a  whisper  of  her  aster,  ^<  to  talk  too  much 
or  too  little,  Anne  ?  But  too  much,  I  suppose, 
since  one  gets  chided  for  that  and  never  for  the 
other.  And  now  sing  me  one  more  song,  Amy, 
and  let  it  be  English,  for  mj  brother  likes 
nothing  better  than  an  old  English  ballad,  while 
Mr.  Trevallion  on  the  contrary  is  mad  after 
everything  Italian.'" 

*'  And  is  Miss  Fitzallan  to  try  and  please 
both  these  heroes  at  once  ?"  asked  Cecil  some- 
what bitterly. 

'^  Certainly  I  if  she  can,**  replied  the  laughing 
Lady  Charlotte,  *^  a  double  conquest  will  be 
all  the  more  glorious,  and  a  duel  something 
quite  new  and  romantic  in  the  annals  of  this 
common,  everyday  world  of  ours.  But  I  do 
not  know  what  Anne  will  say  to  it  thougL 
Of  course  Dunorven  may  fall  in  love  with 
who  he  likes,  but  I  am  not  so  sure  about  his 
friend." 

^'  Mr.  Trevallion  can  be  nothing  to  me," 
replied  her  sister  in  answer  to  that  arch  glance. 
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*^  No,  nor  any  one  else,  I  yerilj  belieye  yoa 
have  that  fabled  heart  of  stone,  of  whioh  I  have 
somewhere  read.  And  always  remind  me  of 
those  cruel  and  beautiful  princesses  in  the  old 
fairy  tales,  who  set  their  true  and  faithful 
knights  to  perform  all  sorts  of  dangerous  and 
impossible  adventures,  and  never  thought  of 
rewarding  them  if  they  succeeded,  or  missing 
them  if  they  perished." 

*'  And  surely  it  was  reward  enough  to  obey 
the  behests  of  so  fair  a  lady,"  observed  Cecil, 
who  was  suddenly  seized  with  a  mischiev6us 
desire  to  see  whether  a  little  flattery  might  not 
be  able  to  thaw  through  the  icy  barrier  of 
reserve,  in  which  it  was  the  fancy  of  that 
young  girl  to  incase  herself.  But  the  cold 
hauteur  of  the  glance  that  met  his  for  a  single 
instant,  and  was  again  withdrawn,  dissipated  the 
illusion,  and  he  set  down  the  affair  at  once  as 
hopeless. 

Meanwhile  the  Countess  of  Castle  Coombe 
had  quite  won  the  heart  of  the  simple  rector, 
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hj  her  pndses  of  bk  beloved  gnmdson,  and  the 
gracious  manner  in  whioh  ahe  spoke  of  Amj) 
as  not  only  being  a  weU-disposed  young  person, 
and  highly  acoomplished,  but  one  whom  she 
could  have  no  possible  objection  to  associate 
with  her  datfghters  while  they  continue  so 
young)  on  the  contrary.  Lady  Anne  had 
already  derived  much  benefit  from  her  instruc- 
tions, and  it  was  her  sister's  own  fault  if  she 
was  less  advanced. 

"  The  only  complaint  that  I  have  to  make 
with  regard  to  Miss  Fitzallani"  said  her  lady- 
ship, ^^  is  one  which  will  no  doubt  cure  itself 
ere  long,  her  superabundance  of  animal  spirits  A 
**  Ah,  we  must  not  expect  old  heads  upon 
young  shoulders,'' replied  Mr.  Alleyne,  while  he 
neglected  not  to  avail  himself  of  the  Countess's 
present  gracious  mood  to  prefer  Amy's  petition 
for  permission  to  remain  at  the  Rectory  during 
CeciPs  stay ;  to  which  she  made  no  objection, 
provided  Mrs.  Jelf  could  spare  her,  as  she  was 
well  aware  how  much  the  worthy  housekeeper 
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reckoned  upon  Amy's  tasteful  assistanoe  at  so 
important  a  period  as  the  return  of  the  heir 
of  Castle  Coombe,  to  the  ancient  halls  of  his 
forefathers.  And  then  she  went  on  to  speak  of 
her  son  with  all  a  mother's  joy  and  pride,  while 
the  scornful  lip,  in  general  so  cold  and  stem, 
actually  trembled  with  emotion  whenever  it 
dwelt  liugeringly  upon  that  beloved  name. 

'^  You  must  come  over  and  see  Dunorven 
very  frequently,"  said  she,  *^  and  expect  now 
to  be  occasionally  disturbed  in  your  favourite 
studies,  unless  you  will  suffer  him  to  share  them 
with  you  as  of  old  ?" 

^^  With  pleasure!"  exclaimed  the  good  rector, 
with  an  eagerness  that  plainly  marked  his  sin- 
cerity. *^  And  now  if  your  ladyship  will 
excuse  us,  it  is  time  that  we  thought  of  taking 
our  departure." 

'^  How  I  envy  you  your  walk  home  this 
glorious  night!"  whispered  Lady  Charlotte, 
*^  and  with  such  a  companion  too.    By  the  bye, 

VOL.   U.  E 
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1  have  nevar  onee  heard  you  call  him  bratheri 
all  the  time  you  have  been  here." 

Amy  herself  would  h$ve  been  astuniahed 
at  this  a  few  days  8inee»  but  now  she  only 
coloured  and  remained  nlent. 

"  Then  we  shall  not  see  you  again  for  some 
days  to  come^  but  you  will  think  of  us  when 
you  hear  the  bells  ring  to  celebrate  his  return. 
I  am  surprised  that  mamma  did  not  insist  upon 
your  coming  back  on  that  day  at  least" 

'*  I  should  only  have  been  in  the  way/'  said 
Amy,  and  was  just  about  to  add — how  much 
happier  she  should  be  at  the  Rectory,  when 
she  paused  suddenly,  fearing  lest  it  might 
seem  unkind  to  the  fond  and  anxious  sister. 

Cecil  alone  noticed  her  momentary  hesita- 
tion. 

"  If  you  would  rather  not  go  back  with  us 
just  now,"  said  he  hastily,  "  say  so  at  once, 
Amy." 

^'  Rather  not  go  back  with  you,  dear  Cecil !" 
repeated  the  girl,  raising  her  eyes  to  his  with  a 
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look  of  Bueh  innooent  wonder  and  astoniahment) 
that  he  fdt  ashamed  of  having  for  an  instant 
doubted  &er. 

'*  I  mean  now  that  the  Castle  is  likely  to  be 
so  gaj,^  stammered  he,  scarcely  oonsoioas  of 
what  he  was  saying. 

**  I  do  not  think  yon  know  exactly  what  it  is 
you  do  mean,''  said  Amy  placing  her  hand  in 
his,  with  a  loving  smile.  ^'  But  come,  Mr. 
Alleyne  is  waiting  for  us." 

**  I  am  sorry  you  are  going.  Miss  Fitzallan," 
said  Lady  Anne,  ^'  I  wanted  so  much  to  get  on 
with  my  Italian." 

<^  We  must  be  doubly  diligent  then  on  my 
return,  to  make  up  for  lost  time." 

Her  ladyship  looked  as  if  that  would  not  do 
nearly  so  well,  but  said  no  more;  it  was  a 
marvel  her  having  uttered  so  much  without 
being  first  addressed. 

The  moon  shone  as  brightly  on  that  night  as 
it  bad  done  on  the  preceding  one,  but  the  little 
party   foi^ot  to  point  out  to   each  other  its 
E  3 
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brightness,  and  were  unusually  silent  Were 
they  leas  happy  ?  We  will  answer  for  one  at 
least  by  her  flushed  cheek  and  beaming  eyes. 
Mr.  Alleyne  too,  had  only  forgotten  the  present 
in  the  past,  a  common  fault  with^age.  But 
Cecil's  brow  was  dark  and  clouded,  and  a 
thousand  vague  and  undefined  fears,  those 
**  shadows  of  coming  events,**  crowded  thick 
and  fast  about  his  heart.  He  felt  that  the  hour 
of  trial  was  approaching  for  both  Amy  and 
himself;  and  feared,  when  he  should  have 
trusted  and  believed,  making  the  very  misery 
from  which  he  shrank. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


^  I  WANT  to  ask  yon,  Cecil/'  said  Amyj^as  they 
sat  together  on  the  third  morning  after  his 
arrival,  ^'  what  it  was  that  made  you  look  so 
angry  yesterday,  when  the  Countess  talked 
about  my  being  a  governess?  You  know  it 
was  settled  long  ago,  when  we  were  children, 
that  we  must  both  endeavour  to  get  our  own 
living.     And  see  how  nobly  you  have  began«^ 
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^^  It  is  difierent  with  a  girl/'  replied  her  ooni' 
panion. 

'^  And  why  different  ?  Surely  it  is  no  dis- 
grace to  try  and  be  independent  ?" 

^'  Certainly  not  if  it  were  iadeed  needful/' 

'^  And  is  it  not,  Cecil  ?  Mr.  AUeyne  is  far 
from  rich,  and  has  already  done  so  much  for 
me  that  I  would  fain  repay  him  in  some  measure 
if  it  were  possible.'' 

"  Let  it  be  by  loving  him  better  than  ever," 
said  her  companion. 

^^  Ah  I  no  that  is  not  possible,  I  already  love 
him  so  welL" 

"  Are  you  not  growing  proud,  my  Amy  ?" 

^^  No^  it  is  you  who  seem  changed,"  rq>lted 
the  girl|  while  a  quick,  unbidden  tear  dimmed 
the  brightness  of  those  soft  dark  eyes,  and  was 
dashed  away  again  undiei  *^  You  who  used 
to  be  ever  ready  to  counsel  and  assist  me  in 
all  my  little  schemes,  which  you  now  only 
laugh  at." 
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Nay»  Amy,  how  have  I  deserved  this?** 
said  her  companion  reproachfully. 

*^  Forgive  my  petulance,  dear  Cecil !  And 
only  tell  me  what  you  wish — what  you  would 
have  me  do— -just  ae  you  used.'' 

^  And  will  you  promise  to  obey  ae  implicitly 
as  in  those  by-gone  days  ?" 

^'  If  I  can,"  said  Amy  meekly. 

^'  Well  then  you  must  consent  to  remain 
hete  for  a  few  years  longer,  the  pet  and  darling 
of  my  grandfather^renew  our  ancient  league 
that  no  one  in  the  interm  is  to  be  loved  half  as 
well  as  your  old  playfellow  Cecil. — And  at  the 
end  of  that  period  I  have  no  doubt  but  what  I 
shall  be  able  to  send  for  my  little  Amy  to  keep 
house  for  me,  as  she  always  promised  to  do, 
when  I  should  have  one  of  my  own.  Will  you 
come  dearest  I  and  consent  to  quit  all  the  splen- 
dour of  Castle  Coombe,  to  share  my,  perhaps, 
humble  home  T* 

For  a  moment  the  girl  drooped  her  sweet 
face  upon  her  bosom,  but  when  she  lifted  it 
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again  it  was  radiant  with  a  timid  joy,  and  she 
placed  her  hand  silently  in  that  of  her  com- 
panion, fearing  to  trust  her  voice  in  reply>  lest 
she  might  say  too  much. 

^'  Nay  spea,k  to  me.  Amy,  tell  me  that  you 
will  be  mine  1" 

And  still  no  answer  came  from  those  quiver- 
ing lips. 

'*  What  not  a  word?" 

"  What  can  I  say  ?"  murmured  the  girl. 

"  That  you  love  me,  Amy." 

^'  Ah  I  you  might  have  been  sure  of  that !" 

He  was  sure  of  it. 

'^  Then  you  will  remain  faithful  whatever 
may  come  to  pass  ?" 

'^  Cecil  there  is  no  need  to  promise  that." 

^^  You  think  so  now,  dearest !  but  hereafter, 
when  you  are  courted  and  flattered,  and  told  a 
thousand  times  a  day  how  beautiful  you  are, 
by  Lord  Dunorven,  and  his  aristocratic  friend, 
perhaps,  what  will  you  do  then.  Amy  ?" 
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Laugh  at  them,"  replied  the  girl,  with. 
aomethiDg  of  her  natural  archness. 

^'  Just  at  first  you  may." 

**  And  afterwards  I  shall  get  used  to  it  and. 
not  care  a  bit  about  it.  But  after  all,  it  seems,, 
good  Mrs.  Jelf  was  right  in  saying  that  beauty 
did  not  always  bring  happiness,  for,  perhaps,  if 
I  were  less  so,  you  would  never  doubt  me  thus, 
Cecil — or  love  me  either,"  added  the  girl,  a 
moment  afterwards,  to  the  destruction  of  her 
previously  advanced  theory. 

"  Ah  I  I  do  not  see  how  I  could  help  that,. 
how  any  one  can  help  loving  you,  and  therefore 
it  is  that  I  tremble." 

^'  Well,  suppose  every  one  does  love  me," 
said  the  girl,  while  a  crimson  flush  settled  upon 
her  young  cheeky  giving  added  brilliancy  to 
those  large,  dark  eyes,  ^^  and  I  only  love  you, 
should  you  be  very  angry  with  me,  Cecil  ?  I 
have  often  dreamt  thus,"  she  continued,  hiding 
ihat  bright  face  upon  his  shoulder,  as  he  drew 
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her  closer  to  him,  '*  that  my  grandfather  had 
returned  to  daim  me,  and  I  was  a  great  heiress, 
with  suitors  innumerable,  and  wealth  un- 
bounded ;  and  then  the  choice  was  given  me 
whether  I  would  continue  thus,  or  give  up  all 
for  you —and — and — ^but  you  shall  guess  how 
it  ended  in  my  dreams." 

^'  You  chose  me  of  course  T'  replied  her 
companion,  his  eyes  beaming  with  happiness. 

**  Ah,  now  you  are  growing  too  confident, 
which  is  even  worse  than  your  former  doubts, 
so  I  shall  tell  you  no  more." 

'*  Only  one  thing.  Amy,  after  being  accus- 
tomed to  all  the  luxury  of  Castle  Coombe,  could 
you  really  manage  to  live  upon  a  very  little, 
comparatively  speaking  ?" 

^*  Have  you  forgotten,"  said  the  girl,  ^^  my 
one  only  wish,  when  in  our  childhood's  days  I 
aspired  to  be  its  heiress,  that  I  might  have 
nothing  to  do  all  day  long  but  sit  and  look  at 
you?" 

^*  And  would  that  content  you  now.  Amy  ?" 
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^'  I  think  it  would,**  replied  the  girl  gently. 
*^  Besides  I  too  have  something  to  bring  to* 
wards  hoosekeeinng,  a  whole  three  hundred 
pounds,  besides  being,  as  Mr.  Alleyne  says,  a 
great  heiress  in  perspectlTe.  And  thanks 
to  good  Mrs.  Jelf,  am  an  excellent  eoon- 
omist." 

'*  Ah  I  I  am  afraid  you  would  have  some- 
thing else  to  do  just  at  first,  besides  looking 
at  me." 

^'  But  then  should  I  not  be  working  for  you 
which  is  all  the  same.'* 

"  You  are  a  true  woman,  Amy,"  said  Cecil, 
gazing  upon  her  with  eyes  that  glistened  with 
pride  and  affection,  "  and  have  made  me  very 
happy.  With  such  an  incentive  to  toil,  I  have 
no  fears  as  to  my  success." 

'*'  Or  my  faith,  eh,  dear  Cecil !  oh  let  us 
trust  one  another  I" 

"  I  will — I  do  1  But  now  tell  me,  Amy, 
have  you  really  loved  me  as  I  have  you,  from 
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the  very  beginning — the  very  first  day  when 
we  met  in  the  churchyard,  even  until  now  ?" 

^'  Oh,  yesy  I  began  I  think  by  being  grateful, 
and  ended  with  the  same  feeling,'*  added  the 
girl  abruptly  and  earnestly ;  and  then  a  shadow 
came  over  the  brightness  of  her  young  face. 
*'  But  Cecil — ^your  grandfather  ?** 

^'  Our  grandfather  T  interrupted  her  com- 
panion. 

"  Do  you  think  he  will  be  willing  to  receive 
me  as  his  child  ?" 

^^  Has  he  not  looked  upon  you  as  such  for 
years  ?" 

^'  But  not  his  real  child  I  and  he  may  think 
perhaps,  the  unknown  orphan  no  fitting  wife 
ior  Cecil  Grey." 

''  Now  you  wrong  him  by  these  doubts,  and 
he  shall  scold  you  well  for  it  bye  and  bye, 
when  we  tell  him  all.  But  I  cannot  part  with 
you  yet,  Amy,  I  have  so  much  to  ask  and  to 
tell.     Look  here/'  added    he,  taking  a  paper 
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from  his  bosom,  ^*  do    you   know  what    this 
is?" 

^*  It  looks  like  dust — stay,  it  is  very  sweet 
nevertheless." 

*^  It  is  the  rose  you  gave  me  years  and  years 
ago,  Amy,  and  which  I  have  preserved  ever 
since  as  a  taUsman  to  shield  me  from  harm,  and 
make  me  great.'' 

'^  How  silly !"  said  the  girl,  a  glad  tear  fall- 
ing upon  his  hand  as  she  spoke,  and  contradict- 
ing those  light,  laughing  tones* 

'^  And  have  you  nothing  of  mine  treasured 
with  equal  care  ?" 

^'  No  indeed,"  replied  his  companion,  ''  for 
it  needed  not  ought  to  remind  me  of  one  who 
was  never  out  of  my  thoughts  for  ten  minutes 
at  a  time." 

"  In  future  let  it  be  but  five.  Amy,"  said  the 
gratified  Cecil,  playfully  seeking  those  half 
averted  eyes;  and  the  girl  fancied  it  would  not 
have  been  very  difiicult  to  have  promised  that, 
although  she  took  very  good  care  not  to  say  so, 
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thinking,  perhaps,  that  he  was  suflGicieDtLy  eon* 
fident  on  the  point  ahready ;  and  she  was  not 
far  from  right,  but  what  did  it  signify  if  it 
made  him  so  joyous  and  happy  ?  Ah,  simple 
Amy,  you  will  grow  wiser  one  of  these  days ; 
a  woman's  heart  is  a  precious  volume,  which 
it  were  prudent  in  her  to  keep  half  dosed,  even 
from  the  perusal  of  those  she  loves  best  in  the 
world,  and  those  hidden  glimpses  will  serve  to 
enhance  its  value  in  their  eyes. 

Long  they  talked  tc^ther  of  that  fairy  home 
which  he  had  yet  to  win,  but  which  already 
stood  as  palpably  before  his  mind's  eye,  as 
though  the  years  of  probation  that  must  inters 
vene  before  the  realisation  of  the  dream,  were 
already  passed.  The  easy  chair  kept  sacred 
for  the  use  of  the  good  rector,  whose  presence 
was  to  shed  a  constant  blessing  on  the  happi- 
ness he  had  done  so  much  to  promote. — Amy's 
fair  smiling  face  and  light  form,  moving  about 
like  a  sunbeam  personified,  as  Cecil  called  it, 
or  sitting  at  his   side  with  her  cheerful  and 
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soothing  voice,  whiling  away  all  sense  of 
weariness  and  fatigue,  and  luring  him  on  to 
fresh  exertions. 

Thus  dreamed  the  young  lover,  and  his  oom- 
panion's  visions  were  no  less  bright  and  hope- 
ful; and  thus  the  fleet  hours  sped  rapidly 
away. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  good  rector,  from 
whom  they  had  never  yet,  as  Amy  had  said, 
kept  any  thing  concealed,  was  apprised  of  what 
had  taken  place,  and  his  blessing  so  willingly 
and  cheerfully  bestowed,  hushed  every  wild  fear 
in  the  breast  of  the  grateful  girl. 

^^  Why  I  have  been  almost  as  silly  as  your- 
selves, dear  children,"  said  the  happy  old  man, 
*^  for  I  have  been  looking  forward  for  years  to 
this  hour,  ever  since  Dodsworth  spoke  to  me 
about  it  before  you  went  first  to  college, 
Cecil." 

'^  And  what  did  the  good  doctor  say  ?"  asked 
his  grandson. 

^'  No  more  than  you  have  since  found  out 
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for  yourselves^  that  it  was  all  nonsense  to  be 
calling  each  other  brother  and  sister.** 

^'  And  yet  I  think  my  little  Amy  missed 
the  appellation  at  first,"  sud  CeciL 

"  Yes,  that  I  did  indeed,  and  should  have 
felt  half  fearful  lest  I  might  have  unknowingly 
offended  you,  only  that  your  manner  was  not 
less  kind." 

'^  Poor  child  V*  said  Mr.  AUeyne,  laying  his 
hand  caressingly  upon  her  bowed  head.  ^^  But 
you  have  forgiven  the  omission  since  then  I 
suppose  ?" 

^'  Oh,  yes,  you  know  I  could  never  be  very 
long  angry  with  Cecil  about  any  thing,"  re- 
plied Amy  in  her  usual  gay  tone,  but  without 
lifting  up  those  bright  eyes,  which  seemed  for 
the  last  few  hours  to  be  oppressed  with  a 
sudden  weight,  so  rarely  were  they  raised  from 
the  ground. 

^'  I  think,"  sdd  Cecil  after  a  pause,  ^^  that  it 
would  be  as  well  to  say  nothing  about  this  to 
the  Countess,  at  least  just  at  presents" 
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**  And  why  not,  my  dear  boy  ?" 

'^  Ob !  8be  migbt  tbmk  Amy  mucb  too 
yoong  for  sucb  an  engagement.  Or  I  mucb 
too  undeserving  of  so  rich  a  prize.'' 

^^  Ob,  Cecil  I*'  interrupted  the  girl  reproacb- 
fully. 

**  Well,  at  any  rate  sbe  would  be  always 
preacbing  about  it,  and  good  Mrs.  Jelf  too ; 
and  Lady  Cbarlotte  would  laugb  at,  and  tease 
ber,  in  a  good-natured  way  no  doubt,  but  still 
it  migbt  prove  annoying." 

'*  Yes,  Cecil  is  rigbt,"  said  Amy  with  all  the 
intuitive  delicacy  of  a  first  attachment/4t  were 
best  that  no  one  knew  anything  about  it  but 
our  three  selves." 

**  As  you  will,"  said  the  rector,  **  but  I 
never  yet  knew  of  any  good  coming  from  such 
concealments." 

^'  Ob,  but  dear  grandfather  I  it  is  much  the- 
best." 

^'  Why,  could  you  not  bear  to  be  laughed  at, 
silly  child  ?" 
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**  Nay,  I  shoulJ  be  too  proud  of  CeciPB  love 
to  care  about  that,  but  still  I  would  rather  no 
one  else  knew  it." 

^'  And  I  too/'  said  his  grandson. 

^'  Shall  I  guess  one  of  jour  woman's  reasons, 
Amy  ?" 

^^  If  yon  can,"  said  the  girl  archly. 

"  What  you  defy  me,  then  dread  my  pene- 
tration, and  confess  my  power.  Is  it  not  that 
you  will  no  longer  be  able  to  sit  apart  at  your 
work,  or  book,  thinking  ail  the  while  on  other 
things,  and  no  one  a  bit  the  wiser?" 

*^  Ah,  you  are  a  conjuror,  grandpapa  I" 
said  the  girl  simply,  laughing  and  blushing. 

**  And  now  shall  I  try  and  find  out  some  of 
your  many  reasons,  Cecil?" 

^*  No,  only  humour  them  as  you  have  hitherto 
so  kindly  done,"  and  the  young  man  had  never 
yet  pleaded  in  vain  with  those  dark,  earnest 
eyes,  so  like  his  dear  lost  mother's,  nor  did  he 
do  so  in  the  present  instance. 
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*'  I  consent  then,  but  mind  it  is  no  fiiolt  of 
mine  if  harm  should  hereafter  come  of  it." 

^^  N09  we  will  bear  all  the  blame,  and  the 
punishment  too,"  said  the  grandson  cheerfully. 
While  Amy  shuddered  she  knew  not  why ; 
and  yet  it  was  something  to  have  preserved  her 
precious  secret  from  the  cold  eyes  of  the 
world 
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CHAPTER    VL 


**  Hark  I"  said  Amy,  **  how  merrily  the  bells 
ring,  I  thought  this  morning  that  he  would  be 
sure  and  come  by  seeing  the  flag  waving  from 
the  castle  turret ;  and  good  Mrs.  Jelf  to  do 
every  thing  herself,  and  never  once  to  send  for 
me,  how  busy  she  must  have  been  these  last 
few  days,  which  have  passed  so  happily  with 
us ;  and  here  is  Jem  Marsh  come  to  bring  me 
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some  flowers  as  usual,  and  tell  us  all   about 
it" 

**  Take  care,**  whispered  Cecil,  *'  or  I  shall 
be  jealous  of  all  these  fragrant  offerings ;  ]^ou 
know— 

'  In  Eastern  lands  they  talk  in  flowers.'  *' 

Amy  laughed  at  the  idea  of  Jem  Marsh,  un- 
derstanding that  most  sweet  and  poetical  of  all 
languages  with  its  fairy-like  symbols,  and 
delicate  imagery.  Expressing  so  much  by  the 
slightest  inclination  to  the  right  or  the  left, 
and  requiring  such  exquisite  nicety  of  arrange- 
ment in  its  oderous  messages. 

*^  Oh,  Miss  Amy,"  said  the  panting  boy,  or 
rather  young  man  by  this  time,''  you  should  just 
go  down  to  the  village,  the  roads  are  lined  with 
people,  all  full  dressed,  with  flags  flying,  and 
music  playing,  to  welcome  home  the  young 
master." 

''  And  when  is  he  expected  to  arrive  ?" 

*'  In  another  hour  or  so  at  the  latest,  but  it 
is  not  quite  certain." 
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*^  I  should  like  to  go,"  said  Amy,  glancing  at 
Cecil. 

^^  And  80  should  I,"  said  his  grandfather. 
*'  Indeed  it  would  be  showing  no  more  than  a 
proper  mark  of  respect  towards  the  boy  whom 
I  have  held  in  my  arms  many  and  many's  the 
time,  and  watched  over  when  we  half  feared 
every  moment  would  be  his  last.  God  bless 
him  !  say  I,  for  he  was  a  noble  fellow  T 

^*  He  seems  to  have  bewitched  all  hearts,  I 
think,"  said  Cecil,  as  Amy,  in  obedience  to  Mr. 
AUeyne's  desire,  hastily  tied  on  her  bonnet. 
^*  But  surely  you  are  going  to  put  on  a  veil  ?" 

*^  A  veil  always  makes  me  so  hot,  Cecil  t" 

*^  At  any  rate  we  cannot  stay  for  it  now," 
said  the  rector  impatiently. 

^*  How  pleased  and  anxious  Lady  Charlotte 
is  feeling  at  this  moment,"  said  Amy. 

'^  Not  more  so  than  you  are  looking." 

**  But  you  know  she  bade  me  think  of  her  to- 
day." 

**  And  of  him  too,  if  I  beard  right" 
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'^  Now  I  do  thii^,  Cecal,  that  you  are  really 
jealooa,'*  said  Amy,  atooiHng  down  to  look  into 
his  face,  the  grayity  of  whioh  was  not  proof 
against  her  loving  smile. 

^'  No,  not  exactly,  but  I  am  sick  of  hearing 
of  this  Lord  Danonren  T 

^^  Why,  what  can  he  have  done  to  offend 
you,  when  you  never  even  saw  him  ?" 

^*  Created  an  interest  in  a  heart  which  I 
would  have  wholly  my  own,  with  his  noble 
feelings — handsome  &ce — and  lame  leg  I  I  wish 
I  was  lame,  and  then,  perhaps,  you  would  make 
all  this  fuss  about  me !" 

^^  Oh !  I  am  sure  I  should  be  very  sorry," 
said  the  girl,  scarcely  able  to  forbear  laughing. 

^^  You  would  not  like  a  lame  man  for  your 
husband  then.  Amy  f" 

^*  I  don't  know  about  that,"  replied  his  com- 
panion wilfully,  ^*  if  he  were  good—  and  rich — 
and  very — very — fond  of  me— and  was  never 
cross,  or  jealous  without  cause  I" 

"  Now  you  only  say  this  to  plague  me." 
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^'  Perhaps  I  do,  but  you  are  really  enough 
to  provoke  a  Baint  I  with  your  doubts,  and  sus- 
picions, and  causeless  fears  I" 

'*  Oh  !  if  I  could  be  quite  sure  that  they  were 
causeless  T' 

^^  And  what  must  I  do  to  convince  you  of 
it  ?  Unbeliever  that  you  are  I"  said  the  girl 
with  a  fond  smile.  ^^  Nothing,  I  do  think,  but 
shut  myself  up  in  a  convent,  if  I  could  find 
such  a  thing,  and  there  remain  until  it  was  your 
supreme  will  and  pleasure  to  let  me  out  Or, 
perhaps,  a  strong  room  at  the  Castle  would  do, 
with  neither  doors  or  windows,  and  only  a 
grating  to  peep  out  of,  and  you  take  the  key 
up  to  London  with  you.'' 

*^  No,  indeed,  unless  I  could  afford  to  keep  a 
huge  dragon,  to  devour  all  the  gallant  knights 
who  would  be  attempting  your  rescue  in  spite 
of  me,"  answered  Cecil  in  the  same  light  tone. 

''  One  of  which  would  be  sure  and  conquer 
in  the  end,  as  they  always  do  in  those  dear  de- 
lightful old  chronicles !" 
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^'  And  the  fair  princess  fall  in  love  with  her 
deliverer,  as  a  matter  of  course/  added  CeciL 

"  Oh !  yes,  we  must  not  leave  out  that  part 
of  the  story." 

'^  And  then  you  would  reward  him  with  your 
sweet  self,  in  return  for  his  cutting  off  my 
head,  or  breaking  my  heart,  Amy.  But  I  do 
think  if  the  conqueror  should  turn  out  to  be 
this  young  lord,  I  should  be  tempted  to  get  up 
without  a  head  to  dispute  the  prize  with  him  ! 
And  yet — no— it  would  not  be  worth  contend- 
ing for  then." 

^^  How  wildly  and  bitteriy  you  speak,  Cecil, 
now  you  are  angry  with  me  again." 

*'  I  am  a  wild  dreamer  t  that  is  all,"  replied 
her  companion,  "  and  cannot  shake  off  a  strange 
improbable  fear  which  has  fastened  itself  upon 
my  mind." 

^'  Hark  I"  exclaimed  Amy,  *'  I  hear  the  sound 
of  carriage  wheels,  and  the  people  shouting. 
He  is  coming  at  last !"     And  springing  from 

VOL.    11.  F 


68  TBB  GRAVVFATHSB^ 

the  detaining  arm  of  Cecil,  to  the  side  of  his 
grandfather,  she  bent  forwar<l  with  a  girlish 
and  natural  curiosity  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
young  hein  While  those  who  knew  and  k>Ted 
her,  and  they  were  not  a  few,  for  Amy  was  a 
second  *^  Lady  Bountiful/'  after  her  own  huaaUe 
fashion,  eagerly  made  way  for  her  to  come  in 
front  of  the  crowd. 

The  carriage,  which  was  open,  moved  along 
very  slowly,  the  young  lord  nodding  kindly  and 
graciously  in  acknowledgment  of  their  hearty 
welcome,  while  many  flung  flowers  into  it  as  it 
passed.      Amy,   in    the    excitement    of    the 
moment,  and  unconscious  until  then  that  she 
yet  held  the  bouquet  presented  to  her  by  Jem 
Marsh,  following  the  example  of  the  rest   But 
Dunorven's  earnest  and  admiring  gaze,  and  the 
quickness  with  which  he  singled  out  her  flowers, 
and  bowing  to   the  fair  donor,  placed  them 
gallantly  in  his  bosom,  recalled  Amy  to  a  con- 
sciousness of  the  foolishness,  to  say  the  least  of 
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it,  of  her  momentary  impulse,  and  she  ghmced 
eagerly  around  to  see  if  Cecil  had  observed 
what  was  passing.  One  look  upon  that  sad 
and  angry  brow  was  punishment  enough  for  all 
her  thoughtlessness. 

**  Nothing  could  have  been  more  gracefully 
acknowledged,  my  dear  child  I"  said  Mr. 
AUeyne,  with  a  well-pleased  smile,  *^  and  how 
handsome  he  is,  with  the  same  sweet  expression 
about  his  mouth  as  ever.  I  shall  proceed  on  to 
the  Castle,  in  order  to  pay  my  respects,  and 
you  and  Cecil  can  walk  home  together.  Do 
you  hear,  my  dear  boy  ?" 

Cecil  held  out  his  arm  which  was  untaken, 
and  they  walked  on  in  silence,  side  by  side. 
The  good  rector  far  too  much  occupied  with 
his  own  thoughts  to  observe  that  anjrthing  was 
amiss. 

*^  Do  forgive  me,  dear  Cecil  P  said  Amy,  at 
length,  in  a  tearful  voice.    ^'  Indeed  I  am  very 
sorry  now  that  I  gave  him  those  flowers,  but  it 
F  3 
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seemed  so  natural  when  I  saw  every  one  else 
doing  the  same  thing.  And  after  all,  there 
was  nothing  strange  in  the  gift." 

*'  Or  his  manner  of  receiving  it,  I  suppose? 
There  was  I  so  proud  of  my  single  rose,  and 
here  you  have  given  him  at  first  sight,  a  whole 
bouquet !" 

^^  And  I  will  give  you  a  hundred  bouquets, 
dear  Cecil !  if  you  will  only  smile  upon  me 
again.  1  dare  say  he  will  fling  it  away  as  soon 
as  he  gets  home,  and  think  no  more  about  it/ 

'^  I  dare  say  not,  or  why  was  it  singled  out 
80  carefully  from  among  the  rest,  to  be  placed 
in  his  bosom  with  such  a  lover-like  look.'* 

'^  Oh !  Cecil--and  this  is  the  first  time  we 
have  ever  met !" 

"  And  yet  you  gave  him  your  flowers." 

Amy's  tears  now  began  to  flow  fast  and 
silently,  and  had  he  seen  that  she  was  weeping, 
there  would  have  been  an  end  of  it,  for  he 
never  could  resist  those  tears.     The  one  great 
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fault  in  Cecil's  character  was  n  want  of  faith. ' 
Amy  would  never  even  so  much  as  dreamed  of 
doubting  him.  But  then  men  and  women  think 
so  differently  of  these  things. 

*^  This  all  came  of  not  fastening  on  a  veil," 
said  the  girl,  rallying  herself  at  length,  and 
beginning  to  think  that  the  whole  affair  was 
after  all,  a  very  silly  one^  in  which  idea  she  was 
not  far  from  right 

'*  And  being  so  strangely  beautiful  and  fas- 
cinating, that  no  one  can  help  falling  in  love 
with  you  at  once  I"  observed  Cecil,  also  a  little 
ashamed  of  his  petulance  and  ill  humour. 
*^  But  indeed,  Amy,  it  was  very  thoughtless 
to  give  him  those  flowers." 

^*  Yes,  1  know  it  was,**  said  the  girl  meekly. 

**  Why,  I  would  have  gone  down  upon  my 
knees  for  them,  and  yet  you  threw  them  to  him 
without  his  having  even  the  trouble  of  asking. 
It  must  be  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  lord,  and  the 
Jieir  of  Castle  Coombe  !** 
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**  And  better  still  to  be  my  own  kind  Cecil 
now,  and  by  and  bye,  one  of  the  greatest 
lawyers  in  the  kingdom,  or  judge,  or  Lord 
Chancellor,  perhaps,  that  sounds  better  than 
Lord  Dunorven,  does  it  not?  And  even  simple 
Cecil  Grey,  is  a  thousand  times  sweeter  in  my 
opinion." 

'^  Then  I  will  not  wish  to  change  it." 
"  And  you  will  forgive  me  ?" 
''  Oh,   Amy,  it   is   I   who  should  sue  for 
pardon.     And  yet  it  was  provoking  to  see  his 
exulting  smile." 

'*  Yes,  it  was,  I  grant  you,"  interposed  Amy, 
fearful  of  a  fresh  outbreak  of  passion,  and  yet, 
thinking  in  her  own  heart  that  it  was  the  very 
sweetest  and  kindest  she  had  ever  seen,  CeciTs 
only  excepted,  that  is,  when  he  was  in  a  good 
.humour.  And  anxious  to  change  the  conversa* 
tion  she  enquired  if  he  had  noticed  Lord  Dunor- 
ven's  travelling  companion,  Mr.  Trevallion. 

"  Of  course,  which  I'll  venture  to  swear  is 
more  than  you  did,  Amy." 
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^  No,  indeed,  I  only  looked  «t  the  young 
lord  himself,*'  eaid  the  girl  widi  a  simplicity 
that  amnsed  even  while  it  exasperated  him. 
^'  What  was  he  like  T 

'*  Most  Englishmen  when  they  attempt  to 
play  the  foreigner,  and  sport  pale,  dnst-eoloared 
mostaehoes." 

*'  Bat  Lady  Chailotte  says  he  is  handsome.** 

"  Yes,  handsome  for  a  fair  man«  I  dare  say 
ehe  meant,  (Cecil  hisis^f  was  dark  of  course), 
neverdieless  he  has  a  good  forehead  and  a  re- 
markably prond  and  aristocratic  air.  And  his 
pale  iace  presented  quite  a  contrast  to  the  ani» 
mated  countenanoe  of  his  companion.  Too 
animated  by  half,**  added  the  young  man  pel* 
iishly,  vexed  with  himself  for  the  admiesion^ 
^  for  he  did  nothing  but  crrin  and  show  his 
ieeth,  because  they  happen  to  be  tolerably 
white  and  evea.** 

^*  That's  just  what  Mrs.  Jelf  used  to  say  to 
jou  years  ago^  when  you  were  a  boy«**  said 
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Amy  laughingly.     **  But  we  have  had  no  much 
to  say  to  one  another  that  I  did  not  think  of  ' 
noticing  since,  and  you  have  given  me  no  chance 
to-day.** 

''  I  am  not  in  a  laughing  humour,"  said  Cecil, 
trying  a  great  deal  harder  than  it  seemed  worth 
while  to  preserve  his  gravity. 

''But  you  are  not  angiy  with  me  still 
surely  ?" 

'^  No,  no,  but  you  must  never  do  that  again, 
Amy." 

*^  I  never  will  I"  said  the  girl  decidedly,  and 
seeing  that  there  was  no  chance  of  her  being 
tempted  to  break  her  word,  he  did  well  in  be- 
lieving her. 

The  good  rector  returned  home  to  a  late 
dinner  in  high  spirits  at  the  cordial  and  affec- 
tionate greeting  vouchsafed  him  by  the  young 
heir,  whose  praises  he  seemed  never  weary  of 
repeating,  although  the  theme  was  far  from 
tending  to  restore  Cecil's  good  humour. 
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'*  Hia  friend/ observed  Mr.  Alleyne,  "  seems 
to  be  qaite  of  a  different  stamp,  and  the 
servants  say  that  he  is  as  proud  as — ^ 

^'The  Countess  Bugbear  herself  T  inter- 
rupted Amj.  *^  Was  not  that  what  you  were 
going  to  say  ?** 

^^  No,  little  mischief  I  But  I  see  how  it  is, 
Cecil  spoils  you." 

''  No,  indeed  he  does  not,"  replied  Amy 
quickly.  '^  Why  would  you  believe  he  has 
scolded  me  more  this  morning,  than  you  and 
Mrs.  Jelf  together,  for  the  last  three  months?" 

"  And  serve  you  right  toa,"  said  Cecil,  draw- 
ing her  away  leat  she  should  tell  tales,  and  his 
grandfather  think  him,  perhaps,  but  a  silly  boy 
after  alL 

'^  Ah !  you  may  well  be  ashamed  of  your- 
self!"  said  Amy,  holding  up  her  finger  at  him. 
^  Now  how  do  you  mean  to  bribe  me  to  be 
quiet  and  hold  my  tongue?" 

'*  Shall  I  show   you?"    replied  her  lover, 
F  6 
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while  the  girl  suddenly  retreated  from  his  arch 
glance. 

^*  No,  I  propose  a  truce,  with  no  conditions, 
and  only  put  you  on  honorable  parole  never  to 
transgress  again  T 

^'  And  what  if  I  were  to  break  the  treaty  ?" 

^*  Then  you  should  be  shot  without  mercy 
for  a  traitor  and  unbeliever  as  you  are !  But 
eeriously,  dear  Cecil !  will  you  promise  never  to 
doubt  me  again  ?^ 

''  Will  you  promise  never  again  to  give  me 
cause  for  it?*' 

^^  With  all  my  heart !  But  then  you  must 
not  fancy  things  that  do  not  exist" 

*'OhI  Amy,  did  I  this  morning?  Was 
there  no  bouquet  flung,  and  kissed,  and  placed 
ezultingly  in  the  hero's  bosom !  And  aU  this 
before  my  very  eyes  J" 

*^  Why  it  would  have  been  worse  still  if  I 
had  done  it  behind  your  back.  But  I  am  quite 
ready  to  allow  that  I  was  to  blame  for  my  im- 
prudence." 
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^  And  I  for  my  petnkdoa  So  sapfpOM  we 
kiss  and  be  frieads  ?" 

''  The  ktter,  wiUiiigly^''  wd  Amy  kagUng, 
and  blushing*  And  the  fotmer,  ioer^  it  wonkl 
seem,  whether  she  liked  it  or  not ;  for  Cecil 
pressed  his  lips  gently  to  her  fair  brow,  and 
then  they  sat  down  together,  and  spoke  more 
gravely,  and  of  the  future  rather  than  of  the 
present — that  future  which  we  so  love  to  shape 
and  colour  after  our  own  fancy,  crowding  it 
with  a  thousand  incidents  that  never  come  to 
pass  ;  or  so  differently,  and  with  such  changed 
feelings,  that  we  scarcely  recognise  our  own 
fairy  imaginings ;  looking  upon  objects  with 
the  eye  of  affection,  rather  than  truth,  and 
thus  magnifying  them  very  often  at  a  strange 
rate;  amusing  enough  at  the  time,  but  the 
source  of  much  after  sorrow,  and  many  bitter 
tears.  Well,  we  must  always  pay  for  pleasure 
in  some  shape  or  other,  and  he  thankful  that 
we  can  get  it  even  then. 

'^  Mr.  Dummond  was  right,"  thought  Amy 
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that  night,  as  she  laid  her  head  npon  her  pillow, 
a  head  that  felt  half  dizzy  with  happiness, 
'^  Cecil  is  wonderfully  eloquent  T  ah,  so  are 
most  lo^ersi  but  it  will  not  do  to  quite  believe 
them  for  all  that. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 


How  quickly  time  flies  when  we  are  young, 
and  happy,  and  beloved !  The  week  had  been 
extended  to  a  fortnight,  and  Cecil  would  have 
still  lingered  at  the  rectory,  but  for  his  grand- 
father's expostulations,  and  a  somewhat  peremp- 
tory letter  from  Mr.  Drummond.  Even  Amy 
all  ength  advised  his  going,  although  the  tears 
gathered  in  her  dark  eyes  as  she  spoke,  remem- 


110  THB  ORAJmPATHBR. 

bering  how  sad  and  lonely  it  would  be  when  he 
was  gone. 

**0h,  that    we  could  be  always  together," 
said  Cecil. 

''  And  so  we  shall  one   of  these    days    I 
hope." 

'^  And  soon — very  soon,  oh,  I  will  toil  so 
hard  that  this  may  come  to  pass." 

^^  But  you  must  not  make  yourself  ill,"  said 
Amy  tenderly,  for  she  felt  that  she  had  a  right 
now  to  caution  and  take  care  of  him.  Not  a 
srster^s  ria:ht  as  of  old,  but  one  a  thousand  times 
nearer  and  dearer,  the  responsibility  of  which 
made  her  feel  quite  a  different  creature.  It  is 
a  responsibility  to  feel  conscious  that  the  happi- 
ness of  another  is  in  our  keeping. 

^'  I  see  that  good  Mrs.  Jelf  has  made  every 
preparation  for  such  an  event,"  said  Cecil  point- 
ing smilingly  to  the  well  stocked  medicine 
chest,  and  goodly  store  of  jams  and  preserves, 
which  she  had  sent  over  that  morning,  with 
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orders  for  Any  to  have  them  carefally  packed 
up. 

*'  Ahi  ahe  ia  a  dear,  kind  soul,  but  you 
must  not  fall  sick,  and  I  not  near  to  nurse 
you." 

"  Make  myself  sick  by  eating  all  these  sweet 
things  I  suppose  you  mean." 

^^  No,  working  too  hard,  and  keeping  late 
hours.  Better  to  wait  a  year  or  two  longer, 
Cecil,  than  injure  your  health  ;  besides,  grand- 
papa says  we  are  both  very  young  as  yet." 

'^  One  would  think  you  wer^  an  old  woman 
to  hear  you  talk,  Amy." 

^'  But  you  will  not  forget  what  I  say  ? 
You  will  take  care  of  yourself  for  my  sake, 
Cecil?" 

^'  Ah,  BOW  you  have  chosen  the  right  method 
to  bring  me  round  to  your  own  way  of  think- 
ing, for  what  is  there,  Amy,  that  I  would  not 
do  for  your  sake.  But  there  is  surely  no  need 
for  all  this  hurry  I"  exclaimed  he,  appealing  to 
his  grandfather,  but  still  watching  the  small 
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trembling  hands  which  were  arranging  every 
thing  with  such  fairy-like  neatness  in  his  port- 
manteau, and  every  now  and  then  shedding  a 
few  quiet  tears,  which  fell  as  sweet  and  sooth- 
ingly as  summer  rain. 

^^  Yes,  you  had  better  go  by  the  night  coach, 
Cecil,  as  Mr.  Drummond  requested,"  replied 
the  old  man  in  a  faltering  voice. 

^^  Hang,  Mr.  Drummond,  and  the  night 
coach  tool  Surely  a  few  hours  cannot  make  so 
much  difference." 

^^  Either  way,"  interposed  Amy,  looking  up 
with  a  wretched  attempt  at  a  smile,  and  then 
down  again  until  her  tearful  face  was  half 
buried  in  the  trunk.  ^*  There  that  will  do  I 
think,"  sud  she  after  a  pause,  and  in  a  more  cheer- 
ful tone.  ^'  And  although  I  say  it  who  should 
net,  nothing  could  have  been  better  arranged, 
with  the  night-cap  lying  at  the  top,  by  Mrs. 
Jelf's  special  directions." 

A  good  hint  by  the  bye,  to  all  young  packers, 
and  inexperienced  travellers. 
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"  Thank  you,  but  it  will  not  remain  so  neat 
very  long.  I  want  some  one  to  look  after  me 
sadly." 

^'  Has  Mr.  Drummond  no  daughter,  or 
sister  ?''  asked  Amy. 

^'  Yes,  one  daughter,  the  prettiest  and 
gentlest  little  creature  you  can  imagine.  But 
then  she  is  that  sort  of  woman  who  seems  only 
made  to  be  shut  up  in  a  glass  case  for  fear  of 
catching  cold,  or  melting  away,  and  looked 
at  when  one  can  find  time  to  indulge  in  such  a 
luxury." 

*'  For  shame,  Cecil  I"  said  Amy,  who  could 
not  help  laughing,  in  spite  of  her  sorrow,  at 
his  strange  description.  "  I  shall  certainly 
tell  Miss  Drummond  what  you  have  just  said, 
should  I  ever  meet  her." 

'^  If  it  is  not  all  true,  you  are  quite  at 
liberty  to  do  so.  But  it  is  not  time  to  cord  the 
box  yet." 

^'  Yes,  quite  time,  dear  Cecil,"  said  Amy, 
holding  up  her  watch  before  his  eyes,  which 
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were  too  dim  to  be  much  the  wiser  for  it.  She 
need  not  have  been  ashamed  to  be  seen  weeping 
when  even  he,  who  was  a  man  could  not  part 
from  her  wholly  unmoved. 

'^  It  seems  but  yesterdaj,**  continued  the 
girl,  ^^  that  we  sat  here  watching  and  waiting 
for  your  arrival,  and  listening  and  longing  for 
the  sound  of  approaching  wheels,  as  fervently 
as  we  now  dread  them;  and  yet  how  very  much 
has  come  to  pass  since  then.  How  much,  per- 
haps, before  we  meet  again." 

There  was  a  foreboding  sadness  in  the  tone 
with  which  the  last  few  words  were  uttered, 
which  struck  a  responsive  chord  in  the  bosom 
of  her  lover,  as  he  drew  her  towards  him, 
and  gazed  tenderly  into  her  sweet  and  troubled 
countenance. 

'^  Qod  is  good,  my  children,'^  said  the  old 
rector  solemnly,  ^^  let  us  not  doubt  him.'' 

**  Or  each  other,**  whispered  Amy,  in  a  tone 
00  low  that  it  reached  Cecil's  ear  alone. 
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^'  Never,  never  agaia  dearest !  let  what  will 
happexL^ 

Ah,  if  Cecil  Grey  had  but  kept  his  vow ;  but 
we  muat  not  anticipate. 

Never  had  the  mail  eeemed  more  punctual 
than  on  that  particular  evening,  or  the  coach- 
man in  a  greater  hurry^  Cecirs  portmanteau 
was  hauled  up  and  adjusted  in  an  incredibly 
«hort  space  of  time,  and  then  he  himself  had  to 
follow  it,  without  a  moment  allowed  for  those 
Jast  wards^  which  are  the  dearest  of  all,  and 
those  which  linger  longest  in  our  memories. 
'For  somehow  it  is  not  until  then  wc  begin  to 
remember  all  that  we  had  wished  and  meant  to 
have  uttered,  and  put  off  until  it  was  too 
late. 

Of  course  Cecil  could  not  kiss  her  again, 
standing  as  they  did  at  the  comer  of  the  high 
road,  and  amidst  such  a  crowd  of  people,  al- 
though he  appeared  very  much  as  if  he  should 
not  have  eared  had  all  the  world  been  looking 
i>o.,  and  only  resisted  tbe  temptation   out  of 
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delicacy  to  her,  having  previously  taken  good 
care  to  indemnify  himself  for  such  wonderons 
self-  denial ;  and  with  a  long  trembling  pres- 
sure of  the  handy  a  few  whispered  words,  and 
not  a  few  tears  on  the  part  of  Amy,  which 
she  took  no  pains  to  conceal,  the  lovers 
parted  from  each  other  for  an  indefinite  space 
of  time. 

Amy  and  the  rector,  walked  back  in  silence 
together  for  their  hearts  were  full,  and  each 
felt  as  though  any  eflort  at  consolation  would 
seem  like  mockery. 

^'  How  soon  it  grows  dark  to-night,**  said 
the  former  at  length,  but  the  shadow  was  on 
her  own  spirit. 

^'  But  it  promises  to  be  fine  nevertheless,*^ 
replied  the  rector,  ^'  see,  the  moon  is  rising.** 

''  And  Cecil  looking  at  it  too,  perhaps  at 
this  moment,**  said  Amy,  unconsciously  think- 
ing aloud.  She  was  growing  romantic  already, 
as  most  girls  do  when  they  fall  in  love  for  the 
first  time,  and  a  very  delicious  romance  it  is,  in 
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tipite  of  all  that  cynics  and  sceptics  may  say  to 
the  contrary;  and  even  the  most  violent 
among  them,  it  may  be,  thought  so  once,  but 
so  long  ago,  perhaps,  that  they  have  foi^otten 
it. 

^'  Yes,  the  same  heaven  is  above  us  all,"  said 
Mr.  Alley ne  solemnly,  ^^  and  knowing  this  my 
child,  we  can  never  be  quite  miserable,  quite 
beparated,  even  though  many  a  weary  mile 
may  lay  between  us  and  the  object  of  our 
affection." 

Amy  drew  nearer  to  her  old  friend,  and  half 
forgot  her  grief  in  listening  to  his  mild  and 
soothing  words. 

*•  Oh,  that  I  could  always  stay  with  you," 
said  she. 

"  I  fear  you  would  find  it  very  dull,  my 
child." 

^*  Not  half  so  dull  as  it  will  be  up  at  the 
Castle,  for  we  should  be  talking  of  Cecil  all  day 
long,  and  that  would  make  the  time  pass 
quickly,  while  there,  I  shall  not  dare  even  to 


118  THE  ORANMATUBB. 

mention  his  name,  and  shall  be  expected  to  be 
as  cold  and  {mssiye  as  if— as  if — X  were  not  the 
happiest  girl  in  the  world,"  added  Amy  with  a 
burst  of  uncontrollable  emotion.  '^  But  it  is  his 
wish,  and  best  so ;  and  what  exquisite  delight 
to  have  such  a  secret  to  keep  all  to  oneself,  and 
no  one  a  bit  the  wiser." 

<<  Nevertheless  I  could  have  wished  to  have 
told  the  Countess  of  your  engagement." 

*'  But  then  as  Cecil  says,  she  would  only 
have  preached  to  me  ten  times  more  than 
ever." 

^^  And  what  barm  would  her  preaching,  as 
you  call  it)  have  done  to  you?" 

^*  None  perhaps,  or  any  good  either,  but  it 
might  have  annoyed  and  vexed  me,  and  I  feel 
as  if  I  ought  never  to  be  cross  again." 

*^  Remember  this  dear  child  at  the  right 
moment  and  you  never  wiU." 

*^  But  if  I  could  stay  with  you.  But  I  shall 
find  you  in  the  library  as  usual,  and  that  will 
be  a  great  comfort ;  and  Cecil  has  promised  to 
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Wfite  to  me  very,  very  often^  and  tell  me  every 
thing  he  is  doing,  and  thinking  of,  just  as  if  we 
were  still  togther." 
^*  And  you  of  course  are  to  do  the  same." 
^'  Oh,  yes,  I  mean  to  keep  a  journal  for  bis 
private  inspection." 

*'  You  will  soon  get  tired  of  that,"  said  the 
old  man« 

"  Did  you  when    you    were    young,    dear 
grandpapa  ?'' 

^'  Nay,  it  is  so  long  ago  that  I  forget." 
The  aged  are  very  apt  to  do  this,  and  thus 
hold  no  sympathy  with  the  warmer  feelings  of 
their  children,  but  there  are  nevertheless  some 
bright  examples  to  the  contrary,  and  Mr« 
Alleyne  was  one  of  them.  We  know  several 
besides  him. 

How  strange  and  lonely  looked  that  little 
parlour,  as  they  partook  of  the  late  cheerful 
meal,  lacking  Cecil's  bright  and  handsome  face 
to  give  it  zest.  How  silent,  without  his  bril- 
liant and  playful  wit ;   or  what  Amy  siissed 
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even  more,  the  low,  eloquent  voice,  murmnrii^ 
those  haunting  words  which  pass  away  so 
slowly  from  the  memory,  nay,  we  doubt  much 
if  they  are  ever  really  foi^otten.  Afindful  of 
her  promise  to  Cecil,  to  supply  his  place,  and 
be  all  in  all  to  his  venerable  relative,  the  girl 
strove  hard  to  rally  her  sinking  spirits.  She 
even  sang  to  him,  pausing  at  the  dose  of  each 
song,  although  there  was  none  but  that  old 
roan  to  praise,  and  singling  out  the  most  lively 
airs,  as  if  she  feared  to  trust  her  voice 
with  any  thing  less  gay ;  and  how  fervently 
when  the  hour  of  prayer  came,  was  the  absent 
one  remembered  in  their  supplications.  How 
delightftil  it  is  to  pray  for  those  we  love ;  and 
be  sure  that  God  hears  and  will  do  better  for 
us  and  them,  than  either  we  desire  or 
deserve. 

That  night  Amy  did  not  go  quietly  to  bed, 
and  to  sleep  as  usual ;  but  remained  for  a  long 
time  looking  out  of  her  casement,  and  appa- 
rently watching  the  light  clouds  as  they  swept 
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onwards  over  the  calm  heavens,  while  her 
thoughts  in  reality  were  far  away,  and  had 
already  overtaken  the  London  coach,  and  made 
themselves  busy  about  a  certain  individual  who 
sat  thereon,  travelling  in  imagination  the  very 
same  road  which  hers  had  come  by,  and  meet- 
ing each  other  in  a  sort  of  sympathy.  The 
spirit  of  unrest  had  descended  upon  the  hitherto 
thoughtless  girl,  and  marked  the  transition  into 
womanhood. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 


Lord  Dukobven  shook  hancb  with  Amy,  for 
all  the  world,  as  she  told  Mr.  AUeyne  after- 
wards, as  if  she  had  been  his  sister.  And  said, 
with  snch  a  kind,  sweet  smile,  that  he  was  snre 
from  what  his  sister  had  told  him,  they  should 
be  rery  good  friends,  that  the  girl  felt  certain 
of  it  too,  from  that  instant,  and  answered  him 
in  the  same  frank  spirit.  As  Lady  Charlotte 
had  rightly  prognosticated,  the  young  heir  had 


•FHE  OEANDFATHBBi  123 

iilfieady  wrought  a  change  in  the  hitherto 
sombre  arxwigementa  of  the  eatabliBhment,  in 
which  the  sound  of  merry,  voioee  and  light 
baghteTi  might  now  be  oontinually  heard* 
Even  the  school-room  was  not  safe  from  his 
presence,  and  the  grave  Miss  Maxwell,  often 
beguiled  of  a  smile  by  his  merry  mood ;  while 
Lady  Charlotte,  who  loved  him  dearly,  really 
learned  a  great  deal  quicker  when  he  was  by, 
for  fear  he  might  actually  get  to  think  her,  as 
he  had  once  playfully  hinted,  a  terrible  dunce  I 
The  Countess  of  Castle  Coombe,  passing 
through  the  great  hall,  where  Amy  had  been 
ohided  for  her  pirouettes  of  old,  found  them  all 
engaged  in  anoisy  game  of  battledore  and  shut* 
tlecook,  the  implements  of  which  Dunorven 
had  somewhere  rummaged  out,  and  insisted 
upon  trying  the  boasted  skill  of  his  boyhood, 
much  to  the  horror  of  Lady  Anne,  and  the 
amusement  of  her  sister  and  Amy ;  and  moved 
on  without  a  rebuking  word,  nay,  she  even 
smiled  as  she  turned  back  to  gaze  upon  the 
o  3 
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animated  countenance  of  her  faYoarite.    And 
was  heard  to  tell  Mrs.  Jelf,  that  she  supposed 
he  must  be  permitted  to  do  as  he  liked  while  he 
stayed,  since  it  might  not  be  very  long,  as  he. 
already  talked  of  leaving  them  again  to  join 
the  Earl  in  London.     And  the  worthy  house- 
keeper was  of   course  the  very  echo  of  her 
ladyship,  and  offered  no  opposition  to  any  of 
the  wild  schemes,  as  she  thought  them,  with 
which  he  sought  to  pass  away  the  time. 
.  For'the  first  few  days  after  her  return.  Amy 
never  could  look  at  Mr.  Trevallion  without 
thinking  of  Cecilys  description  of   the  dnst- 
colored  moustache;     and  feeling  a  wondrous 
inclination  to  burst  out  laughing,  although  she 
agreed  with  Lady  Charlotte  that  he  really  was 
very  handsome,  but  for  the  8tern,unconquerable 
pride  so   plainly  visible  upon  lip  and  brow. 
And  was  quite  thankful  to  him  for  taking  the 
quiet  Lady  Anne's    Italian   lessons,    entirely 
under  his  own  superintendence ;   but  she  did 
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not  fancy  they  were  getting  on  very  fast  for  all 
that. 

Lord  Dunorven's  lameness,  although  obvious, 
and  often  painful,  was  not  such  as  to  constitute 
a  deformity,  or  very  materially  interfere  with 
his  general  exercises  and  amusements.     No  one 
indeed,  who  first  glanced  upon  his  singularly 
winning  and   open   countenance,   would  have 
thought  of  noticing  it  at  all.     And  if  it  some- 
times prevented  him,  in  the  long  rambles  which 
the  young  people  took  together,  from  keeping 
up  with  Trevallion's    hasty   strides,  and    the 
fleet   steps   of  his  sister's,  Amy  was  always 
willing  to  loiter  behind  and  bear  him  company. 
She  had   found  some  one  at  last,  who  could 
really  tell  her  all  about  Italy,  and  its  sunny 
skies  —  its    artistic    wonders  —  its    dark-eyed 
children — its  glorious  climate — its  music — and 
poetry — and  describe   in   glowing  colors   this 
dream-land  of  the  imagination  !  Then  he  had  all 
the  names  of  its  painters  at  his  tongue's  end, 
•Titian — Raphael — Buonarroti — Da  Vinci — and 
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a  long  list  of  immortal  words  I  Could  qaot^ 
from  Tasso  and  Petrarchi  by  the  hoar  together* 
And  even  pleaded  guilty  to  having  attempted 
an  imitation  of  the  latter,  as  most  joung  men 
do  at  some  period  of  their  lives,  although  they 
will  not  all  confess  to  It. 

'*  How  I  should  like  to  see  it,*^  said  Atiy* 

^^  So  you  shall  one  of  these  days^  butpcfrhape 
I  may  alter  and  improve  it  first,  as  one  writes 
better  from  inspiration,  and  my  Laura  was  at 
that  time  an  ideal  one." 

Amy  was  perfectly  uneonsoioDS  of  his 
earnest  gaze,  until  looking  up  at  length,  she 
fancied  he  did  not  seem  quite  like  himself. 

^<  Does  your  foot  pain  you  ?"  asked  she  amd- 
ously. 

^'  Hang  my  foot  I  I  wish  you  would  not  be 
continually  reminding  a  man  of  his  misfortunes^ 
Miss  Fitzallan." 

*^  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Amy  meekly. 

*^  And  I  yours  for  my  petulance.  And  after 
all,  is  it  a  misfortune  ?  since  but  for  that  yon 
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would  not,  perhaps,  take  pity  upon  my  loneli- 
ness so  often  as  you  do,  and  cheer  it  with  that 
gentle  anxile.'' 

^  Bnt  then  you  would  not  be  so  lonely,  and 
so  my  care  and  pMsenee  be  soaMely  missed."    ' 
^  No^  no,"  said  Dunorpsn  gaily,  ^^  let  me 
nudBe  a  virtiie  of  necesnty,  and  prefer  remain* 
ittg  a3  I  am  to  being  kxriced  upon  as  ooldly  and 
carelessly  as  Mr.  Trevallioii.'* 
."  And  do  I  look  thus  T 
''  Tes,  last  night  when  he  praised  your  mngr 
ing,  aEnd'te^day  at  your  ItaEan  lesson." 

'^  Because,  somehow,  I  Ssated  Lady  Anne 
seemed  yexed,^  said  Amy  simply.  "  Besides 
gentlemen  must  say  these  things,  I  suppose,  as 
a  matter  of  course.  ** 

^f  Do  you  think  I  too  praise  you  as  a  matter 
of  courser 

«'  No,"  said  Amy  frankly,  ''  to  confess  the 
truth,  I  do  not,  for  Lady  Charlotte  tells  me 
you  are  very  sincere,  and  never  say  what  you 
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do  not  mean,  and  I  am  sure  jou  are  very 
kind." 

^'  Thank  yon  for  your  good  opinion^  which  I 
mufit  stady  hard  to  deserve ;  and  dear  Charlotte 
too^  for  her  dsterly  encomiums." 

^'  Let  me  see,  what  were  we  talking  about  ?" 
said  Amy  after  a  pause.  '^  Oh!  Petrarch's 
Laura,  and  then  it  came  to  your  Laura,  but 
you  never  told  me  who  she  was." 

^'  No,  I  dare  not  yet,  but  one  of  these  days 
I  wiU." 

*'  You  fear,  perhaps,  that  you  may  change 
you  mind  ?"  said  the  girl  laughingly. 

**  No  indeed  T 

*^  Or  that  she  may  be  equally  cold  and  pas- 
sionless ?" 

^^  Ah  I  there  is  something  in  that,"  replied 
Dunorven  in  a  graver  tone.  ''  But  was  this 
celebrated  woman  really  so  passionless,  think 
you?" 

^*  To  him  doubtless ;    but  then    she  migh^ 
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have  loved  her  husband,  which  was  indeed  but 
natural." 

"  And  yet  she  must  have  been  proud  of  the 
poet's  homage." 

^*  But  after  all,  such  is  not  necessary  to  our 
happiness,"  replied  Amy,  who  had  grown  a 
great  deal  wiser  on  this  point  within  the  last 
few  months.  *'  A  woman  requires  love  rather 
than  worship  I" 

Dunorven  gazed  upon  the  beautiful  counte- 
nance of  his  companion  with  eyes  that  almost 
seemed  to  offer  both ;  while  Amy's  perfect  un- 
consciousness saved  her  from  any  embarrass- 
ment which  she  might  otherwise  have  felt. 

In  return  for  all  his  vivid  descriptions  of 
foreign  countries,  the  girl,  won  to  confidence 
by  his  manner,  told  him  all  about  herself,  (her 
engagement  to  Cecil  of  course  excepted),  and 
how  she  dreaded  lest  her  stern  grandfather 
niight  one  day  come  to  claim  her.  While 
Dunorven  took  quite  a  brotherly  interest  in  the 
narrative ;  wishing  that  he  had  been  in  Cecil 
Q  5 
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Grey's  place  when  he  fought  the  cowardly 
Stephen  Hopkins ;  or  had  the  smother- 
ing  of  the  old  witch,  his  mother  I  as  he 
called  her  ;  promising  himself  the  pleasure 
of  visiting  Mrs.  Marsh,  on  the  first  opporta- 
nity,  who  was  in  future  to  be  honored  with  the 
special  patronage  of  the  family  at  Castle 
Coombe.  Nay,  he  even  went  so  far  as  to  make 
a  TOW,  which  was  unfortunately  broken  that 
same  day,  never  again  to  laugh  at  good,  formal 
Mrs.  Jelf ;  and  regretted  having  neglected  to 
make  Ceol's  acquaintance,  during  his  short 
stay  in  the  neighbourhood, 

<<  You  must  introduce  him  to  me  when  he 
comes  again,"  said  Dunorven,  and  Amy 
promised  that  she  would,  although  she  did  not 
think,  somehow,  that  they  would  ever  be  very 
good  friends. 

'^  As  for  Mr.  Alleyne,"  oontixkued  the  young 
lord,  "  I  shall  like  him  better  than  ever,  if 
indeed  that  were  possible." 

^<  There  are  some  people,"  said  Amy,  *^  whom 
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one  cannot  hdp  liking.**  Was  she  thinking  of 
the  good  rector,  or  her  present  companion? 
Most  certainly  his  thoughts  were  all  on  her, 
when  he  answered  with  such  eagerness  in  the 
affirmative. 

^'  Who  knows/'  said  Lord  Dunorven,  ^'  but 
what  you  may  turn  out  to  be  some  princess  ?^ 

*^  Or  the  Queen  of  No-land  T  answered 
Amy  merrily.  ^*  But  is  it  not  equally  likely 
to  prove  the  contrary?** 

**'  Certainly  not,  your  air  and  manner  is  de- 
cidedly aristocratic ;  even  my  proud  mamma 
allowed  that  the  other  day,  when  Trevallion 
said  you  reminded  him  strongly  of  some  one, 
but  he  could  not  recollect  who — ^and  then  every 
one  seems  to  agree  in  believing  that  your  mother 
was  a  real  lady." 

^^  Oh  I  yes,  so  graceful  —  so  beautiful ! 
although  pale  and  sad.  I  often  see  her  now  in 
my  dreams,  and  ever  with  the  same  sweet 
smile.** 

^  Then  that  point  is  settled,'*  said  her  com- 
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panion, ''  and  this  dreaded  grandfather  may  be 
the  great  Mogul  himself  I  or  else 

'  Some  terrible,  three-tailed  Bashaw  !' 

But  never  mind,  Miss  Fitzallan,  he  shall  not 
carry  you  away  to  his  enchanted  Castle  for  all 
that." 

^'  Oh !  I  hope  not,  though  it  should  prove  to 
be  a  palace !"  said  Amy  earnestly. 

<'  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  would  rather 
stay  here  than  be  made  a  queen  ?^ 

^'  A  thousand  times  rather !"  replied  the  girl 
in  a  tone  that  left  no  doubt  as  to  her  sincerity. 
While  Dunorven,  man  like,  drew  his  own  con- 
clusions from  her  frankness,  and   was,  as   he 

ft 

deserved  to  be,  deceived  and  disappointed. 

"  Did  you  see  Miss  St.  Aubyn  again  after 
we  quitted  Italy  ?"  asked  Lady  Charlotte  of 
her  brother,  as  they  were  walking  together  on 
the  terrace. 

"  No,  but  I  heard  of  her,  and  her  kindness 
to  some  poor  peasants,  who  had  lost  their  all  by 
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a  fearful  accident.  I  do  believe  her  to  be  a 
good  little  Boul,  only  awfally  tedious  and  senti- 
mental, and  if  there  is  one  thing  that  I  hate  in 
a  woman  more  than  another  it  is  that.  I 
think  I  would  almost  sooner  have  her  as  cold 
and  proud  as  my  saintly  sister  Anne." 

^'  She  has  not  certainly  got  Anne*s  beauty, 
or  the  graceful  vivacity  of  Miss  Fitzallan, 
but  I  do  not  think  her  so  very  sentimental." 

'*  Perhaps  she  gives  me  all  the  benefit  of  it 
then — or  I  am  prejudiced,"  added  the  young 
man  hastily,  and  with  a  slight  twinge  of  con* 
science,  ''  but  she  really  always  seemed  a 
terrible  bore,  and  kill-joy !  Trevollion  rather 
admired  her,  did  you  not  ?" 

The  gentleman  addressed  was  busily  engaged 
just  then  in  pointing  out  a  magnificent  sunset 
to  his  silent  companion,  who  looked  absolutely 
glorious  in  its  golden  light,  and  so  Mr.  Treval- 
lion  seemed  to  think,  if  one  might  judge  from 
his  countenance. 

Amy  sat  a  little  apart,  euiployed  in  netting 
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another  ptme  for  Cecil,  who  had  complained 
that  his  was  wearing  out  alreadyt  al^Qgh  the 
real  trath  of  the  matter  was,  he  liked  to  be  able 
to  fancy  in  his  far  off  home,  that  she  was  etiU 
working  for,  and  thinking  of  him ;  and  had  hia 
wish  in  both  respects,  if  one  might  judge  from 
the  busy  fingers,  and  pensive,  yet  happy  counte- 
nance of  the  young  betrothed. 

<^  Were  you  speaking  to  me,  Dunorven  ?"* 
asked  Mr.  Trevallion  at  length. 

^^  I  believe  I  did  do  you  that  honor  some  half 
hour  or  so  since." 

"  I  am  really  very  sorry." 

^'  Oh,  pray  make  no  apology,  my  dear 
fellow,  the  cause  of  your  inattention  is  sufficient 
excuse." 

^'  Yes,  the  sunset  id  unusually  brilliant  to- 
night," said  Lady  Anne,  with  a  quickness  that 
was  absolutely  startling,  as  proceeding  from 
her,  but  perhaps  she  feared  lest  another  meaning 
might  be  given  to  Dunorven's  words.* 

*^  And  my  fair  sister  too,"  said  he  laughingly. 
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^*  You  look  like  an  old  piotare,  Anne,  standing 
in  that  golden  light." 

"  A  questionable  sort  of  compliment,  and 
act  half  as  pretty  and  poetical  as  Mr.  Treyal- 
Uon's,''  said  the  miachieyous  Lady  Charlotte, 
**  who  compared  her  to  a  shrined  saint." 

"  Give  me  a  living  and  breathing  womaui'' 
exclaimed  Dunorven,  *'  before  all  the  saints  in 
the  calendar  I  They  moke  good  pictures,  but 
bad  compaaidat.  Fancy  having  a  wife  who  i. 
always  in  the  douds.** 

"  But  I  am  not  always  in  the  clouds,  brother," 
expostulated  Lady  Anne. 

*^  No,  my  dear  little  sister,  you  are  a  great 
deal  too  worldly  for  that,  and  I  am  glad  of  it ; 
as  for  Charlotte,  she  is  never  any  where  for 
two  minutes  at  a  time  I  think,"  added  he,  as 
the  pddy  girl  made  a  snatch  at  Amy's  purse, 
and  went  bounding  along  the  terrace  with 
the  latter  after  her,  like  two  fawns,  while 
Dunorven  longed,  oh,  how  much,  to  follow  in 
the  chase. 
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^'  What  will  mamma  say,"  exclaimed  Lady 
Anne,  ^*  if  she  should  chance  to  be  looking  at 
us?" 

^^  Be  very  much  shocked  I  suppose,  and  good 
Mrs.  Jelf  too  completely  deprived  of  her  pre- 
sence of  mind  to  be  capable  of  rendering  any 
assistance.  Oh  that  I  were  you,  Trevallion, 
for  one  ten  minutes  I" 

"  I  sometimes  wish  we  could  change  places 
all  together/'  replied  his  friend  kindly,  ^^  for 
being  naturally  less  lively  I  should  not  feel  the 
deprivation  half  as  much.  Only  I  must  stipu- 
late for  your » two  sisters  into  the  bargain,  to 
nurse  and  take  care  of  me." 

Dunorven  fancied  that  he  would  have  men- 
tion but  one  had  he  dared. 

''  Ob,  you  must  consult  with  them  about 
that,  who  would  not  perhaps  be  so  willing 
to  make  the  exchange.  What  do  you  say, 
Anne,  to  taking  charge  of  him  on  these  con- 
ditions?" 

'*  What    nonsense    you     talk  I"     said    his 
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sister  colouring  deeply,  or  else  it  was  the  fading 
sunlight  which  still  lingered  on  her  usually  pale 
cheek. 

^[  There's  gratitude,  Trevallion,  for  your 
kind  offer.  But  here  are  the  culprits  tired  and 
out  of  breath.** 

Lady  Charlotte  still  retained  triumphant 
possession  of  her  prize,  while  Amy  looked 
flushed  and  excited. 

'^  Can  I  do  any  thing  for  you,  Miss  Fitz- 
allan  ?" 

^^  Yes,  make  her  give  me  back  my  purse,'' 
said  Amy,  appealing  to  him  so  naturally  that 
even  the  grave  Lady  Anne  could  scarcely  for- 
bear smiling. 

'^  Oh,  I  cry  you  mercy !  I  did  not  know  it 
was  for  Dunorven,"  said  Lady  Charlotte. 

'*  Is  it  for  me  then  ?"  enquired  her  brother 
eagerly. 

''  You  must  ask  Amy." 

"  No,"  said  the  giri  briefly,  "  it  is  not." 

"  But  perhaps  you  will  make  me  one  for 


138  T«S  QRAKDFATmiili . 

my  <Krintere6ted  eMrtion^  ioi  jolir:  jbohidf?^ 
aaid  Danorven, .  wbo  ImmI  il^!  Jhie.  :^^  sue- 
oeeded  in  obtaining  poneeaion  of  the  obj«iet  in 
dispute,  'i    ..        .   ;/  ^..;r.:;  •.-   .:■  .   .. 

<<  A  tme  knlgbt.  r^^iiixw.JlQi bfibei^*.}?epla6d 
Amy,  placing  her  newly  reooVfetbd  treasure 
carefully  in  last  bosoroiitbat  it.  niigbt  be  out  of 
.haim's  way,  ^'  and  in  auobouring  fbd  distressed 
merely  performs  hb  high  abd  bouttden  dnty. 
Bnt  for  alt  that  the.  danubl  rarely  Ibigets  to 
be  grateful/'  she  added  in  a  lower  voice. 

**  Then  you  Will  not  make  me  one  as  a 
gift?'' 

^*  I  will  not  promise,''  said  Amy  retreating 
from  him,  ^*  that  your  kindness  may  be  the 


more  ————— »» 


<<  But  I  may  hope?" 

^^  Hope  on,  hope  ever !''  murmured  the  gprl, 
unconscious  that  she  was  speaking  aloud,  for 
his  last  words  had  recalled  to  mmd  the  motto 
she  and  Cecil  bad  chosen  for  themselves  so  long 
ago. 


^ 
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<<  Thank  yoQ,  I  will  hftve  the  Bentanoe  en- 
gnmai  on  my  flhifild/'  idbiipered  Dm^uvea, 
while  Amy  bluohed  deeply  at  her  own  inadver- 
ieaaioyt  and  the  coneeioiisiiess  of  Lady  Cheri* 
lotte'a  laughing  gaae^ 

*^  Mr.  Trevallion  shall  be  Anne's  champion/' 
said  sh^  ^  and  eaeh  knight  wear  Ike  r^pectiTe 
colonrs  of  his  li^  lady/' 

<'With  all  my  hearii"  sud  Trevallion 
eagerly,  while  the  giddy  ghrl^natched  a  bow  of 
ribbon  from  her  sbter's  dress,  and  gave  it  him 
as  a  badge  of  his  office.  Of  course  Lady  Anne 
was  too  quiet  to  pot  herself  so  much  ont  of  the 
way  as  to  insist  very  positively  on  its  retnm^ 
although  she  did  make  a  faint  shew  of  resis- 
tance. And  Trevallion,  havii^  kissed  the 
trophy  with  an  air  of  profound  respect,  and 
much  coortly  grace,  had  the  impertinence  to 
ask  her  to  fasten  it  into  his  coat  for  him.  Poor 
Lady  Anne,  she  must  have  been  very  helpless 
indeed,  for  she  conld  not  even  stick  a  pin  in 
without  pricking  her  fingers,  and  taking   as 
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long  aboat  it  as  though  ehe  had  been  sewing  it 
with  a  thousand  stitches.  Her  knight,  mean- 
while, as  in  duty  bound,  manifesting  a  most 
extraordinary  degree  of  patience,  and  evidently 
rather  amused  than  otherwise  with  her  awkward 
attempts. 

^^  Oh,  what  will  yon  do,  sister/'  sud  Lady 
Charlotte,  ^^  when  the  time  comes  to  equip 
your  true  knight  in  his  ponderous  armour- 
bind  around  his  shoulders  the  scarf  woven  by 
your  own  hand,  and  baptised  with  tears,  and 
bid  him  forth  to  conquer  or  to  die  ?  Detain 
him  I  suppose  in  gentle  dalliance  until  the 
fight  be  over.*' 

^^  No,  indeed,^'  replied  the  Lady  Anne 
proudly,  ^'  lest  afterwards  I  might  come  to 
despise  him  I'* 

^'  Bravely  spoken !"  said  Dunorven  with  a 
smile.  While  Trevallian's  flashing  eyes  be- 
spoke a  similar  admiration.  "  But  what  are 
my  colours  to  be  Miss  Fitzallan  ?'' 
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^^  GreeD,  I  suppose/'  replied  Amy,  who  had 
by  this  time  recovered  her  usual  arch  yivacity. 

''  What,  forsaken  ?  No^  no,  let  it  be  blue, 
the  symbol  of  hope,  to  match  the  motto  which 
you  have  given  me  for  my  shield/' 

*'  I  gave  you  no  motto,"  said  Amy.  ''  And 
was  not  even  thinking  of  you  when  I  spoke." 

**  Oh  I  well  then,  I  took  it,  which  is  all  the 
same  you  know  in  the  end.  Just  as  TrevaUion 
stole  that  delicate  white  bow  which  he  is  look- 
ing 80  proud  about." 

^'  Nay,"  replied  his  friend,  "  I  was  only  the 


receiver." 


^'  And  the  receiver  is  as  bad  as  the  thief  any 
day.  But  what  is  Charlotte  to  do  for  a  cham- 
pion?" 

^^  Take  her  own  part,  and  care  for  no  one," 
replied  the  girl,  with  a  curl  of  her  red  lip. 
*f  No  fear  but  I  shall  find  a  thousand  champions 
if  need  be." 

*'  I  for  one,"  said  her  brother,  drawing  her 
affectionately  towards  him,  *'  that   is  if  you 
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will  accept  of  such,  which  Mios  FitcaUmn  has 
refused  to  do.** 

^  N09  no»  not  refiieed,''  said  Amy,  touched 
bjr  the  half  reproachAil  sadness  of  his  tooe,  and 
remembering  all  at  once  his  poor  foot,  and  the 
cause  of  the  accident,  together  with  his  unde- 
viating  kindness  towards  herself.  ^'  There^ 
take  the  ribbon  if  you  Uke,  and  let  us  be 
friends  again  ;'^  and  as  she  spoke  she  untied 
the  sash  from  about  hw  waist  and  gave  it  to 
him. 

'*  What  am  I  to  have  all  thisP'  exclaimed 
the  delighted  Dunorven,  thrusting  it  somewhat 
hastily  into  his  bosom  at  the  approach  of  his 
lady  mother. 

^^  We  must  allow  that  Miss  Fitzallan  does 
not  do  things  by  halves/'  said  TrevalHon,  and 
there  was  something  in  his  tone  and  manner, 
which,  in  spite  of  Dunonren's  thanks,  made  her 
feel  as  if  she  had  done  very  wrong. 

Need  we  say  that  there  was  no  mention  of 
this  occurrence  made  in  Amy's  journal,  when 
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she  took  it  out  as  usual  on  that  night  in  the 
solitude  of  her  own  chamber.  And  yet,  what's 
the  use  of  keeping  a  journal  at  all,  if  one  does 
not  set  down  everything  ?  So  the  young  girl 
thought,  and  felt  very  much  inclined  to  give  it 
up,  and  write  and  tell  Cecil  she  had  no  time. 
But  then  be  always  found  time  to  fulfil  any 
wish  of  hers,  let  him  be  as  busy  as  he  would, 
so  it  must  needs  be  continued  now.  We  agree 
with  Amy,  that  journals  are  very  silly  things  at 
the  time  of  writing  them.  Aye,  and  very  sad 
ones  afterwards,  she  may  find  out  that  too,  one 
of  these  days. 
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CHAPTER   IX. 


<'  A  letter  for  Miss  Fitzallan/'  said  Lord 
Dunorven,  entering  their  usual  sitting-room 
somewhat  earlier  than  usuaL  ^^  I  waylaid  the 
post-boy  on  purpose  to  get  it,  seeing  how 
anxious,  and  then  how  disappointed  you  looked 
yesterday  at  the  non-appearance  of  the  ex- 
pected missive. '^ 

"  Thank  you,  you  are  very  kind/*  said  Amy 
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it  eagerly,  and  then  after  a  pause  letting 
it  drop  with  a  well  aesomed  indifference  into 
her  work  box.  She  did  not  Idas  it  this  time, 
as  she  had  once  done,  and  dap  her  hands  with 
such  child-like  glee ;  and  even  good  Mrs.  Jelf 
must  have  been  satisfied  with  the  perfect 
decorum  of  her  manner ;  and  yet  she  loved 
Cecil,  if  possible,  a  thousand  times  better  than 
ever,  and  had  a  right  indeed  to  do  so,  but  per- 
haps that  was  the  yery  reason.  It  is  not  the 
letters  which  are  opened  the  most  eagerly,  that 
are  the  most  dear  to  us,  but  those  which  we 
love  to  read  when  there  is  no  eye  to  mark  the 
smiles  and  tears  which  are  ever  ready  to  start 
at  such  times  for  the  veriest  trifles.  We  should 
not  however,  have  envied  any  one  who  might 
have  been  rash  enough  to  attempt  a  tHe^-tite 
with  Amy  on  that  particular  morning,  and 
with  the  still  unopened  letter  occupying  every 
thought 

*'  From  your  brother,  I  suppose?"  said  Lady 
Charlotte  archly. 

VOL.   IL  H 
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Dunorven  looked  surprised. 
^^  Ob,  I  dare  say  she  neyer  told  yoa  that  she 
had  one,  or  me  either  UDtil  I  found  it  out'* 
^*  Have  you  a  brother.  Miss  Fitzallan  P' 
^  No,  not  in  reality,  but  your  sister  alludes 
to  Mr.  Grey,  whom  I  used  to  call  such,  being 
children,  and  bcoaght  up  together." 

^^  Yes,  I  see,  it  was  but  natural,'^  said 
Dunorven,  looking  much  relieved,  and  as  if  he 
understood  all  about  it^  while  in  reality  he 
knew  nothing.  *'  And  it  is  this  Mr.  Grey  who 
writes  you  all  these  long  letters,  and  for  whom 
you  are  netting  that  pretty  purse,  I  suppose  V' 

^'  I  suppose  it  is,''  said  Amy  simply,  while 
Lady  Charlotte  laughed,  and  her  brother,  who 
had  only  come  in  for  a  moment,  rejoined  Mr. 
Trevallion,.  and  went  out  for  a  driye. 

Amy's  work  was  soon  flung  by,  and  passing 
through  the  long  windows  which  opened  on  to 
the  terrace,  she  sped  away  to  read  her  letter  in 
peace  and  quietness.  And  it  was  not  until 
the  third  perusal  of  it  that  she  woke  up  as  it 
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were  from  a  delicious  dream,  in  which  she  had 
heard  Cecil's  well  beloved  voice,  uttering  those 
very  words  which  looked  almost  cold  upon 
paper,  and  exhorting  her  to  be  careful  of  the 
happiness  which  he  had  intrusted  so  fearlessly 
and  entirely  to  her  keeping* 

"  Heedless  caution,"  thought  the  girl,  re- 
lapsing into  her  old  habit,  and  pressing  the 
letter  repeatedly  to  her  lips,  "  just  as  if  I  could 
ever  forget— ^ver  love  him  less  than  I  do  now  1 
Dear,  unbelieving  Cecil  I  would  he  were  h6re 
now  to  witness  how  willingly — ^how  joyfully,  I 
would  yield  up  all  this  luxury  to  share  that 
lonely  home  which  he  paints  somewhat 
gloomily  P 

There  were  some  portions  of  the  letter  how- 
ever which  made  Amy  thoughtful  if  not  sad, 
and  she  sought  the  good  rector  in  order  to  com- 
municate to  him  a  portion  of  its  contents,  for 
she  had  loi^g  since  managed  to  get  out  of  show- 
ing him  the  whole  epistle,  as  she  had  once 
promised    Not  that  they  had  any  secrets  from 

H  3 
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the  old  man,  but  the  out-ponrings  of  affection 
are  Bacred  things,  and  meant  in  geneial  for  but 
ne  alone,  so  that  it  seems  almost  like  pro- 
fanation to  show  them  to  our  nearest  and  dear- 
est firiends. 

*^  Well,  what  news  from  Cecil,  my  child  ?^ 
said  he,  glancing  at  the  open  letter,  although 
her  face  alone  would  have  been  sufficient  to 
apprise  him  of  its  reception.  '^  He  is  well  I 
hope?" 

*^  He  tells  me  so,  and  working  as  hard  as 
ever.  But  who  do  you  think  he  has  met  with 
in  London?  Mr.  WoUey,  who  was  surgeon 
here  when  we  first  came,  and  with  poor  mamma 
when  she  died.  Oh !  well  do  I  remember  even 
now,  his  kind  voice  and  manner,  so  different 
from  all  else  T 

^'  Yes,  I  recollect  he  promised  to  pay  the 
expenses  of  the  funeral,  and  actually  inserted 
eeyeral  advertisements  in  the  daily  papers.  But 
just  then  that  terrible  accident  happened  which 
rendered  it  necessary  for  him  to  proceed  imme- 


THE  GBA19DFATHBR.  149 

diatelj  to  London,  for  the  beat  medical  advice, 
and  since  then  I  have  seen  and  heard  nothing 
of  him.'' 

*^  Cecil  tells  me  that  soon  after  his  arrival 
he  enclosed  the  promised  sum  to  Mrs.  Hopkins, 
begging  her  to  take  great  care  of  me  for  the 
present  until  he  could  think  of  something  for 
mj  good,  but  I  suppose  the  packet  must  have 
been  lost" 

**  Most  likely,"  replied  her  equaUy  simple- 
minded  companion,  as  if  parcels  ever  are  lost 
now-a-days  ?  or  at  least,  very  rarely,  but  then 
they  were  both  too  kind  and  good  themselves, 
to  have  the  remotest  idea  that  it  was  just  pos- 
sible, Mrs.  Hopkins  might  actually  have  received 
the  one  in  question,  without  thinking  it  neces- 
sary to  say  anything  about  it,  especially  when 
there  was  a  prospect  of  the  same  sum  being 
paid  over  again  by  the  good  rector. 

^^  Well,  I  have  not  yet  told  you  the  strangest 
part  of  the  story,  dear  grandpapa  I  It  seems 
that  Mr.  WoUey  actually  had  an  answer  to  the 
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advertisements.    And  was  waited  upon  at  his 
lodgings  by  an  old  gentleman,  having  his  face 
very  much  muffled  up  in  a  handkerchief,  but 
whom  he  thinks  he  should  recognise  again  for 
all  that.    Cecil  says  it  must  have  been  my  real 
grandfather,  for  he  asked  many  questions,  and 
seemed  surprised,  and  yet  not  displeased  he 
thought,  at  there  being  no  papers  or  jewels 
found,  or  anything  which  could  give  a  due  to 
the  dark  history  of  the  past,  for  there  was  a 
gleam  of  exulting  triumph  in  his  keen,  cold 
eyes.    Mr.  WoUey  gave  him  every  particular, 
together  with  the  addre&s  of  Mrs.  Hopkins, 
although  I  must  have  left  there  at  that  time, 
and  come  to  reside  with  you ;  but  he  would 
nevertheless  have  had  little  difficulty  in  finding 
that  out  had  he  taken  the  trouble  to  inquire, 
which  it  is  quite  evident  he  did  by  the  letter 
which  you  received  so  many  years  afterwards. 
Mr.  Wolley  thought  to  be  sure  he  would  go 
straight  to  Castle  Coombe,  and  claim  me  at 
once,  but  was    prevented    from  writing  the 
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above  particulars,  by  an  offer  which  he  then 
had  to  accompany  tf  young  gentleman  abroad, 
a  milder  air  having  been  prescribed  as  abso- 
lutely necessary  to  his  perfect  recovery,  and 
there  he  has  been  ever  since  until  within  the 
last  few  months.  Thinking  no  more  of  the 
poor  orphan  in  whom  he  was  once  so  intwested, 
only  because  she  now,  as  he  imagined,  no  longer 
required  his  care.  While  the  mystery  of  my 
birth,  so  far  from  being  solved,  seems  darker 
than  ever." 

''It  is  certainly  very  strange F  said  the 
rector  musingly. 

*^  There  is  one  thing  however,^  continued 
Amy,  '^  which  I  am  glad  to  hear.  Mr.  WoUey 
has  married  a  woman  of  some  property,  and 
left  his  sisters  residing  together  in  a  snug  little 
cottage  in  the  South  of  France,  where  Cecil 
flays  one  may  live  almost  for  nothing.  I  wish 
we  could  all  go  there  too,  dear  grandpapa  I** 

^'  Nay,  that  is  selfish,  my  child  T 
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'<  Yes,  I  was  thinking  of  myself  and  not  of 
him.'* 

**  A  man^s  theatre,'*  said  Mr.  Alleyne,  "  is 
the  world,  especially  when  he  is  as  capable  of 
playing  a  brilliant  part  therein,  as  our  dear 
Cecil !  And  a  woman,  although  she  may  long 
in  her  heart  for  some  loveful  nook  where  he 
will  be  all  her  own,  must  be  careful  never  to 
let  the  utterance  of  such  a  wish  be  suffered  to 
interfere  with  his  interests  and  ambition." 

*^  Forgive  me,"  said  Amy,  ^^  I  spoke  without 
thought" 

^^  Nay,  it  was  but  natural  after  all,"  replied 
the  old  man,  kissing  her  uplifted  brow. 

'^  Who  knows,"  said  the  girl,  after  a  pause, 
and  with  a  slight  shudder,  "  but  what  I  may 
have  met  my  grandfather  dozens  and  dozens  of 
times,  and  been  as  close  to  him,  perhaps,  as  1 
am  now  to  you  ?  That  he  may  not  be  even  at 
this  very  moment  in  the  neighbourhood,  keep- 
ing watch  upon  every  action  ?" 

^*  That  is  not  probable,  I  think,"  said  the 
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rector  BoothiDgly,  "  from  the  little  interest  he 
he  has  hitherto  evinced  in  your  welfare ;  or  is 
it  likely  that  you  have  ever  seen  him,  a 
stranger,  until  of  late,  being  but  rarely  visible 
in  our  quiet  and  unfrequented  village." 

^'  But  he  may  have  seen  me." 

Mr.  Alleyne  thought  not,  or  this  unknown 
relative,  let  him  be  ever  so  stern,  could  not 
have  failed  to  be  struck  with  her  grace  and 
beauty,  and  proud  to  claim  so  fair  a  being  as 
his  own.  But  then  the  good  rector's  fondness 
for  his  adopted  child  rendered  him  a  somewhat 
partial  judge  of  these  matters. 

The  Countess  of  Castle  Coombe  also  received 
a  letter  by  the  same  post  which  had  brought 
Amy's,  which  caused  her  much  disquietude; 
and  Lord  Dunorven  being  the  only  person  she 
ever  deigned  to  consult  with,  or  tell  anything 
to,  was  summoned  into  her  presence  immedi- 
ately on  his  return  from  his  drive. 

'^  What  is  it,  dear  mother?"  said  he,  kissing 
the  white,  jewelled  hand  which  rested  so  fondly 
H  & 


154  THB  ORANDFATHEB. 

upon  his,  with  an  air  of  assamed  gallantry  and 
real  affection. 

^'Your  father  is  about  to  return  to  the 
Caatle." 

<<  I  am  ghd  of  it,  for  he  was  looking  wretch- 
edly ill  when  I  saw  him  in  London,  on  my 
retam  from  the  Continent,  and  I  landed  that 
there  was  something  wild  and  strange  in  his 
manner,  which  made  me  anxious  to  rejoin  him, 
only  that  he  expressly  forbade  it  at  present 
But  that  does  not  make  you  so  Toxed  and  an- 
noyed surely  ?** 

*^  No,  but  he  expresses  his  intention  of 
bringing  that  hateful  Mr.  Ormington,  to  stay 
some  lime  with  us,  and  what  is  more,  entreats, 
nay  almost  commands  my  being  civil  to  him !'' 

^'  Which  of  course  you  must  while  he  remains 
your  guest,"  said  Lord  Dunorven ;  ^^  and  to 
confess  the  truth,  I  never  could  see  any  reason 
for  your  violent  dislike  of  him." 

^^  You  do  not  know  all,  Dunorven.^ 

**  Do  I  not ;  then  tell  me  all,  mother !  and  if 
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he  has  ever  injured  you  by  word  or  deed«-if 
yoa  have  the  slightest  ground  for  this  feeling, 
by  heaven,  he  shall  not  enter  these  doors  T' 

^'  Hush  I  hush  I  dear  boy  V*  said  the  Countess 
soothingly,  and  those  flashing  eyes  grew  gentle 
again  as  they  met  hers.  **  He  must  oome  now 
— it  is  the  Earl's  wish — nay,  bis  command,  for 
he  thus  expresses  himself.'^ 

'^  But  why  do  you  hate  Mr.  Ormington  ?" 
persisted  Dunorven. 

''  He  was  my  suitor  before  I  saw  your 
father/' 

^^  And  you  refused  him.  Pshaw  I  it  is  he 
who  should  complain  not  you." 

Perhaps  the  Countess  thought  so  too,  in  her 
heart,  for  it  is  certain  that  she  had  not  used  him 
welly  and  we  are  all  apt  to  disUke  those  whom 
we  have  injured. 

*<  Why,  if  yon  take  to  hating  all  who  were 
once  suitors  for  this  fair  hand,  you  must  include 
a  very  great  number  I  am  apt  to  think." 

A  slight  smile  from  those  still  beautiful. 
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although  somewhat  scornful  lips,  rewarded 
Dunorven  for  his  well  timed  flattery,  although 
he  meant  it  not  as  such,  for  his  admiration  was 
both  genuine  and  sincere,  and  only  equalled  by 
his  love  for  that  dear  mother ! 

''  I  think,  Dunorven,  that  Mr.  Ormington  is 
rather  a  favorite  of  yours." 

*^  Yes,  I  am  apt  to  like  what  no  one  else 
does,  and  have  an  idea  from  his  manner  that  the 
feeling  is  mutual.** 

^*  He  is  very  rich,"  said  the  Countess  mus- 
ingly, **  and  has  not  a  single  relative  that  I  ever 
heard  of  in  the  whole  world." 

"  More's  the  pity,'*  replied  Dunorven,  whose 
own  noble  nature  often  blinded  him  to  the 
worldly  plans  of  others.  *'  But  if  you  have 
indeed  stated  your  only  objection,  I  think  my 
father  must  be  obeyed." 

The  Countess  acquiesced  with  a  sigh. 

*•  When  do  they  arrive,  mother  ?" 

"  Perhaps  to-morrow." 

^'  So    much    the    better.    I  have    scarcely 
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spoken  to  the  Earl  since  he  quitted  Italy  so 
abruptly.     And  long  to  have  a  good  chat  with 
Mr.  Ormington,  and  give  him  the  medals  he  so 
wished  to  add  to  his  collection,  and  which  I 
was  afterwards  fortunate   enough  to  procure. 
I  shall  like  him  better  than  ever  now,  for  the 
taste  which  he  has  shown  in  admiring  my  dear 
mamma  I     Although  he  must  have  been  a  great 
deal  too  old  to  entertain  very  sanguine  hopes  of 
a  successful  issue  to  his  suit     Trevallion  tells 
me  that  he  is  becoming  quite  feeble  and  more 
provoking  than  ever,  but  then  Trevallion  is 
prejudiced.*' 

*'  Is  not  your  friend  a  great  deal  with  Lady 
Anne  of  late  ?''  said  the  Countess  after  a 
pause. 

**  Yes,  he  is  teaching  her  Italian.^' 
*^  She  is  but  a  child  certainly/'  continued 
the  mother  in  a  musing  tone,  ^'  but  1  thought 
he  seemed  struck   with    her  when   we   were 
abroad." 
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''  He  has  a  fancy,  perhaps,  for  a  quiet  life  T 
said  Dunonren  merrily. 
'^  Trevallion  is  of  high  family,  is  he  not  ?" 
**  Aye,  and  as  proad  as  Lucifer  I  and  as  rich 
as  a  Jew  T 

*'  Have  you  ever  heard  him  say  what  was  his 
peculiar  style  of  beauty,  Dunorven?  For 
such  a  man  would  be  very  likely  to  be  fastidi- 
ous." 

'*  Yes,  he  thinks  Miss  Fitzallan  excessively 
handsome." 

*'  Oh,    yery  likely/'   replied   the  Countess 
carelessly,  *^  but  that  is  nothing  to  the  purpose. 
Her  style  of  singing  is  probably  to  his  taste, 
nay,  he  may  think  her  beautiful  aa  Venus  for 
ought  I  know  to  the  contrary,  but  depend  upon 
it  he  would  never  dream  of  marrying  a  portion- 
less  and  unknown  orphan.     Poor  girl,  I  often 
think  it  would  be  better  for  her  if  she  were  less 
lovely  and  fascinating,  not  that  I  believe  her  to 
be  either  ambitious  or  designing ;    good  Mr. 
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Alleyne   has   brought   her   up   too   weU  for 
that." 

Dunorven  walked  to  the  window  without 
reply.  While  the  haughty  and  aristocratic 
Countess  of  Castle  Coombe,  secure  in  her  pride, 
never  dreamt  of  danger  to  him  any  more  than 
Treyallion.  Nay  she  would  have  dismissed  the 
idea  with  scorn  had  it  ever  occurred  to  her, 
which  it  did  not. 

'^  Hush  I"  said  Dunorven,  laying  his  finger 
upon  his  lip,  as  a  wild,  rich  voice,  singing  some 
quaint  old  strain,  rose  up  from  the  terrace 
beneath. 

^'  It  is  Miss  Fitzallan,^'  said  her  ladyship, 
^'  and  but  for  the  old  fashioned  scruples  of  the 
good  rector,  such  a  voice  as  that,  after  a  few 
months'  study  and  cultivation  in  Italy,  would 
make  her  fortune." 

Dunorven  tried  to  fancy  the  timid  and  girlish 
beauty  of  Amy's  young  face,  transformed  into 
that  of  a  prima  donna,  and  not  being  able  to 
realise  the  vision,  began  to  weave  another  for 
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himself,  almost  equally  wild  and  improbable, 
and  from  which  he  was  only  aroused  by  the 
sudden  cessation  of  the  song,  followed  by  the 
somewhat  rebuking  tones  of  Mrs.  [ Jelf,  as  she 
gave  utterance  to  what  had  passed  of  late 
almost  into  a  proverb  at  Castle  Coombe. 

«'  What  will  the  Countess  say  P' 

'*  See  how  terrible  you  are/'  said  the  young 
lord,  turning  gaily  towards  his  mother,  for  she 
was  never  terrible  to  him.  ^^  Suppose  we  were 
to  astonish  the  worthy  housekeeper,  and  reward 
this  fair  glee-maiden  at  the  same  time,"  and  as 
he  spoke  he  snatched  a  handful  of  flowers  from 
a  vase  that  stood  near. 

"  No,  no,'*  said  the  Countess  hastily,  **  Mrs. 
Jelf  is  right,  the  music-room  is  the  proper 
place  for  such  displays." 

But  it  was  too  late>  and  the  fragrant  offering 
had  already  descended  upon  the  flowing 
tresses  of  the  somewhat  astonished  minstrel 

^'  You  will  have  all  the  credit  of  it,"  said 
Dunorven,  '^  seeing    that    this    is  your  owa 
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private  room.  Poor  Mrs.  Jelf  looks  astonish- 
ment,  and  is  actually  picking  np  the  flowers,  to 
make  sure  that  they  are  real,  and-  that  she  has 
not  been  dreaming.*' 

The  young  man  forgot  to  mention  how  Amy 
had  also  bent  down  to  collect  her  scattered 
treasures,  which  she  placed  in  her  bosom  with 
a  laughing  and  triumphant  glance  towards  the 
disconcerted  housekeeper,  although  doubtless 
he  must  have  observed  that  too.  For  he  was 
wondering  within  himself  whether  she  would 
have  kissed  them  with  such  graceful  exultation 
had  she  known  the  hand  from  which  they 
came. 

^^  There  go  away  now,"  said  the  Countess 
pushing  him  from  her  with  a  smile,  yes,  a  real 
genuine  smile,  such  as  she  seldom  vouchsafed 
to  any  other  being  on  earth,  save  this 
idolised  son,  and  would  have  afforded  Amy 
theme  for  wonder  for  a  whole  week  to  come. 
'^  You  have  done  mischief  enough  for  once. 
But  mind,  Dunorven,  that  I  reckon  upon  you 
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to  take  Mr.  Ormington  as  much  as  possible  off 
my  hands  during  hb  stay  here." 

**  You  shall  be  obeyed,  dear  mother,  both 
from  duty  and  inclination,  since  I  cannot  bring 
myself  to  participate  in  your  dislike,  the  more 
especially  now  that  I  have  learned  its  cause ; 
and  who  knows  but  you  may  be  generous  after 
a  time,  and  foi^ye  the  poor  old  man  for  having 
dared  to  rabe  his  thoughts  so  high." 

'^  It  is  not  probable  that  we  shaU  ever  be 
friends,"  replied  the  Countess,  with  a  slight 
accent  of  scorn,  *'  or  that  he  will  even  desire 
it" 

**  We  shall  see  I"  replied .  Dunorven  gaily, 
as  he  quitted  the  apartment. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


^^  Have  yon  quite  finished  jour  letter.  Miss 
Fitzallan  ?^  asked  Lord  Dunorven,  as  he  joined 
the  little  circle  after  dinner,  from  which  the 
Countess  only  was  absent,  who  generally  in- 
dulged herself  with  a  siesta  at  this  period, 
leaving  Miss  Maxwell  to  pky  propriety,  who 
had  indeed  little  else  to  do,  the  advanced  age 
of  her  pupils  emancipating  them  in  a  great 
measure  from  her  mildly  exercised  authority. 
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But  then  she  performed  the  part  of  duenna  so 
gently  and  unobtrusively  that  no  one  envied 
her  new  elevation,  or  if  the  truth  must  be 
spoken,  were  even  conscious  of  her  presence, 
until  reminded  by  some  faint  objection  raised 
against  their  noisy  mirth,  or  far  oftener  by 
the  single  exclamation  of  ''  what  will  the 
Countess  say  ?" 

**  Quite,"  replied  Amy. 

"  What  all  four  sides  ?"  said  Dunorven 
speaking  at  random,  for  he  had  not  even  caught 
a  glimpse  of  it. 

^^  Yes,  and  crossed  after  that,  with  a  post- 
script almost  as  long  as  the  letter/'  said  the  girl 
merrily. 

*^  I  suppose  its  no  use  my  asking  what  it  was 
all  about  ?" 

Amy  shook  her  head. 

"  You  will  not  tell  me  then  ?" 

"  Not  for  worlds,"  thought  she,  and  Dunor- 
ven never  guessed,  for    all    that  bright    and 
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radiant  blosL  How  should  he,  when  she  had 
told  him  that  Cecil  Grey  had  been  like  a 
brother  to  her.  That  ^'  had  been,**  it  was  at 
once  too  much  and  too  little. 

^'  Yes,  I  will  tell  yoa  something  about  it,^ 
said  Amy  after  a  pause,  *^  since  I  have  already 
told  you  so  much,  and  you  seemed  to  take  bo 
kind  an  interest  in  the  fortunes  oi  an  unknown 
orphan.** 

'*  Seemed.  Oh,  Miss  Fitzallan,  what  a  hard 
term." 

*^  Nay,  if  you  quarrel  with  my  words  I  shall 
be  silent.** 

^*  Then  I  will  not  even  speak."  Nor  did  he 
while  Amy  told  him  all  about  Mr.  Wolley, 
together  with  her  own,  and  Mr.  Alleyne's 
▼ague  fears  and  surmises  on  the  subject,  while 
Lady  Charlotte  wondered  what  they  could  be 
talking  together  so  earnestly  about,  and  had  a 
thousand  minds  to  cross  the  room  and  enquire, 
but  remembering  the    maxim,    ^'  do  as    you 
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would  be  done  by/'  thought  better  of  it  and 
retained  her  seat  and  book,  from  which  her 
arch,  mischievous  glance  often  wandered  to  the 
animated  countenances  of  her  companions. 

'^  It  is  strange  indeed,"  sud  Lord  Dunorven 
as  Amy  ceased  speaking.  **  I  should  like  to 
catch  this  old  grandfather  peeping  and  prying 
about  with  his  face  muffled  up.  A  second  man 
in  the  iron  mask." 

'^  Aye,  and  as  little  likely  ever  to  be  dis- 
covered now,"  said  the  girl,  **  I    sometimes 
think  I  do  not  wish  it  and  am  very  happy  as  it 
is,  and  yet  it  seems  but  natural  to  know  some- 
thing of  one's  family.    It  was  but  the  o^her 
day  I  met  an  old  friend  of  Mr.  AUeyne's  at  the 
rectory,  and  his  first  question  upon  being  in- 
troduced was — ^  One  of  the  Fitzallan's  of  the 
Grange,  in  Yorkshire  I  presume  ?    I  knew  the 
family  well  in  my  young  days.'    ^  I  believe 
not,'   replied  Mr.    Alleyne  looking   at   me. 
^  From  Perth  then  ?  I  should  have  remembered 
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that  it  was  a  Scotch  name'  The  rector  shook 
his  head  again,  and  I  never  waited  to  hear  any 
more,  bnt  quitted  the  room  so  abruptly  that 
the  poor,  inquisitive  old  gentleman  imagined  he 
had  offended  me,  and  thought  it  necessary 
to  apologise  for  it  when  we  met  again/' 

'*  And  very  properly  too.  What  business 
was  it  of  his  ?" 

*^  Nay,  it  was  but  a  simple  and  natural 
question  after  all,  and  he  could  not  dream  how 
difficult  I  should  find  it  to  answer." 

^^  Fitzallan  is  a  very  good  name/'  said 
Dunorven. 

*^  And  a  very  pretty  one  too  for  the  heroine 
of  a  romance.     Do  you  not  think  so  ?'' 

Her  companion  did  not  immediately  reply, 
it  may  be  that  he  did  not  quite  agree  with  her, 
and  was  meditating  in  his  own  mind  the  best 
possible  way  of  effecting  a  change  therein. 

"  Did  you  know  any  thing  of  Mr.  WoUey  ?" 
asked  Amy  at  length,  despairing  of  getting 
any  reply  to  her  previous  question. 
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'^  Not  that  I  can  remember,  but  have  a  dim 
reooUection  of  kindneases  received  from  his 
maiden  sisters,  in  the  shape  of  sugar  plums,  &c. 
and  being  sorry  when  I  heard  of  his  sad 
accident.  Let  me  see,  he  broke  his  leg»  did  he 
not?" 

*^  I  believe  so/'  said  Amy,  regretting  the 
turn  which  the  conversation  had  taken. 

'^  And  you  say  he  is  married  now  ?" 

^'  Yes,  and  Mr.  Grey  speaks  of  his  wife  in 
terms  of  the  highest  praise." 

It  was  a  marvel  how  Amy  could  always 
recollect  to  say  Mr.  Grey  with  such  a  steady 
look,  instead  of  Cecil,  or  dear  Cecil,  as  she  had 
used,  but  then  she  made  up  for  the  omission 
when  alone  with  the  good  rector,  or  when  she 
poured  out  the  revealings  of  her  pure  and 
affectionate  heart  upon  paper,  and  sent  it  to 
gladden  that  of  her  betrothed. 

^^  There  are  some  women  in  the  world  then 
who  have  no  objection  to  a  lame  husband  limp- 
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ing  beside  them  all  their  lives  ?*^  said  Dunorven 
with  a  painful  attempt  at  gaiety. 

'*  Oh,  yes  thousands — be  sore  of  that/'  said 
Amy  quickly,  and  thinking  only  of  soothing 
the  wounded  and  irritable  feelings  of  her 
companion,  which  the  eagerness  of  her 
voice  and  manner  succeeded  wonderfuUy  in 
effecting. 

'^  And  could  you,  Amy  ?"  whispered  Dunor- 
ven, with  a  flushed  cheek.  Until  then  he  had 
never  called  her  anything  but  Miss  Fitzallan, 
but  she  marked  not  the  difference,  her  thoughts 
were  far  away,  with  him  who  had  last  put  that 
question  to  her,  hidf  in  sorrow,  half  in  anger, 
and  answered  carelessly — 

^^  Very  likely,  but  I  have  never  thought 
about  it." 

'^  And  will  you  begin  to  think  about  it 
now?"  Dunorven  was  just  going  to  add,  in 
those  passionate  tones  which  must  at  once  have 
awakened  the  unconscious  girl  to  the  real  state 

VOL.  u.  I 
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of  his  feeliDgBy  but  be  checked  himself  abruptly, 
and  turned  away  in  silence. 

Was  it  the  remembrance  of  his  mother's 
words  which  had  wrought  this  cha]ige--the 
fear  of  her  displeasure?  It  may  be,  for  he 
loved  her  dearly,  but  then  Amy  had  ako 
become  very  dear  to  him.  It  is  a  weary 
struggle  when  we  have  to  decide  between  duty 
and  aflfection,  in  which  the  latter  too  often,  in 
spite  of  all  our  high  resolves,  somehow  nianages 
to  gain  the  mastery.  Amy  fancying  that  he 
was  offended  with  her,  began  to  be  very  sorry 
indeed,  for  she  did  like  Dunorven,  and  was 
grateful  beside  for  his  unvarying  kindness, 
from  the  first  hour  they  had  met. 

^*  Are  you  angry  with  me  ?"  said  she  in  a 
low  voice. 

"  No,  why  should  you  think  so  ?" 

*^  I  fancied  you  looked  cross,^  said  the  girl, 
half  laughingly,  now  that  she  saw  it  had  been 
nothing,  else  but  her  own  imagination,  or  her 


THE  ORAKDFATHVB.  171 

*^  evil  conscience,'*  as  he  called  it,  catching  and 
imitating  her  playfnl  humour,  and  resolving  to 
enjoy  the  happiness  of  the  present,  leaving  the 
future  to  take  care  of  itself;  a  wise  resolution 
in  which  the  young  are  very  apt  to  indulge, 
gathering  flowers  upon  the  very  edge  of  that 
precipice,  down  which  one  false  step  might  hurl 
them  to  destruction. 

''  And  did  you  mean  to  bribe  me  into  good 
humour  again  with  this  purse  when  it  is 
finished  ?"  asked  Dunorven. 

^'  I  do  not  know,"  replied  the  girl  evasively, 
thinking  perhaps  that  Cecil  might  not  like  it, 
and  feeling  quite  sure  that  she  should  not  be 
able  to  insert  any  record  of  the  gift  in  her 
journal,  while  that  hesitating  reply  gave 
fresh  confidence  to  her  companion  to  urge  his 
suit 

*^  Still  that  unfortunate  purse!"  exclaimed 
Lady  Charlotte,  tired  of  sitting  quiet  for  so 
long,  her  sister  being  engaged  at  the  further 
I  3 
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end  of  the  room,  translating  some  new  Italian 
poem,  with  the  aid  of  the  dictionary  and  Mr. 
Trevallion.  ^'  I  am  sure  I  would  promise  it  to 
him  just  to  keep  him  quiet." 

^^  Well,  just  to  keep  you  quiet  then/'  said 
Amy  playfully. 

^^  Nay,  we  will  have  no  cheating,  Charlotte, 
a  promise  is  a  promise ;  and  if  Miss  Fitzallan 
does  not  keep  hers  1  shall  be  forced  to  call  you 
up  as  a  witness.  But  Trevallion,  my  dear 
fellow,  why  have  you  closed  your  book  ?  are 
we  making  too  much  noise  7  and  what  does  my 
little  sister  look  so  grave  about?" 

*^  I  was  merely  mentioning  to  Lady  Anne 
the  necessity  there  was  for  my  return  to 
London,  having  already  trespassed  sufficiently 
long  upon  your  hospitality,  and  seeing  no 
chance  now  of  your  being  likely  to  bear  me 
company  as  we  had  agreed." 

"  Nonsense,  Trevallion,  the  necessity  exists 
only  in  your  own  pride.  We  will  tell  you 
when  we  are  tired  of  you,  wont  we,  Anne  ?" 
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■'  Lady  Charlotte  did  not  think  that  her  sister 
would  exert  herself  sufficiently  for  that^  and 
perhaps  she  was  right. 

^'  Besides,**  continued  his  friend,  ''  I  shall 
want  you  to  help  keep  Mr.  Ormington  in  good 
humour ;  and  I  am  sure  that  is  employment  for 
two  people  at  any  time." 

^'  Suppose  we  turn  him  over  to  the  ladies," 
said  Trevallion,  while  Lady  Charlotte  uttered 
a  faint  scream  at  the  bare  idea  of  such  a  thing, 
and  her  sister  shuddered  without  knowing 
why. 

'^  Is  this  Mr.  Ormington  so  very  terrible 
then  T  enquired  Amy. 

^*  A  perfect  bear,  who  ought  to  be  chained 
up,  and  only  suffered  to  go  so  far  and  no 
farther ;  and  then  he  would  be  growling  all  day 
long." 

^^  No,  no,  Charlotte,  to  do  him  justice  he  is 
pretty  quiet  when  not  irritated.  But  the  real 
faet  of  the  matter  is,  Miss  Fitzallan,  that   I 
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suspect  Mr.  Ormington  has  been  in  more  cases 
than  one  a  disappointed  man,  and  is  to  be  pitied 
rather  than  disliked." 

''  Ah,  Danorven  always  sees  every  thing  on 
the  bright  side,"  said  his  sister  affectionately. 

'^  Well,  but  Trevallion,"  continued  his  lord- 
ship, '^  you  are  not  going  to  desert  us  just  at 
this  dangerous  crisis,  when  the  wild  animal  is 
about  to  be  let  loose  ?  Remember  that  Anne 
has  a  right  to  command  your  stay,  should  it  be 
her  sovereign  will  and  pleasure  so  to  do,  even 
by  virtue  of  a  certain  spotless  bow,  transferred 
from  your  coat  to  your  heart  I  suppose.  What 
do  you  say  to  exerting  your  authority,  sweet 
sister?" 

Trevallion  looked  strangely  anxious  for  the 
reply  which  came  so  lingeringly  from  those 
beautiful  lips. 

*^  It  is  not  a  woman's  place  to  command 
brother." 

^'  I  don't  know  that,"  said  Lady  Charlotte 
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wilfally,  who  was  something  of  a  tyrant  at 
heart.  Woe  to  the  man  who  ventures  to  fall 
in  love  with  that  mischievous  little  face ;  and 
yet  she  will  make  a  fond  affectionate  wife  too, 
these  wild  spirits  generally  do  in  the  end. 

*'  Well,  only  deign  to  request,  fair  queen  1" 
said  Trevallion  kneeling  before  her  in  mock 
reverence,  and  with  singular  grace. 

*•  Nay,  I  give  you  free  permission  to  follow 
your  own  will  and  pleasure,''  replied  Lady  Anne 
somewhat  haughtily. 

"  But  what  if  my  will  and  pleasure  should 
only  be  to  do  yours  ?"  said  her  knight  bowing 
his  stately  head. 

**  Then  stay,"  whispered  the  girl  in  a  gentler 
tone,  and  he  stayed. 

**  So  that  point  is  settled,"  said  Dunorven, 
who  was  really  attached  to  his  friend  in  spite 
of  the  wide  difference  between  their  thoughts 
and  pursuits,  and  fancied  too  that  Anne  would 
have  missed  him    very  much    at  her  Italiaq 
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lessons,  good  natured  brother  that  he  was.  ^*  I 
wish  you  would  lay  some  oommaod  upon  me, 
Miss  Fitzallan;' 

•  To  fly. 
To  gwim,  to  dive  into  the  fire,  to  ride 
On  the  curl'd  clouds,  to  thy  etrong  bidding  iaskf 
Axiel,  and  all  his  quality.' 

"  Canst> 

'  Put  a  girdle  round-about  the  earth 
In  forty  minutes  V 


It  M 


asked  Amy  in  the  same  spirit, 

**  I'd  try  to  please  thee.** 

^'  No,  no,  I  am  more  easily  pleased  I 
hope." 

**  Or  question  my  ability,  perhaps  ?  Truly 
I  should  make  but  a  poor  Ariel — a  Caliban 
rather.** 

'^  Hush  I"  said  Amy  soothingly,  ^^  you  must 
not  talk  thus." 

**  Besides,"  observed  X^^vallion,  *'  Walter 
Scott  was  lame,  and  Byron  too,  and  yet  how 
many  loved  them." 
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*'  And  how  many  the  latter  lovedi''  inter- 
rupted Lady  Charlotte  mischievoasly. 

"  You  are  all  very  kind,  and  I  am  very  silly," 
said  Dunorven  a  little  ashamed  of  the  emotion 
he  had  betrayed*  '^  I  am  glad  that  poor  Miss 
St.  Aubyn  was  not  by,  or  she  would  have  been 
griesred  to  see  how  much  I  take  this  trifling 
accident  to  heart" 

^'  Always  thinking  of  some  one  else^  my  dear 
good-natured  brother/'  said  Lady  Charlotte 
caressingly,  while  even  the  silent  Anne  slipped 
'  her  little  white  hand  into  his,  and  looked  upon 
him  so  fondly,  that  Trevallion  would  have  been 
too  glad  to  change  places. 

^  Nay,  I  waa  selfish  enough  just  now.  But 
it  was  all  that  wild  fellow  Shakespear's  fault. 
Hang  him  T 

^*  With  all  my  heart,"  replied  Trevallion 
laughingly,  *^  provided  it  be  where  one  may 
easily  reach  him  down  when  they  want  him. 
Certainly  not  else." 

^  And  yet  how    provoking  to    read    those 
Iff 
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spirit  stirring  descriptions  which  make  the 
blood  leap  madly  in  our  veins,  giving  us  in 
imagination  a  giant's  strength  to  achieve  some 
noble  deed ;  and  yet  be  chained  and  fettered 
down  to  earth  by  this  useless  incumbrance. 
But  I  am  rekpsing  again." 

'^  The  best  way  to  effect  a  cure,"  said  his 
friend,  '^  is  not  by  waging  war  against  this 
glorious  author,  but  confining  yourself  for  the 
present  to  scenes  of  love  rather  than  excite- 
ment, which  you  will  find  equally,  if  not  more 
exquisite  and  inspiring ;  and  it  may  be,"  added  * 
he  with  a  meaning  look,  "  that  Miss  Fitzallan 
will  be  able  to  assist  you  in  the  selection*" 

<'  With  all  my  heart,"  said  Amy.  Was  she 
really  so  very  simple  ?  Yes,  in  truth,  for  she 
loved  Cecil  so  well,  that  the  possibility  of  any 
other  attachment  had  never  once  entered  her 
mind. 

Trevallion  looked  puzzled,  and  Lady  Char* 
lotte  laughed  heartily,  and  still  louder  at  Amy's 
glance    of    innocent    surprise.     While    Lord 
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Danorven  did  not  seem  quite  pleased^  and  would 
have  infinitely  preferred  a  little  hesitation,  and 
a  few  blushes,  aye  even  though  tbejr  were  the 
herald  of  a  faint  negative,  which  he  would  have 
known  better  than  to  have  believed,  to  her 
straightforward  and  unembarrassed  reply. 

"  Suppose  we  begin  at  once  then,^  said  he 
abruptly,  taking  up  the  book  which  lay  near 
them.  We  cannot  fancy  a  sitting-room  without 
its  Shakespeare.  ^^  What  say  you  to  '  Komeo 
and  JuUet  ?' " 

^*  No,  no,  thi^t  was  made  to  be  read  only  at 
moonlight,  not  in  the  garish  light  of  ^  day !"  re- 
plied Amy.  ^^  That  is  supposing  one's  eyes 
good  enough  to  distinguish  this  small  print.'' 

**  But  could  you  not  say  it  from  memory  ?" 

^*  By  hea^  he  means,"  suggested  Trevallion. 

**  No  indeed,"  replied  the  girl  quietly.  While, 
Dunorven  thought    that    she  was    positively 
getting  almost  as  provoking  as  his  sister  Anne.. 

*^  Well,  make  your  own  selection,"  said  he. 
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''Then  let  it  be  'Much  Ado  about 
Nothing  P  " 

^*  And  Dunorven  play  Benedict  to  your 
Beatrice,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Trevallion.  "  But 
you  remember  how  all  their  playful  skirmishes 
of  wit  ended  at  last.  Miss  Fitzallan  ?" 

^'  Oh  I  yes,"  replied  Amy,  coloring  a  little 
for  the  first  timci  and  not  so  much  at  the  words 
themselves,  as  the  tone  in  which  they  were 
uttered.  *'  But  we  need  not  go  quite  to  the 
end,  you  know,  unless  we  like." 

"  She  really  is  an  extraordinary  girl,"  thought 
Trevallion,  *^  and  beautiful  enough  to  excuse 
Dunorven's  silly  devotion,  which  will  of  course 
pass  away  all  in  good  time,  when  he  is  tired  of 
the  excitement  which  she  takes  care  to  afford 
him  by  her  well  assumed  indifference.  And 
yet  I  wish  for  all  that,  he  were  well  rid  of  the 
spell  of  her  presence,  and  was  going  back  to 
town  as  he  originally  intended." 

"  Come,  Mr.  Trevallion,"  said  Amy,  who 
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owed  him  some  little  retaliation,  altliough  vexy 
far  from  fathoming  the  dark  and  worldly 
thoughts  which  were  sweeping  over  his  mind, 
at  that  instant.  ^^  You  are  not  going  to  get 
out  of  it  so  easily,  for  I  mean  you  to  play 
Count  Claudio,  and  the  Lady  Anne  must  be 
the  gentle  Hero  I" 

^^  ^  What  Leonato's  short  daughter  T  "  said 
Lady  Charlotte  clapping  her  hands. 

<<  <  In  mine  eye,* "  replied  Trevallion  promptly, 
^'  *  she  is  the  sweetest  lady  that  ever  I  looked 
upon.' " 

^'  Aptly  quoted,'^  replied  his  friend.  ^^  And 
see  how  Hero  glances  down  upon  the  ground, 
and  smiles,  even  while  trying  to  put  up  her 
pretty  lip,  as  though  she  would  pout  and  be 
cross  if  she  could.  *^  They  will  beat  us,  my 
fair  Beatrice  I  if  we  are  not  careful.'' 

'^ '  I  wonder  that  you  will  still  be  talking, 
Siguier  Benedict ;  nobody  marks  you  I' "  replied 
Amy,  glancing  at  Trevallion,  who  had  bent 
down  to  whisper  something  to  his  silent  com- 
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panion,  which  would  probi^ly  aot  have  been 
found  in  the  book,  had  they  searched  for.  it  ever 
80  deeply. 

*'  At  least,  you  are  saucy  and  beautiful 
enough  to  look  your  character  to  perfection/' 
said  Dunorven,  following  the  example  set  him, 
and  indulging  in  a  stage  aside,  which  Lady 
Charlotte  at  least  overheard  by  that  merry 
laugh. 

'*  Yes,  and  play  it  too,  you  shall  see,  or 
rather,  you  should  see  if  we  had  time,  but 
hore  comes  your  lady  mother,  who  may  not, 
perhaps,  approve  of  our  private  theatricals." 

Her  companion  thought  that  it  was  most 
probable,  and  the  book  was  quietly  replaced. 

'^  Dear — delightful  old  Shakespeare  !  how 
many  such  bright,  happy  hours  as  this  hast 
thou  afforded  us  I  And  will  do  again  we 
hope." 

The  time  had  passed  when  the  presence  of 
the  stately  Countess  had  forced  Lady  Charlotte 
to  have  recourse  to  the  cover  of  some  noisy 
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overture,  in  order  that  she  might  dare  to  speak 
aloud ;  and  Amy  half  dreaded,  and  yet  half  en- 
joyed the  long,  dull,  silent  evenings  which  left 
her  free  to  indulge  in  the  quiet  luxury  of  her 
own  glad  thoughts ;  but  even  now  it  shed  a 
certain  restraint,  which  on  the  night  in  ques- 
tion seemed  to  fall  upon  Dunorven  as  much  as 
the  rest,  he  who  was  in  general  too  buoyant 
and  light-hearted  to  care  for  ought,  and  too 
conscious  of  her  love,  to  have  any  fear  of  her 
frown.  Why  was  this?  What  made  him  so 
sad  and  thoughtful  ?  So  that  even  Amy  had  to 
speak  twice  to  him  before  he  replied ;  and  hang 
the  skein  of  silk  she  was  winding,  upon  the 
back  of  the  opposite  chair,  while  he  never  once 
offered  to  hold  it  for  her,  although  it  was  con- 
tinually getting  into  knots  and  tangles,  and 
would  have  been  utterly  spoiled  if  Miss  Max- 
well had  not  taken  pity  upon  her  at  last,  and 
helped  to  set  all  to  rights. 

*^  Now  he  shall  not  have  the  purse,  just  to 
punish  him,"  thought    the  youne    girl.     But 
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when  she  looked  again,  pity  got  the  better  of. 
vexation,  and  ahe  fancied  that  his  foot  was  yery 
likely  more  than  usually  painful,  only  that  he 
waa  too  proud  to  complain.  But  Amy  was 
wrong,  the  pain  waa  in  his  heart. 
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CHAPTER    XL 


Mr.  Obmikoton  arrived  in  due  time  at  Castle 
Coombe,  where  he  was  received  by  the 
Countess,  with  a  chilling  haughtiness  of 
manner  scarcely  equal  to  his  own.  Dunorven's 
greeting  was  frank  and  cordial,  perhaps,  as  he 
bad  said,  even  more  so  than  usual.  While  Lady 
Anne  made  no  attempt  to  conceal  her  dislike, 
and  her  sister  was  only  prevented  from  similar 
manifestations  by  the  dark  frown  which  had 
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gathered  upon  the  stern  brow  of  the  Earl 
Of  course  Amy  was  merely  introduced,  and 
received  in  return  a  cold,  chilling  bow,  and  a 
keen,  quick  glance,  which  left  no  very  favour- 
able impression  on  her  mind. 

As  the  Countess  had  hinted,  Mr.  Ormington 
was  immensely  rich,  and  of  a  noble  and  ancient 
lineage,  the  last  branch  of  which  would  become 
extinct  in  himself.  And  strange  and  eccentric 
as  he  was,  many  a  bright  eye  and  winning 
smile  beamed  kindly  upon  the  old  man,  but 
rather,  we  fear,  for  the  sake  of  his  gold  than 
himself,  for  he  was  too  cold  and  unsympathiz- 
ing  to  make  many  real  friends.  Although  not 
a  professed  gamester,  that  pale  face  and  bowed 
form  had  long  been  recognised  as  an  occasional 
frequenter  of  most  of  the  fashionable  gambling 
houses  at  home  and  abroad.  At  which  time  he 
generally  staked  high  and  recklessly,  yet  ever 
won,  as  by  a  fatality,  for  he  wanted  not  the 
money,  which  was  usually  swept  into  his  pocket 
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with  a  careless  indifference ;  and  more  than 
once,  it  had  been  hinted,  returned  in  secret  to 
the  respective  owners.  Certain  it  is  that  he 
was  by  no  means  avaricious,  but  lived  up  to 
his  income,  nay  above  it  sometimes,  or  it  must 
have  been  a  pretty  large  one;  keeping  open 
house  for  all  his  young  and  bachelor  acquaint- 
ances, (of  which  of  course  he  had  plenty),  and 
giving  such  sumptuous  entertidnments  that 
few  could  attempt  to  vie  with  them  in  magni- 
ficence. 

Until  within  the  last  twelvemonth  he  had 
always  seemed  rather  to  shun  than  seek  the 
society  of  the  Earl  of  Castle  Coombe,  but 
since  then  they  had  been  much  together.  And 
the  Earl,  in  the  interval,  appeared  to  have 
grown  almost  as  cold,  and  pale,  and  moody,  as 
his  wayward  companion,  and  was  in  every 
respect  a  changed  man.  Proud  and  imperious 
to  all  others,  there  was  something  servile  and 
almost  fawning  in  the  tone  and  manner  with 
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which  he  would  turn  to  address  his  guest,  or 
listen  to  the  slightest  word  which  fell  from 
those  pale,soomful  lipsj  and  without  retaliating, 
or  seeming  to  heed  the  cutting  irony  which 
none  but  himself  could  understand,  although 
at  such  times  his  spirit  burned  within  him. 

The  Countess  followed  her  husband  to  his 
dressing  room  with  an  anxious  countenance; 
not  that  she  loved  him  90  much,  for  their  aiar- 
riage  had  been  one  of  ambition  rather  than 
affection,  but  a  vague  fear  of  she  knew  not 
what,  oppressed  and  weighed  down  her  usually 
high  and  haughty  spirit. 

"  You  received  my  letter?"  said  he  abruptly. 

"  I  did." 

^'  And  this  is  the  way  that  you  obey  it !  But 
those  proud  girls  must  be  taught  a  different 
lesson,  or  it  may  be  forced  upon  them  sooner 
than  they  think  for." 

"  Mr.  Ormington  is  but  a  plebeian  after  all, 
in  spite  of   bis  wealth,^'   said    the  Counte 
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Bcomfully,  '^  and  cannot  expect  that  we  should 
do  him  homage  like  a  prince  T 

^^  Nevertheless,  I  will  have  it  so !  Henriette, 
you  are  standing  on  the  brink  of  a  precipice 
—  and  that  man  is  your  fate  I" 

His  companion  shuddered.  Ormington  him- 
self had  said  those  very  words  to  her,  now 
nearly  thirty  years  since,  when  she  rejected 
with  such  bitter  scorn,  a  suit  previously  en- 
couraged, merely  to  while  away  an  idle  hour. 
And  now  they  came  back  to  her  like  a  pro- 
phesy I 

'^  Be  it  so,**  said  she,  with  unabated  spirit. 
«*  Still  do  I  defy  him  V' 

"  Beware !''  exclaimed  her  husband,  his  very 
lips  livid  with  passion.  '^  I  tell  you  there  must 
be  no  sneers,  or  frown,  or  wild  defiance  now. 
For  your  son*s  sake  I  bid  you  beware  I" 

^*  What  of  Dunorven  ?"  said  the  mother  an- 
xiously, for  he  had  touched  upon  the  right 
chord  to  sway  her  to  his  wilL 
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^'  Nothing,  perhaps  ;  Ormington  seems  to 
like  the  boy,  and  therein  lays  oar  only  chanoe 
of  safety." 

^^  Now  for  heaven's  sake  explain  yourself  I" 
entreated  his  agitated  companion.  But  no  ex- 
planation Game,  only  those  warning  words.  He 
dared  not  tell  her  all,  lest,  like  himself,  she 
might  have  gone  well  nigh  mad — lest  she 
should  even  have  cursed  him  in  her  agony  and 
despair,  for  the  fearful  desolation  he  had 
wrought  I 

No  traces  of  her  recent  agitation  were  visible 
upon  the  still  beautiful  countenance  of  the 
Countess  of  Castle  Coombe,  upon  her  return 
to  the  usual  sitting  room,  looking  as  calmly 
cold,  although  it  may  be  a  thought  prouder 
than  ever. 

Dunorven  was  displaying  the  medals  which 
he  had  procured  for  his  old  friend,  who  gazed 
on  them  with  the  critical  eye  of  a  connoisseur. 
Lady  Anne  sat  at  her  eternal  Italian  I  as  her 
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Bister  called  it,  and  Trevallion  lingering  as 
usual  by  her  side^  and  having  all  the  talk  to 
himself  it  would  seem,  so  rarely  was  it  that  his 
fair  comj^anion  either  looked  up  or  spoke.  Lady 
Charlotte  might  also  have  said,  that  eternal 
purse,  only  that  it  was  '^  another  yet  the 
same''  upon  which  Amy  was  now  so  industri- 
ously employed.  Was  it  for  Dunorven  ?  She 
had  not  quite  made  up  her  mind  yet. 

Mrs.  Jelf  was  right  in  having  long  ago  given 
up  all  hope  of  taming  that  wild  spirit  in  utter 
despair,  for  even  now  in  spite  of  the  presence  of 
the  stately  Countess,  she  had  flung  aside  her 
work,  and  started  up  with  a  cry  of  joy  upon 
recognising  Mr.  Alleyne  in  the  distance,  coming 
across  the  lawn  towards  the  house.  Not  that 
it  was  altogether  affection  for  the  good  old 
rector,  which  rendered  her  so  impatient,  but 
she  was  expecting  a  letter  from  Cecil. 

*^  Miss  Fitzallan  I"  exclaimed  her  patroness 
in  a  cold,  rebuking  tone,  which  made  her  pause 
suddenly  in  her  meditated  flight. 
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'^  It  is  my  grandpapa/'  said  the  girl,  with  an 
excusing  look,  "  and  I  have  not  seen  him  for 
so  long." 

''  Almost  three  days  I"  suggested  Lady 
Charlotte  aside,  while  Mr.  Ormington  suffered 
the  medal  he  was  examining  to  drop  from  his 
hands,  while  his  eyes  remained  rivetted  as  if  by 
a  species  of  fascination  upon  Amy's  glowing 
face. 

'^  Go  to  him  now,"  said  the  Countess  con- 
descendingly, ^^  I  never  wish  to  detain  you 
from  good  Mr.  AUeyne,  who  so  well  deserves 
all  your  gratitude.  But  you  would  have 
reached  him  quite  time  enough  without  that 
theatrical  start  and  scream.'' 

'^  And  you  know  mamma  did  not  approve  of 
private  theatricals,"  whispered  the  mischievous 
Lady  Charlotte. 

Amy  drew  down  the  corners  of  her  arch  and 
dimpling  mouth,  to  prevent  it  breaking  into  a 
smile,  and  walked  away  with  a  step  strangely 
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at  variance  with  her  joyous  and  beaming  face, 
still  followed  by  the  earnest  gaze  of  Mr. 
Oimington,  which  none  noticed  but  Dunorven, 
who  was  struck  with  the  sudden  hope  of  inter- 
esting the  sympathies  of  his  companion  in  the 
cause  of  this  young  and  friendless  orphan,  never 
once  suspecting  the  absence  of  any  such  feeling 
in  his  hard  and  withered  heart.  ^'  Who 
knows,''  thought  he,  with  all  the  sanguine 
hopefulness  of  youth,  *^  but  what  he  may  in 
time  take  quite  a  fancy  to  her,  and  leave  her 
some  of  the  superfluous  wealth  which  would 
otherwise  only  go  to  build  hospitals  and  endow 
churches."  Dunorven  never  once  remembered 
himself  when  he  reasoned  thus,  or  the  evident 
partiality  of  this  eccentric  old  man ;  neither  did 
it  enter  his  head  at  that  time,  that  Amy's 
becoming  Mr.  Ormington's  heiress  might  re- 
move some  of  the  insurmountable  difficulties 
which  lay  in  the  way  of  his  ever  hoping  to  gain 
the  consent  of  his  proud  mother,  to  what  she 
would  deem  bo  n  nequal  a  match. 

VOL.   II.  K 


194  THB  GRANDFATHEB. 

In  pursuance  of  hia  dbinterested  ecbeme, 
Dunorven  immediately  began  epeaking  of  Miss 
Fitzallan,  of  her  gentleness  and  strange  beauty, 
relating  such  portions  of  her  early  and  mysteri- 
ous history  as  seemed  likely  to  interest  his 
companion  in  her  behalf,  to  all  of  which  the 
old  man  listened  patiently,  nay,  almost  eagerly, 
with  a  cold,  triumphant  smile  upon  his  withered 
brow. 

"  What !  won't  he  write  ?  naughty  brother  T' 
whispered  Dunorven,  as  Amy  returned  with  a 
somewhat  grayer  face,  although  she  could  not 
help  laughing  at  his  droll  manner.  ^'  It's  too 
bad  positively-^' 

'*  Mr.  Grey  is  very  busy  just  now,*'  replied 
the  girl,  who  never  allowed  any  one  to  blame 
him  even  in  sport,  but  herself^  and  there  was 
no  great  fear  of  that  happening  very  often. 

"  Is  that  Mr.  Cecil  Grey,  of  whom  report 
speaks  so  highly,  as  one  of  the  most  promising 
young  men  of  the  day  ?"  asked  Mr.  Orming- 
ton. 
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^'  Oh,  yes  that  must  be  Cecil,  do  you  know 
him  ?'^  enquired  Amy  eagerly,  and  quite  for- 
getful of  her  former  terrors. 

'^  I  do  not  think  I  can  exactly  boast  of 
having  that  hononr/'  replied  the  old  man,  *^  but 
I  have  seen  him  several  times  lately  in 
London/' 

^<  Was  he  well  ?  did  he  look  well?'*  asked 
the  impatient  girl,  much  to  Dunorven's  annoy- 
ance, although  after  all  it  was  but  natural  that 
she  should  be  a  little  anxious  about  the  brother 
whom  she  had  not  seen  for  so  long. 

^'  I  cannot  answer  for  his  looks,"  replied  Mr. 
Ormington  in  slow  and  measured  tones,  ^'  but 
Mr.  Ghrey  always  seemed  in  excellent  spirits 
whenever  I  saw  him,  and  most  attentive  and 
devoted  to  the  fair  companion  of  his  walks  and 
drives." 

*^  Miss  Drummond,  I  suppose,"  said  Amy, 
laughing  merrily  at  the  recollection  of  Cecil's 
description  of  her ;   a  laugh  which  seemed  to 
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puzzle  Mr.  Ormington  as  much  as  it  gratified 
and  delighted  DunorTen. 

**  She  does  not  love  him/'  thought  he,  ^'  or 
this  report  would  have  given  her  some  un- 
easiness." But  he  was  wrong,  Amy  did  love 
Cecil,  and  therefore  trusted  him,  for  such  is 
woman's  devotion. 

^*  They  say  too,"  observed  Mr.  Ormington, 
in  the  same  unmoved  voice,  *^  that  Mr.  6rey 
is  shortly  to  be  united  to  the  daughter  of  his 
patron." 

But  still  the  young  girl  laughed  on  in  happy 
consciousness  of  her  own  secret  knowledge  to 
the  contrary. 

After  dinner  Amy  went,  at  Mrs.  JelTs  re- 
quest, down  into  the  village,  to  carry  some  wine 
and  other  restoratives  to  a  poor  woman,  a 
stranger  in  the  place,  who  had  been  suddenly 
seized  with  a  dangerous  illness,  from  which  she 
was  now  slowly  recovering,  and  more  than  ever 
requiring  those  nourishing  things  which  those 
with  whom  she  lodged  were  totally  unable  to 
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afford  her,  had  they  even  been  willing  bo  to 
do.  She  was  still  too  weak  to  rise,  and  lay 
propped  up  with  pillows,  and  pale  from  recent 
suffering. 

"  Do  you  feel  better  to-day  ?**  asked  Amy, 
in  her  eyer  gentle  voice,  as  she  approached  the 
bed  in  order  to  administer  some  of  the  comforts 
she  had  brought. 

"  No — worse  I  think.  But  why  did  she 
send  you?'*  said  the  woman  a  little  wildly, 
fixing  her  large,  hollow  eyes  earnestly  upon 
the  face  of  our  heroine. 

^^  Mrs.  Jelf  was  too  busy  to  come  herself, 
but  she  will  most  likely  be  here  to-morrow. 
Shall  I  give  you  a  little  wine  ?" 

^^  Take  it  away,  oh  take  it  away  I'*  exclaimed 
the  invalid  in  an  excited  tone.  **  I  could  not 
touch  a  drop — ^it  would  choke  me  I" 

"  I  fear  that  you  are  not  so  well,"  said  Amy 
soothingly,  thinking  indeed  that  the  fever  had 
returned,  and  it  was  better  not  to  give  her  wine 
in  her'present  state. 
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^'  Go  away/'  repeated  the  woman  pushing 
aside  the  cooHng  fruits  which  she  continued  to 
hold  before  her  so  temptingly.  **  Go  away ! 
I  shall  be  better  then." 

Amy  thought  it  best  to  comply  with  her 
wish,  and  immediately  retired,  haying  first 
summoned  the  woman  of  the  house,  to  whom 
she  expressed  her  fears  that  her  patient  was 
worse. 

*^  It's  only  the  effects  of  the  fever,  Miss,  as  I 
think,"  said  the  woman,  **  which  makes  her  a 
bit  light-headed  still.  It  will  all  come  right  in 
time,  when  she  gets  a  little  stronger." 

The  girl  replied  that  she  hoped  so,  and  turned 
away  wondering  where  she  could  have  seen  the 
countenance  of  the  invalid  before,  for  somehow 
it  seemed  strangely  familiar.  Until  her  medi- 
tations were  suddenly  interrupted  by  the  cheer- 
ful voice  of  Lord  Dunorven. 

*'  Why  I  thought  I  left  you  safe  at  the 
Castle,  about  to  play  chess  with  Mr.  Treval- 
lion  ?"  said  the  astonished  girl* 
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^*  Yea,  80  you  did,  but  afterwards  I'  per- 
suaded Anne  to  take  my  place,  and  learning 
where  you  bad  gone,  from  good  Mrs.  Jelf, 
(quite  by  accident  tbough)  followed,  for  the  sole 
pleasure  of  walking  back  with  you." 

"  Thank  you,  you  are  very  kind,"  said  Amy, 
who  would  just  as  soon  however  that  he  had 
not  come.     "  But  you  look  tired/' 

^  Yes,  it  is  a  good  step  for  me,  so  I  mean  to 
indulge  myself  with  a  rest  at  Mrs.  Marsh's 
and  coax  her  into  giving  me  some  of  your 
favorite  cakes." 

**  What  will  the  Countess  say  T  exclaimed 
the  girl,  unoonsdously  repeating  in  her  surprise 
and  bewilderment  what  Lady  Charlotte  was 
wont  to  call  the  watchword  of  Castle  Coombe. 

^'  Nay,  she  will  never  hear  of  it,  and  if  she 
does  she  would  only  be  a  little  shocked.  We 
must  fancy  it  a  London  pastry-cook'e,  that  is 
all." 

^^  Which  I  cannot  do  unfortunately,  from 
never  having  been  there." 
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'*  Ah,  I  had  forgotten.  Well,  then  I  will 
only  just  remember  that  the  good  baker's  wife 
was  kind  to  you.  Amy,  when  yon  needed  it 
most,  and  that  will  make  me  love  and  honor 
her.'' 

The  girl  looked  at  him  with  glistening  eyes, 
and  seeing  that  he  was  really  fatigued  made  no 
further  objection  to  a  scheme  upon  which  he 
seemed  to  have  set  his  whole  heart. 

Who  so  proud  as  Mrs.  Marsh  upon  that 
eventful  evening?  to  have  a  real  lord  and  the 
heir  of  Castle  Coombe,  sitting  in  her  little  back 
parlour,  ^^  and  talking  as  cheerful  and  familiar- 
like,"  as  the  good  woman  expressed  it,  ''as 
though  he  had  been  her  equal.  Devouring  her 
favorite  cakes  at  an  amaang  rate,  taking  her 
gooseberry  wine  for  champaign,  and  adhering 
with  such  agreeable  pertinacity  to  his  own 
opinion,  that  she  soon  gave  over  arguing  with 
him,  and  looking  all  the  while  as  sweet  and 
kind  upon  Miss  Amy,  just  as  if  they  had  been 
lovers,  which  they  might  be  for  ought  she 
could  see  to  the  contrary. 
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-  Good  Mrs.  Marsh  had  a  theory  very  oommon 
with  simple  minds  such  as  hers,  that  love  is  the 
only  true  leveller  of  all  petty  distinctions  of 
rank  and  station,  and  would  not  have  wondered 
much  at  any  vagary  which  the  sly  little  god 
might  have  taken  it  into  his  liead  to  have 
worked.  She  had  read  the  popular  story  of 
the  beggar-girl,  who  was  married  to  a  great 
prince,  ^*  and  lived  happy  ever  after,"  a  dozen 
times  at  least,  and  believed  in  it  almost  as 
religiously  as  she  did  in  her  bible. 

Amy  was  the  first  to  think  of  the  lateness  of 
the  hour,  and  propose  their  return,  to  whiQh 
her  companion,  after  making  a  thousand  ex- 
cuses, for  further  delay,  most  unwillingly 
consented. 

'^  I  wish  for  your  sake,  Mrs.  Marsh,  that  I 
were  a  prince  instead  of  being  merely  a  simple 
lord^''  said  Dunorven  as  their  delighted  hostess 
followed  them  out,  dropping  courtesy  upon 
courtesy  at  every  step.  *^  For  in  that  case  you 
should  have  my  gracious  permission  to  put  up 
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forthwith  a  coat-of-arms  over  the  door,  and 
take  out  a  royal  patent  for  these  delicioas 
cakea.'' 

*'  I  wish  it  too,  I  am  sure  with  all  my 
heart,"  replied  the  baker's  wife  with  blunt 
sincerity. 

*^  But  then  Miss  Fitzallan  must  be  queen," 
said  Lord  Dunorven  glancing  at  his  com- 
panion. 

^*  To  be  sure,"  said  the  thoughtless  Amy 
gaily,  '^  I  am  glad  you  remembered  that" 

^'  And  a  splendid  couple  you  would  make, 
worthy  to  fill  any  throne  in  Christendom," 
thought  Mrs.  Marsh,  who  for  once  however 
recoUected  herself  in  time,  and  had  the  prudence 
to  keep  the  opinion  to  herself.  Not  that  she 
fancied  somehow  the  young  lord  would  have 
been  very  much  displeased  with  it,  or  Miss 
Amy  either,  although  she  did  look  so  innocent 
and  unconscious,  as  she  took  his  proffered 
arm  quite  naturaUy,  and  turned  back  to  nod 
and  smile  a  good  night  to  her  old  friend. 


THG  GRANDFATHER.  203 

'*  And  yet  I  did  think  at  one  time/  mur- 
mured the  good  baker's  wife,  as  she  stood  at 
her  shop  door  to  watch  them  out  of  sight,  ^*  I 
did  think  that  she  would  haye  had  Cecil  Grey ; 
although  to  be  sure  they  always  called  one 
another  brother  and  sister,  and  people  seldom 
do  marry  those  with  whom  they  have  been 
brought  up,  perhaps  because  they  see  too  much 
of  them;  but  then  I  cannot* fimcy  any  one 
seeing  too  much  of  Miss  Amy ;  as  for  the  young 
lord,  he  is  quite  worthy  of  her,  (this  was  the 
highest  compUment  Mrs.  Marsh  could  have 
paid  any  one),  and  his  poor  lame  foot  will  only 
make  her  love  him  all  the  more.  Ood  bless 
them  both,  say  I,  and  may  they  be  as  happy  as 
they  deserve  !" 

Was  it  the  influence  of  that  honest  blessing, 
or  the  calm  tranquillity  of  the  evening,  which 
shed  such  a  sweet  and  happy  serenity  over  the 
minds  of  each,  as  they  slowly  retraced  their 
steps  to  the  Castle  ?  Entering  the  usual  sitting 
room'  with  countenances  glowing  with  health 
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aod  e^tercise,  while  a  gleam  of  yindictive 
triumph  lit  up  the  cold  grey  eyes  of  Mr. 
Ormington  as  be  gazed  upon  them* 

*'  I  hope  you  have  had  a  pleasant  walk.  Miss 
Fitzallan/'  said  Trevallion  looking  up  from  the 
chess-board,  by  which  be  had  continued  to  remain 
all  that  long  summer  evening,  although  Dunor- 
ven  thought  it  strange  that  the  pieces  should  be 
still  standing  just  where  he  had  left  them  when 
he  gave  up  his  seat  to  Lady  Anne. 

"  Very  indeed/'  replied  Amy  readily. 

^^  The  moonlight  was  favorable  I  suppose  to 
your  first  rehersal  ?** 

**  What,  Bomeo  and  Juliet  you  mean — we 
never  once  thought  about  it!  How  silly," 
added  Amy,  *'  for  we  may  not  have  such  a 
chance  again." 

The  intended  satire  of  the  man  of  the  world 
was  once  again  baffled  by  her  simple  candour; 
and  he  turned  away  with  a  slight  shrug  and 
incredulous  smile,  while  Dunorven  continued 
to  gaze  upon  the  unconscious  Amy,  with  an 
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air  of  undisguised  admiration.  And  Mr. 
Ormington  chuckled  to  himself  with  a  laugh 
which  it  was  fearful  to  listen  to,  so  much  of 
malice  was  there  mingled  with  its  strange 
glee. 
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CHAPTER    XII. 


It  was  a  bright  summer  eyeoing,  and  the  Earl 
and  Countess  stood  together  by  the  drawing- 
room  window  overlooking  the  lawn,  whither 
the  younger  branches  of  the  family  had  betaken 
themselves,  the  better  to  enjoy  its  beauty.  In 
the  centre  of  the  room  sat  Mr.  Ormington, 
apparently  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  a 
book  of  rare  prints,  which    Dunorven,    ever 
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tfaoughtfiil  of  othere^    had    procured  for  his 
fltmusement  before  he  went  to  his  own. 

^*  I  have  never  yet  found  time,"  said  the 
Earl,  ^^  to  enquire  who  this  girl — this  Miss 
Fitzallan  is,  who  seems  so  quietly  domesticated 
in  your  family." 

^^  And  I  could  not  have  told  you  if  you  had  ; 
only  that  she  is  an  orphan,  and  adopted  by  our 
good,  and  simple-minded  rector  years  ago,  as 
his  own  child.  It  was  his  intention  at  one 
time  I  believe  to  bring  her  up  for  a  governess, 
but  he  has  changed  his  mind  of  late,  perhaps 
he  thinks  her  too  pretty,  or  as  I  shrewdly  sus- 
pect from  what  I  observed  during  a  recent  visit 
from  his  grandson,  there  is  some  engagement 
between  the  young  people." 

^'  Pshaw !"  said  the  Earl,  «'  Miss  Fitzallan 
is  not  so  easily  satisfied,  if  I  mistake  me  not 
her  ambition  falls  little  short  of  a  coronet." 

'*  Ah  r  exclaimed  the  Countess  changing 
colour,  ^Ms  it  so  ?      But  no,  Dunorven  may 
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admire  her,  he  may  think  her  beautiful,  as  she 
certainly  is,  but  he  would  neyer  dream  of 
marrying  Amy  Fitzallan.'* 

^^  Young  men  at  his  age  dream  strange 
things  sometimes,''  said  the  Earl  coldly. 
^*  Look  at  them  now." 

His  companion  did  look,  and  her  conviction 
of  the  truth  of  her  husband's  suspicions  was 
confirmed.  While  at  the  same  time  came  the 
recollection  of  her  folly  and  blindness  in  having 
suffered Ihatters  to  proceed  thus  far;  misled  by 
her  own  aristocratic  pride  of  rank,  into  a  belief 
that  all  must  necessarily  share  in  the  feeling. 

'*  She  leaves  the  Castle  this  very  night," 
exclaimed  the  Countess  in  a  voice  hoarse  with 
passion. 

*^  Beware,"  said  her  husband,  "  how  you  add 
the  charm  of  opposition  to  a  spell  which  already 
works  powerfully  enough.  But  nevertheless  I 
think  you  are  right,  if  it  can  be  managed 
quietly  and  without  suspicion." 
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^*  Leave  that  to  me,"  replied  the  Countess, 
'^  I  will  see  about  it  immediately.'' 

Mr.  Ormington  looked  up  as  she  swept  past 
him  with  a  white  cheek  and  quivering  lip,  and 
smiled  in  mingled  scorn  and  triumph,  and  then 
turning  to  the  Earl,  said  in  his  usually  cold  and 
measured  tones — 

^^  Her  ladyship  is  about  to  give  herself  un- 
necessary trouble  concerning  this  little  affair, 
which  after  all  may  not  turn  out  so  badly  as 
you  think  for.  At  any  rate  Miss  Fitzallan 
remains  at  Castle  Coombe  for  the  present,  I 
like  to  look  at  her  bright  face,  and  hear  her 
merry  laugh,  it  is  something  new,  and  amuses 
me.  If  Dunorven  should  happen  to  be  of  the 
same  opinion  it  speaks  well  for  his  taste.'* 

The  usually  stern  brow  of  the  Earl,  grew 
dark  and  livid  while  the  veins  stood  out  thereon 
as  though  they  would  burst  with  the  terrible 
and  suppressed  passions  of  his  soul,  but  he  an- 
swered not.     And  from  that  hour  no  more  was 
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said  about  Amy's  departure  by  either  himself 
or  the  Countess.  It  is  true  they  had  a  long 
and  private  oonferenoe  together,  from  which  the 
wretched  wife  came  forth  with  the  added 
weight  of  years  upon  her  bowed  and  drooping 
head.  But  in  answer  to  Dunorven's  affection- 
ate enquiries,  she  only  complained  of  a  slight 
indisposition,  carefiilly  avoiding  the  flashing 
eyes  of  her  strange  guest,  who  looked  unusually 
cheerful  and  elated.  And  keeping  a  strict  and 
vigilant  watch  upon  every  word  and  action  of 
the  unconscious  Amy. 

The  only  means  which  were  then  taken  to 
avert  the  danger  she  so  much  dreaded,  was  a 
letter  dispatched  that  same  night  to  Miss  St 
Aubyn,  inviting  her  to  Castle  Coombe.  For 
the^ountess,  with  all  a  woman's  penetration, 
where  her  own  sex  are  concerned,  had  already 
discovered  the  poor  girl's  hopeless  attachment 
to  her  son,  and  sincerely  trusted  that  it  might 
in  time  win  some  return,  while  the  principal 


THE  aRANDFATHRIL  211 

thing  which  consoled  her  was  a  conviction  that 
Amy,  however  much  Lord  Danorven  might 
admire  her»  was  as  yet  perfectly  unaware  of  the 

« 

conquest  she  had  made. 

It  so  happened  a  few  evenings  after  this  that 
the  conversation  chanced  to  turn  upon  unequal 
alliances,  which  Trevallion  maintained  had 
never  yet  been  found  to  be  productive  of  real 
happiness ;  while  his  friend  seemed  very  much 
inclined  to  dispute  the  point. 

*^  I  grant,"  said  Dunorven,  '^  that  it  must  be 
mortifying  enough  for  a  man  to  owe  every- 
thing to  his  wife,  and  still  more  so  for  there  to 
be  the  shadow  of  a  probability  that  she  may 
learn  in  time  to  look  down  upon  him,  even  if 
she  does  not  do  so  at  present  in  the  secret  re- 
cesses of  her  heart" 

^*  As  if  that  were  possible  I"  said  Amy, 
'*  if  she  loves  him,  that  is." 

^*  But  taking  the  other  extreme  case,  what 
have  you  to  say  about  that,  Miss  Fitzallan  ?" 
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asked  Mr.  Trevallion  with  a  meaning  look, 
which  was  however  entirely  thrown  away  on  the 
present  occasion,  at  leaBt  upon  her. 

*'  That  it  seems  but  natural  for  a  woman  to 
owe  everythiug  to  him  she  loves !" 

"  Exactly  so  r  exclaimed  the  delighted  Du- 
norven,  his  glittering  eyes  resting  fondly  on  her 
fair  young  face. 

'^  And  yet/'  continued  Amy,  half  unconsd- 
ously  following  out  the  tangled  chain  of  her 
own  thoughts  and  reminiscences,  ^'  there  was  a 
time  when  I  reasoned  far  differently,  and 
fancied  it  must  be  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  queen  I 
But  it  is  pleasanter  after  all  to  receive,  than 
to  confer— at  least,  from  some  people." 

"  And  what,  if  I  may  enquire,  wrought  this 
change  in  your  sentiments  ?"*  asked  Trevallion 
with  a  sneer. 

^'  I  don't  know  exactly,  but  I  suppose  it  was 
the  daily  increasing  conviction  of  man's  in- 
domitable pride.*'  And  Amy  thought  of  Cecil 
while  she  spoke. 
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**  Depend  upon  it ;''  said  Trevallion,  ^^  with 
all  due  deference  to  Miss  Fitzallan's  very 
pretty  theory,  which  is  fitted  however,  more  for 
poetry  than  the  common  prose  of  every  day 
life,  that  the  man  who  marries  a  woman  beneath 
him  in  the  scale  of  society,  for  we  will  not  now 
argue  that  of  intellect,  which  is  perhaps,  only 
one  degree  worse,  must  necessarily  be  wretched  I" 

How  the  Countess  blessed  him  in  her  heart 
for  those  words  I 

^*  In  the  latter  case  I  admit  it  may  be  so," 
replied  Dunorven. 

'^  Nay,  we  will  confine  ourselve  simply  to  the 
former  if  you  please." 

''  Well  then  I  deny  it  altogether,  and  defy 
you  to  prove  your  words  I'* 

^*  Would  it  were  less  easily  done,"  replied 
Trevallion,  '*  and  that  fewer  desolated  homes, 
and  broken  hearts,  bore  record  to  the  fact." 

**  First  of  all  there  was  Griselda,"  inter- 
rupted Lady  Charlotte  merrily,  ^'  she  married 
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a  man  far  above  her  in  rank  and  station,  and 
what  a  life  be  led  ber  in  consequence  I  wbiob  he 
would  not  have  dared  to  do  bad  she  been  nobly 
bom  like  himself,  with  a  host  of  bold  barons 
and  warlike  knights  to  call  him  out  T 

^^  And  yet,"  said  Amy,  ^^  with  her  meek  and 
patient  spirit  and. her  loving  heart,  she  was  not 
quite  unhappy  for  all  that.'' 

^^  Then  Fatima  must  needs  be  persuaded 
into  marrying  that  rich  old  Turk  Bluebeard ! 
And  narrowly  escaped  with  her  head  I" 

*'  But  might  not  that  have  been  half  in  pun- 
ishment for  so  soon  forgetting  one  of  the  most 
essential  portions  of  her  marriage  vow— obedi- 
ence ?"  asked  Amy  with  mock  gravity, 

# 

*'  Yet  even  in  these  silly  nursery  tales,  which 
your  sister  is  so  apt  in  quoting,"  said  Trevallion. 
*«  A  prince  rarely  or  never  marries  a  Cinder- 
ella, without  her  turning  out  in  the  end  to  be  a 
princess  too,  of  equal  birth  with  himself,  thus 
preserving  the  moral  of  the  story." 
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"  To  be  sure,"  added  Lady  Charlotte,  "just 
as  the  youDg  peasant  girl  in  the  Italian  poem 
we  were  reading  yesterday,  proved  in  the  end  to 
be  a  king's  daughter,  and  was  united  to  her 
courtly  admirer  with  great  pomp  and  ceremony 
and  in  the  presence  of  all  the  lords  and  nobles 
of  his  court.  The  innate  nobility  of  her  mind, 
I  suppose,  preserving  her  from  the  least  feeling 
of  awkwardness  or  embarrassment  at  the  tran- 
sition." 

"  Then  in  all  novels  and  romances,"  continued 
Trevallion,  in  the  same  tone  of  bitter  irony, 
**  from  *  The  Mysterious  Beggar  Girl  V  to 
*  The  Orphan  of  the  Castle,'  the  heroine  is 
always  sure  to  be  some  one  of  consequence, 
whose  parents  and  friends  come  to  claim  her  in 
a  most  sudden  and  extraordinary  manner 
towards  the  end  of  the  third  volume,  and  thus 
effectually  prevent  all  the  countless  horrors  of 
a  miMaUiance.  But  this  rarely  happens  in  real 
life.'' 
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*'  And  yet  truth  is  strange,"  quoted  Lady 
Charlotte,  "  stranger  far  than  fiction  T 

'^  But  even  supposing,'^  said  her  brother, 
^'  that  it  does  not,  neither  do  we  require  it.  A 
'  woman's  heart  is  in  itself  so  rich  a  gift  as  to 
need  no  setting  to  increase  its  value !" 

"  For  myself,"  said  TrevalllL»ii,  "  I  would 
not  marry  the  moat  beautiful  and  peerless 
creature  in  existence,  upon  whose  name  or 
family,  rested  the  Icasst  doubt  or  stain,  aye 
though  I  knew  her  to  be  as  pure  in  herself  as 
unsunned  snow !" 

Lady  Anne's  proud  ad  mi  r  in  j]^  glance  rested 
for  a  moment  upon  him  as  he  &tood  erect,  with 
a  flashing  eye,  and  curveJ  and  scornful  lip ;  and 
then  suddenly  meeting  the  keen,  cold  gaze  of 
Mr.  Ormington,  she  turned  away  again  with  a 
shudder. 

"  Are  you  ill,  dear  niannna  ?'^  irhe  whispered, 
as  a  faint,  gaspinc;  «*igh  from  the  Countess  fell 
audibly  upon  Ii  r  ea.. 
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^'  No,  nOy  it  is  past  now — ^it  was  but  a  sudden 
pangP  And  the  proud  mother  drew  her 
towards  her  with  more  affection  than  she  had 
displayed  for  years,  and  pressed  her  cold  lips 
upon  that  re^^al  brow,  as  she  bent  anxiously 
over  her.  And  then  once  again  did  the  Lady 
Anne  meet  that  calm,  blighting  gaze,  which 
seemed  to  wither  all  on  whom  it  felL 

^^  Let  us  have  your  opinion  on  this  moment- 
ous subject,  Mr.  Ormington  ?"  said  Dunorven, 
'^  who  must  have  had  more  experience  on  the 
point  than  all  of  us.  Is  there  anything  un- 
natural  in  a  man's  loving— aye,  and  marrying," 
and  his  glance  rested  for  a  moment  upon  Tre- 
▼allion  in  haughty  defiance,  for  he  guessed 
rightly,  that  he  had  penetrated  his  secret,  *^  a 
beautiful  and  yirtuous  girl,  who  may  chance  to 
be  not  only  portionless,  but  parentless  into  the 
bargain  ?" 

^^  Nothing  unnatural  certainly,''  replied 
the    old    man,     ^^  it    sounds    yery    pleasant 

TOL.  IL  h 
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and  romantic.  But  why  not  appeal  to  the 
Countess  ?'' 

^^  No,  no/'  replied  Dunorven,  a  little  em- 
barrassed, '^  being  a  woman  herself ,  she  cannot 
be  considered  a  fair  judge.  Then  I  am  to  un- 
derstand that  you  side  with  me  ?" 

"  Not  certainly  unless  the  denouement  of  your 
romance  is  quite  sure  to  turn  out  as  Mr.  Tre- 
vallion  describes,  having  as  great  a  horror  of  a 
mSsalUance  as  himself." 

Dunorven  looked  vexed,  and  his  friend  tri- 
umphant. 

'^  Even  where  the  heroine  is  all  that  yon 
describe,"  continued  Mr.  Ormington,"  there  will 
be  a  thousand  things  daily  occurring  in  some 
shape  or  other  to  remind  a  man  of  hb  folly, 
such  as  the  alienation  of  friends  and  kindred, 
or  the  sneers  of  the  world.'' 

'^  If  he  loves,''  said  Dunorven,  *^  he  can  defy 
the  world !" 

*^  A  most  dangerous  and  impolitic  creed,  my 
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young  friend/'  said  the  old  man.  '^  I  knew 
one  long  ago  who  did  bo,  bnt  then  it  was  a 
woman,  which  made  matters  worse.  And  she 
thought  that  the  affection  of  him  for  whom 
she  made  this  sacrifice  was  to  compensate  for 
alL'' 

'^  How  did  h  end  ?"  asked  Amy,  interested 
in  spite  of  herself. 

*^  As  snch  things  ever  do — a  broken  heart 
and  an  early  grave  I" 

The  girl  shuddered. 

^*  He  did  not  love  then  after  all  T 

''  No,  only  her  broad  gold  pieces  of  which 
not  a  shilling  ever  became  his.  But  how  know 
you  this  ?" 

^*  Because  if  he  had  she  must  needs  have 
been  happy  whatever  chanced  T 

^^  Pshaw  1"  said  Mr.  Ormington,  *^  the  young 
ever  dream  thus,  growing  wiser  every  year  they 
Uve.'' 

^*  More's  the  pity  P  exclaimed  Amy. 
L  3 
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^' '  Where  ignorance  is  bliss — '  yon  know  the 
rest*^ 

^'  But  ignorance  is  never  bliss,  but  merely  a 
false  security  which  leads  us  to  the  brink  of 
destruction,  luring  us  on  like  a  meteor  gleam, 
and  then  leaving  us  to  retrace  our  weary  steps 
through  many  a  thorny  and  daxi|:erous  path,  as 
best  we  may.  And  yet  after  all,"  continued 
the  old  man,  '^  I  have  known  in  my  time  not  a 
few  err  in  the  very  opposite  extreme,  sacrificing 
without  pity  or  remorse  this  dream  of  love, 
which  however  wild  is  sweet  withal,  to  ambition 
and  the  love  of  power  and  display.  And  for 
such  nothing  remains  but  humiliation  and 
despair !" 

His  glance  dwelt  for  a  moment  upon  the 
pallid  face  of  the  Countess  of  Castle  Coombe, 
as  he  ceased  to  speak,  but  none  noticed  that 
lightning  gaze  of  scorn,  save  her  whose  very 
soul  it  seemed  to  scorch  and  wither  up. 

*^  Has  our   long   discussion  wearied  you  ?" 
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asked  Trevallion  in  a  whisper  of  the  Ladj 
Anne. 

*'  No,  I  like  to  hear  you  speak.** 

*'  And  yon  agree  with  me  do  yon  not?** 

^^  Undoubtedly.  But  yon  must  not  quarrel 
with  Dnnorven." 

**  I  will  apologise  to  him  at  once  if  it  is  your 
wish." 

'^  Not  apologise,"  said  Lady  Anne,  ^^  that  is 
not  the  word.     But  be  frienda" 

"  After  all,"  said  Trevallion  aloud,  *^  these 
arguments  are  hateful  things,  and  only  serve  to 
sow  the  seeds  of  feud  and  dissension  where 
they  would  never  else  be  found.  What  say 
you  to  a  truce,  Dunorven?  in  which  each 
shall  be  suffered  to  maintain  his  own  opinion  in 
silence." 

'^  With  all  my  heart,"  replied  the  young 
man,  grasping  the  outstretched  hand  which  was 
so  frankly  offered.  **  But  we  may  still  mani- 
fest in  deeds  if  not  in  words,  our  unchanged 
faith !"    And  his  manner  while  he  spoke  was 
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fidll  of  a  proud  determination  of  purpose  which 
nothing  could  shake. 

*^  When  that  time  comes  it  maj  be  necessary 
to  renew  the  bond,"  replied  Trevallion  with  un- 
abated good  humour,  as  he  turned  away  to 
receive  the  reward  of  his  forbearance.  And 
what  higher  guerdon  could  a  true  knight  desire 
than  that  gentle  smile  ? 

*'  It  seems,  Miss  Fitzallan,  that  we  are  fairly 
beaten/'  said  Lord  Dunorven.  While  Amy 
laughed  at  his  saying  we. 

<<  Never  mind,"  said  she,  **  it  will  only  make 
us  enjoy  our  peculiar  tenets  all  the  more, 
which  is  I  believe  the  general  result  of  opposi- 
tion." 

*^  But  is  it  not  a  woman's  place  to  yield  up 
her  own  opinion  in  meek  deference  to  that  of 
others?'^  asked  Lady  Charlotte  archly. 

"  But  what  am  I  to  do?  I  cannot  yield  to 
both  parties." 

"  And  prefer  being  in  the  minority  ?" 
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''  All  great  and  original  minds  generally 
do." 

'^  Another  dangerous  error,  Miss  Fitzallan,** 
said  Trevallion  rebukingly.  And  this  time  she 
deserved  it,  for  there  are  few  more  false  and 
fataL  The  common  beaten  path  is  the  only 
one  we  must  venture  to  tread,  even  though  a 
nearer  and  a  brighter  one  may  seem  to  lay 
amid  flowers. 

*'  Why  you  will  make  me  out  presently  to 
be  a  regular  heretic  I"  exclaimed  Amy  laugh- 
ingly. 

''  Beautiful  and  fascinating  enough  to  make 
stakes  and  faggots  seem  but  light  penance  for 
following  and  adoring  I"  whispered  Dunorven. 

**  Spoken  like  ray  own  true  knight  I"  replied 
the  light-hearted  girl,  ''  I  see  that  I  am  not 
altogether  defenceless  even  yet,  but  may  bid 
defiance  to  my  enemies !  if  I  have  any,"  she 
added,  a  moment  afterwards  with  a  touch  of 
grateful  recollection,  for  she  somehow  fancied 
that  the  Countess  was  looking  even  more  than 
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usually  pale  and  eorrowful,  and  had  began  to 
pity  her  so  much  with  the  last  few  days,  that 
she  must  soon  haye  loved  her  too,  had  there 
been  the  slightest  encouragement  given  by  her 
haughty  patroness  for  the  manifestation  of 
such  a  feeling.  *^  For  after  all  I  do  not  believe 
that  I  have  such  a  thing  as  a  real  enemy  in  the 
world." 

**  Not  one — are  you  sure  ?"  said  Mr.  Or- 
mington  quickly. 

Amy  paused,  she  was  not  quite  sure,  for  just 
at  that  moment  came  the  remembrance  of  that 
stem  and  unknown  relative,  on  whom  she 
could  never  reflect  without  fear  and  emotion. 
The  one  dark  doud  upon  the  sunny  horizon  of 
her  future  destiny. 

"  Shall  I  guess  of  whom  you  are  now  think- 
ing ?"  whispered  Dunorven. 

**  You  know." 

''  Then  do  not  look  so  pale,  for  he  shall  not 
harm  or  take  thee  from  us  now.  But  he  has  for- 
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felted  all  claim  to  your  obedience  by  his  long 
neglect  of  such  a  treasure." 

Amy  looked  up  with  a  grateful  smile,  and 
saw  not  how  Mr.  Ormington's  cold,  passionless 
gaze  was  on  them  both,  or  the  sneer  upon  the 
lip  of  Trevallion.  Happy  in  her  innocent  un- 
consciousness of  evil,  she  might  indeed  have 
defied  the  world. 


1.  6 
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CHAPTER   XIIL 


"  Well/'  ^d  Mr.  OrmiDgton  looking  sud- 
denly up  from  his  book  one  bright  mornings 
and  meeting  the  fixed  and  earnest  gaze  of  Amy 
rivetted  steadfastly  on  his  countenance. 

^^  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  she  a  little  con- 
fused, ^^  but  I  was  trying  to  recollect  where  I 
could  possibly  have  seen  your  face  before,  it 
seems  so  familiar  at  times." 
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^^  In  jour  dreams,  perhaps,"  said  he  with  a 
cold,  mocking  smile,  while  Amy  thought 
within  herself  that  she  had  never  dreamt  of 
any  thing  half  so  disagreeable ;  but  not  deeming 
it  prudent  to  say  so,  quietly  resumed  her 
work. 

^*  Then  yon  cannot  reoal  to  mind  where  we 
have  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  before,  Miss 
Fitzallan  ?" 

^'  No,  indeed,  but  perhaps  I  have  a  silly 
habit  of  fancying  such  things,  for  it  was  but 
the  other  day  I  was  so  forcibly  and  familiarly 
struck  with  the  face  of  a  poor  sick  woman,  to 
whom  Mrs.  Jelf  sent  me  with  some  wine  and 
jellies,  that  I  have  scarcely  been  able  to  banish 
it  from  my  recollection  ever  since.'* 

^^  One  of  our  ancient  philosophers,"  said 
Trevallion  has  attempted  to  explain  this  feeling 
by  believing  that  we  must  have  met  the  beings 
who  affect  us  thus,  in  some  previous  state  of 
existence." 
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^'  A  sort  of  transmigration  creed,**  observed 
Amy. 

**  But  it  is  certainly  very  strange  how  one 
does  occasionally  meet  those  striking  facet 
which  pass  us  by  in  crowds,  it  may  be,  or  in 
some  out  of  the  way  spot,  looking  so  familiar 
that  we  can  scarcely  forbear  to  greet  them,  and 
yet  in  reality  we  may  have  never  met  before, 
or  will,  in  all  probability  ever  encounter  each 
other  again." 

^'  There  are  some  people  too/'  said  Amy, 
**  that  without  recognising,  we  feel  a  sort  of 
sympathy  with — a  wish  to  be  further  ac- 
quainted— ^a  readiness  to  exchange  smile  for 
smile,  even  at  our  first  meeting ;  and  it  rarely 
happens  when  circumstances  combine  to  gratify 
the  wish,  that  we  are  disappointed  in  our  ex- 
pectations.'* 

^'  For  instance,"  said  Lady  Charlotte,  ^'  at 
our  children's  balls,  I  always  used  to  make  up 
my  mind  who  I  should  like  best  to  dance  with. 
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and  he  was  sure  to  come  and  ask  me  before  the 
evening  was  oyer,  and  turn  out  to  be  the  most 
agreeable  of  the  set  How  do  you  account  for 
aU  thU,  Mr.  Trevallion  ?" 

^'  It  is  unaccountable,"  replied  the  young 
man,  looking  somewhat  amused  at  her  singular 
illustration  of  what  is  after  all  very  true. 

^^  Then  there  are  some  people  too/'  con- 
tinued Amy,  **  to  whom  at  first  sight  we  take 
equaUy  as  strange  and  sudden  a  dislike,  and 
although  there  may  in  reality  appear  nothing 
to  justify  the  feeling  it  rarely  or  never  passes 
entirely  away." 

''Did  you  ever  feel  this  yourself?"  asked 
Mr.  Ormington  quickly. 

^^  No,  I  do  not  believe  that  I  ever  did.'' 

^^  Are  you  sure,  Miss  Fitzallan  ?" 

''  Yes,  quite  sure,"  replied  Amy  decidedly. 

She  was  in  truth  too  joyous  and  warm-hearted 

to    entertain    a    serious    hatred  for  any  one. 

Lady  Charlotte  could  not  help  thinking  that 


If 
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she  should  not  have  answered  quite  so  promptly 
had  the  question  been  put  to  her. 

^*  But  stay,"  said  Amy  with  a  sudden 
thoughtfulness,  '^  I  am  afiaid  I  must  confess 
that  there  is  one  person  in  the  world,  who 
although  unknown  and  unseen,  I  could  never 
bring  myself  to  regard  with  any  feelings  save 
those  of  fear  and  dislike." 

^'  But  he  may  not  even  be  in  the  world, 
said  Lady  Charlotte,  guessing  rightly  that  she 
had  meant  her  grandfather.  ^*  Indeed  from  his 
long  and  unaccountable  silence  I  should  think 
it  most  probable  that  he  is  dead.'' 

"  In  that  case,''  exclaimed  Amy,  '^  may 
Heaven  forgive  him  all  his  harshness  and  un- 
kindness." 

The  sound  of  an  approaching  vehicle  at  this 
moment  diverted  the  attention  of  the  little 
group,  and  Lady  Charlotte  sprang  eagerly  to 
the  window,  followed  by  Amy,  who  was 
anxious  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  their  new  guest 
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of  whom  she  had  heard  60  much.  While  the 
old  man  bent  down  his  white  face  over  hie 
book  and  spoke  no  more. 

*^  It  is  Miss  St  Aabyn,  but  how  ill  she  is 
looking)**  exclaimed  Lady  Charlotte,  as  a  fair 
young  girl  dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion, 
descended  from  her  splendid  trayelling  carriage, 
and  bounded  up  the  marble  steps  to  meet  her. 
^'  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you  once  again, 
CUra." 

^^  You  are  very  kind,"  said  her  guest  looking 
timidly  around,  as  though  she  had  expected  to 
see  some  one  else,  and  acknowledging  Treval*- 
lion's  greeting  with  a  cold  and  absent  air. 
^*  And  your  dear  mamma  too,  for  thinking  to 
ask  me  here.'' 

**  She  was  half  afraid  you  would  not  like  to 
come  and  leare  all  the  gaieties  of  London,"  said 
Lady  Charlotte. 

**  li^ot  like  to  ochdc,"  replied  Miss  St  Aubyn 
quickly,  and  then  she  paused,  and  a  faint  colour 
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settled  upon  her  delicate  cheek.  **  Bat  the 
Earl  and  Countess  are  well  I  hope,  and  your 
sister,  Lady  Anne." 

"  Yes,  and  my  brother  Lord  Dunorven, 
although  you  do  not  deign  to  enquire  after 
him.  We  did  not  expect  you  quite  so  early 
or  he  would  not  have  gone  out.  Mamma  and 
Anne  are  up  stairs,  and  I  will  take  you  to  them, 
but  must  first  introduce  you  to  my  dear  friend 
Amy  Fitzallan,  and  Mr.  Ormington,  whom  you 
may  perhaps  have  met  before  abroad." 

Miss  St.  Aubyn  bowed  slightly  to  the  latter, 
while  she  fixed  a  wistful  and  earnest  gaze  upon 
the  beautiful  face  of  the  former,  turning  away 
at  length  with  a  faint  sigh  to  follow  Lady 
Charlotte. 

"  Well,"  said  Amy  frankly,  **  to  return  to 
our  old  theory,  I  feel  as  if  I  could  loye  Miss 
St.  Aubyn  very  much,  and  am  Tain  enough  to 
fancy  that  I  could  read  in  her  gentle  counte* 
nance  that  the  feeling  was  mutual.** 
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^*  I  doubt  it/'  Baid  Mr.  OrmiDgton. 

''  And  why  ?"  asked  the  girl  with  a  disap* 
pointed  air. 

''  Toa  will  find  that  out  for  yourself  one  of 
these  days.** 

*^  Nay,  but  tell  me  now/'  and  Amy  drew 
away  the  old  man's  book  with  a  playful  air 
which  would  have  astonished  Lady  Charlotte 
and  herself  too,  perhaps  some  few  weeks  since, 
but  Dnnorven  had  taught  her  to  believe  that 
his  friend  was  not  in  reality  half  as  disagreeable 
as  the  world  made  out,  and  in  pursuance  of  his 
disinterested  scheme  for  her  future  aggrandise- 
ment, endeavoured  to  enlist  her  warmest  sym- 
pathies in  his  behalf,  although  hitherto  without 
much  effect,  save  that  she  no  longer  feared  him 
as  she  had  once  done.  **  Its  no  use  looking 
cross,  for  you  shall  not  have  it  back  agun  until 
you  have.*' 

*^  Then  you  must  keep  it.  Miss  Fitzallan, 
and  perhaps  Mr.  Trevallion  wiU  be  kind  enough 
to  fetch  me  something  else.'' 
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**  Nay,  give  it  to  him,"  whispered  Trevallion 
who  could  not  help  being  struck  with  the  con- 
trast which  Amy's  laoghing  face  presented  to 
the  stem  and  contracted  brow  of  her  com- 
panion. 

^^  Yes,  just  to  save  you  trouble,  but  there  it 
is;  and  perhaps,  Mr.  Ormington,  as  yon 
would  not  be  bribed  you  will  tell  it  me  for 
love  ?" 

*^  Love  I"  repeated  the  old  man  with  flashing 
eyes,  and  a  short,  wild  lan^  that  sounded 
almost  like  a  scream.  ^^  Love  did  yoa 
say?** 

**  Dunorven  was  right,"  thought  Amy,  "  he 
must  have  been  disappointed,  and  that  is  what 
has  soured  his  temper  so.  How  terrible !  and 
yet  I  do  not  much  wonder  at  it,  for  what  girl 
could  ever  think  of  having  him?  But  to  be 
sure  he  might  have  been  very  different  years 
ago,  when  he  was  young." 

'^  Forgive  me  if  I  have  offended  you,"  said 
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•he,  *^  bat  I  am  often  foolish  and  haatfi  and 
speak  without  thought/' 

"  Nay,  there  is  nothing  to  forgive/'  replied 
Mr.  Ormington  coldly,  but  carefully  averting 
his  gaze  from  those  pleading  eyes.  As  good 
Mrs.  Jelf  used  to  say  years  ago,  there  were 
many  more  beautiful  eyes  in  the  world  than 
Amy  Fitzallan^s  but  then  hers  said  so  frankly, 
do  love  and  be  kind  to  me,  that  there  was  no 
withstanding  the  glance. 

^*  Then  we  are  friends  again,  Mr.  Orming- 
ton r 

"  Where  we  ever?" 

'^  Oh,  yes  I  hope  so,  for  I  always  make  a 
point  of  being  friends  with  every  one.  Miss 
St  Aubyn  and  all,  as  you  shall  see,  unbeliever 
that  you  are  I*'  replied  Amy  with  a  mirthful 
smile. 

Perhaps  the  old  man  was  weary  of  the  argu* 
ment,  for  he  did  not  contradict  her  again,  but 
taking  up  his  book  went  to  read  it,  as  Trevalr 
lion  said,  in  peace  and  quietness. 
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*^  Fairlf  beaten  oat  of  the  field,"  ezcluzned 
Amy  triumphantly,  **  and  that  too  without  the 
assifltanoe  of  my  gallant  knight  I  shall  learn 
quite  to  do  without  him  in  time." 

^^  The  sooner  the  better,"  thought  Treval- 
lion. 

Dunorven  received  his  mother's  visiter  with 
his  usual  good-natured  kindness,  although  her 
anxious  enquiry,  and  still  more  anxious  looks, 
made  him  feel  a  return  of  his  old  dislike  creep- 
ing over  him  like  a  night-mare.  Nay,  he 
even  fancied  that  he  walked  all  the  lamer  from 
the  consciousness  that  she  was  watching  him. 
While  the  Countess  penetrating  his  feelings, 
trembled  for  the  success  of  her  schemes. 

''  I  wish,  my  dear  Clara,"  said  she  the  first 
time  she  found  herself  alone  with  her  guest, 
^<that  you  would  be  a  little  more  guarded 
before  Dunorven.  It  is  very  natural  for  you 
to  feel  as  you  do,  being  the  innocent  cause  of 
that  unfortunate  accident,  which  he  does  not 
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like  to  be  reminded  of  so  frequently,  as  you 
are  in  the  constant  habit  of  doing  both  by 
word  and  look.  But  you  must  learn  to  con- 
ceal what  can  only  be  painful  to  both." 

^*  Ob,  I  wish  I  had  not  come,**  exclaimed 
Miss  St.  Aubyn  hastily,  ^'  of  course  he  must 
hate  the  very  sight  of  me — I  should  have 
known  that;  but  I  thought— I  hoped-'' 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  what  you  thought  and 
hoped?"  said  the  Countess,  who  was  strangely 
altered  within  the  last  few  weeks,  and  had 
g^own  almost  kind  and  gentle,  and  was  most 
especially  so  towards  Miss  St  Aubyn,  who  had 
always  been  a  favorite. 

The  girl  buried  her  face  in  her  hands  and 
answered  not 

^'  Clara,"  continued  she  bending  towards  her, 
^^  you  love  him — you  love  Dunorven !  nay,  do 
not  tremble  thus,  my  poor  child,  it  is  a  feeling 
to  be  proud  of,  not  deny.  Aye,  and  one  of 
these  days  he  shall  love  you  again,  and  all  the 
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more  for  your  long  and  unwearying  affection. 
Ii  bus  mother,  promise  you  this." 

^^  And  you  do  not  scorn — yon  do  not  despise 
me?'' 

"  No,  I  pity  you  rather." 

^^  And  you  will  not  betray  me  to  him  ?" 

^^  Not  for  worlds,  your  secret  is  sale  with 
me.  Nay,  more,  I  Ioto  you  all  the  better  for 
the  knowledge  of  it,  and  will  assist  you  as  far 
as  lies  in  my  power." 

^*  Nay,"  said  the  girl  raising  her  pale  face  for 
the  first  time,  '^  Dnnoryen's  affection  must  be 
given  voluntarily,  or  long  and  deeply  as  I  have 
loved  him,  woe  is  me  to  say  it,  I  would  die 
rather  than  accept  it  P 

^^  And  so  it  shall  be,  Clara,  if  you  will  only 
act  with  a  little  prudence,  and  be  somewhat 
more  gay  and  animated,  and  not  look  so  sad  and 
anxious  every  time  he  moves,  and  be  always 
offering  to  do  things  for  him  which  he  would 
a  thousand  times  rather  perform  for  him* 
self." 
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^'  But  how  can  I  help  looking  sad  to  see  him 
suffer  T 

m 

*^  I  do  not  believe  that  he  really  feels  half 
as  mnch  pain  from  the  accident  as  you  im- 
agine," replied  the  Countess,  **  except  indeed 
when  reminded  of  it  at  the  precise  moment  he 
had  forgotten  all  about  it  by  some  over 
watchfulness.  If  you  could  be  a  little  more 
animated  toa*^ 

Miss  St.  Aubyn  shook  her  head  despair- 
ingly. 

^*  This  then  is  the  secret  of  the  ill  health  and 
changed  looks  which  have  so  alarmed  your 
friends,  of  the  cold  indifference  which  I  am 
told  drove  a  whole  train  of  admirers  to  despair ; 
and  so  you  really  preferred  my  poor  lame 
Dunorven  before  them  all  ?" 

'^  Nay,  I  was  not  so  ambitious  as  ever  to 
aspire  to  possess  his  love,  but  to  think  of  him 
only  was  far  pleasanter  than  the  admiration  of 
others.'^ 

*^  Silly  child/'  said  the  Countess  kissing  her 
affectionately. 
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We  fear  there  are  many  in  the  world  almost 
as  foolish  as  Clara  St.  Anbyn. 

^'  And  if— we  will  just  imagine  such  a  thing 
possible/'  continued  her  companion  in  a  falter- 
ing voice,  *'  that  Dunorven  by  some  strange 
chance  were  to  become  suddenly  dispossessed 
of  his  rightful  heritage,  and  reduced  to  beggary 
and  scorn — could  you  love  him  still  ?** 

^^  Better,  a  thousand  times  better  P  replied 
Miss  St.  Aubyn  eagerly,  **  since  he  would  then 
need  it  all  the  more." 

The  cold  and  worldly  heart  of  the  Countees 
was  touched,  and  she  leaned  her  head  upon  the 
shoulder  of  her  companion  and  wept  and  sobbed 
like  a  child. 

^^  Now  you  are  ill  and  suffering,"  said  the 
girl  tenderly,  "  I  was  sure  of  it  when  I  saw 
you  first,  looking  so  pale  and  changed.  Can 
I  do  nothing  in  return  for  all  the  wild,  bright 
hopes  you  have  been  weaving  so  kindly  for 
me?" 
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*^  Nothing,  only  continue  to  love  my  son." 
'*Ab   if  I  oonld  chose  but   obey    you    in 

that"* 
*'  And  in  spite  of  his  seeming  coldness — aye 

even  though  you  should  suspect  his  affections 

4 

bestowed  upon  another,  which  I  am  sure  they 
istfe  not,  but  only  his  fancy  caught.  You  know 
it  is  not  with  men  as  with  us  who  love  but 
once,  they  may  have  a  dozen  penchants,  and  no 
real  attachments  after  alL'' 

Miss  St.  Aubyn  thought  of  Amy's  beauty 
and  sighed. 

^*  Now  go,  dear  child,''  siud  the  Countess, 
**  and  get  rid  of  that  sorrowful  face  before  you 
join  the  party  below.  Say  I  have  the  head- 
ache, and  have  lain  down,  but  do  not  let  Dunor- 
ven,  or  any  of  them  come  to  me,  I  would  be 
alone." 

Miss  St.  Aubyn  promised  to  obey,  and 
glided  away  with  a  lighter  heart  than  she  had 

VOL.    II.  M 
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Ml  for  yean.  His  mother  at  least  ayoipa- 
thieed  with,  and  nndentood  her,  and  those 
havnting  woida,  **  One  of  theee  days  he  ahall 
loTO  yon  againi  and  all  the  more  for  your  long 
and  nnwearying  aflbetion,'*  sounded  almost  fike 
apfvplieay* 

**  Who  says  that  Miss  St.  Anbyn  is  not 
fvetty  ?"  whispered  Amy  to  Dunonren,  as  she 
entered  the  room  some  little  time  afterwards, 
looking  flushed  and  agitated,  and  yet  strangely 
happy. 

*^  Yes,  now  with  that  smil^  and  that  rich 
bloom  upon  her  cheeks;  why  cannot  she  be 
always  thus  ?  We  were  jost  wishing  for  you 
•Hiss  St.  Aubyn,"  continued  he,  making  room 
for  her  to  join  their  drde.  '^  We  want  you 
to  decade  whether  we  shall  go  to-morrow  to  *  a 
pic-nic  in  Fern  Wood,  or  visit  the  Castle  whioh 
Hes  a  few  miles  further  on,  and  is  well  worthy 
of  our  inspection  for  its  antiquity,  and  the 
picturesque  appearance  of  the  old  nuns." 
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The  gill  was  about  to  negative  both  proposi- 
tions  at  oncOi  fearing  that  the  jonmey  would 
be  too  long  and  fktigning  for  him ;  bnt  xeeol- 
leeting  henelf  jnat  in  time,  evaded  the  qnestion 
byplayfuDyrefiuing  to  answer  it  atall,  while  he 
continued  to  address  her  in  that  stiff  and  formal 
strain. 

<<  Well  then,  where  shall  we  go^  Cla»r 
said  Donorvenj  and  although  he  had  not 
uttered  the  name  before  for  years,  it  came  quite 
naturally. 

*'  I  can  scarcely  be  a  good  judge,  knowing 
so  little  of  the  neigbbouriiood.  What  does 
Lady  Anne  say?** 

<'  Kothing,  as  usual,''  replied  her  brother 
laughingly,  ^  unless  that  smile  when  Trevallion 
voted  for  the  Castle,  was  to  be  taken  in  token 
of  a  similar  opinion. 

*<  I  think  the  Castle  wiU  be  the  most  inter- 
esttng,"  said  Lady  Anne  quieily. 

««  And  you.  Miss  Sitzallan  T 
X  8 
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^^  Oh^  never  t&iiik  of  'me.  I  shall  be  sure 
and  be  pleased  any  "ho wi**  ~ 

'*  Yes,  there  is  nothing  more  cettain  than 
your  unvarying  good  humour,"  sSedd  ISnevallion, 
and  for  once  he  spoke  with  frank  sincerity. 

^*  Thank  you.  ^nt  Lady  Charlotte  moJst  be 
included  in  your  pretty  compliment,  as  havins 
an  equally  contented  spirit,  or  rather  an  equal 
indifference  on  the  subject" 

'*  What  do  you  say  to  playing   the  *  anti- 

•  * 

quarian,'  Mr.  Ormington?"  asked  Dnnorven 
gaily. 

'^  That  I  am  rather  too  old  and  feeble  to  go 
80  far  in  order  to  assume  the  character ;  and 
prefer  remaining  at  home  to  amuse  your  lady 
mother." 

The    Earl    bit    his     lip     until    the    blood 

came. 

'^  I  suppose  we  must  take  lifiss  Maxwell 
to  play  propriety  7*  said  Lady  Charlotte. 

'^  Mamma  would  be  displeased  else,"  sugges- 
ted her  sister. 
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*^  But  how  are  we  to  go  7*^ 

^'  My  til))ury,  .and  the  open  baronohe  will 
ju8t  hold  ns  aU,"  said  TrevalUon. 

^*  Excellently  arranged  my  d^  fellow ;  but 
look  at  yonder  black  cloud'' 

**'  Oh«  it  is  sure  not  to  rain,"  said  Amy. 

^^  It  never  does  on  a  party  of  pleasure/'  ob* 
served  Mr.  Ormington  with  a  sneer,  although 
the  mischievous  girl  chose  to  understand  his 
words  literally. 

*^  No,  certainly  not,  and  I  am  glad  to  have 
such  good  authority  for  the  assertion." 

*^  I  wish  Cecil  was  going,"  thought  she,  as 
she  looked  out  into  the  bright  moonlight  *'  It 
is  strange  too  his  not  writing,  but  perhaps  he 
may  be  very  busy ;  and  yet  he  might  find  time 
if  it  was  only  just  one  line  to  say  that  he  was 
well ;  and  I  shall  not  be  able  to  go  over  to  the 
rectory  to-morrow  as  I  promised^  I  had  for- 
gotten that.  I  do  think  I  should  not  very 
much  care  if  it  was  to  rain  after  all ;   and  yet 
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this  is  very  selfish  when  the  rest  aie  so  antici- 
pating  the  journey ;  and  pefhape  I  may  even 
have  a  letter  before  we  atari."  And  dina 
dreaming.  Amy  dosed  the  oasemest  with  a 
hopeful  smile,  and  sought  her  peaeefbl 


I 
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CHAPTER    XIV. 


Thb  sun  arose  m  bright  as  could  have  been 
desired  by  the  most  fastidious  pleasure  hunter. 
And  the  little  party  met  at  breakfast  in  the 
highest  spirits  imaginable ;  even  Mra  Jelf, 
catching  the  contagion  of  their  mirth,  and 
moving  about  with  a  brisker  step,  as  she  gave 
orders  for  the  distribution  of  her  carefully 
packed   hampers  of  refreshments.     '^  Young 
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people  never  will  tbink  of  these  things,"  mur- 
mured the  worthy  housekeeper,  ^'  but  they  are 
nevertheless  quite  as  necessary  to  a  party  of 
pleasure,  as  light  hearts,  and  fine  weather.** 
The  good  woman  was  right,  although  her  creed 
may  sound  somewhat  anti-romantic,  and  they 
had  all  cause  to  thank  her  for  her  foresight 
before  the  day  was  over. 

Mr.  Trevallion,  after  a  great  deal  of  careful 
management,  led  away  the  Lady  Anne  in 
triumph  to  his  tilbury,  looking  as  proud  of  her 
as  he  well  might.  While  ^Lady  Charlotte 
whispered  to  Amy,  that  her  sbter  reminded 
her  of  a  bride  in  that  white  dress  and  deep 
veiL  And  the  Countess  sighed  and  half  turned 
away,  as  Trevallion  kissed  his  hand  to  her  with 
a  face  glowing  with  happiness. 

^^  Take  care  of  her,"  whispered  the  mother, 
she  who  had  feared  nothing  until  of  late. 

**'  With  my  life !"  replied  the  young  man 
fervently,  '^  and  thank  you  for  trusting  her 
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with  me.*':    H«  Isaemed  about  to  add  soinetbUi^ 

more,'  but  the  honee  beoomiag.  suddeolj  restive, 

he  broke  off  ahmptlj,  aad  hasteaed  to  take  a 

ieat  beside  fioa  fab  companion. 

i >  ^  'Were  70Q  frigfatinel,  Anne?    He  m  Very 

quiet  in  ^f^aaeal,  onlj  a  IhlJe  impatient  X6  be 

offi" 

:   **  Not  in  the  leaet,'*  replied  the  girl^  shddng 

back  her  aunnj  coiU. 

^  ^^^  We  shall  have  a  delightful  drive  !"    _ 

"  Ihopesa"  I  . 

^^  I  am  sure  of  it     How  can;  it  be  other- 
wise?" 

*^  It  ia  a  beautiftil  moniing  cenainly,"  said 
Lady  Anne,  half  averting  that  fair  face  whwein 
lay  his  sunshine.  And  she  knew  it  tocv  for  all 
her  apparent  unconsciousness. 

Miss  St  Aubyn  looked  quite  fascinating  in 

the  prettiest  littie  Parisian  bonnet  imaginable, 

made  of  pille  pink  crape,  whi<^  shed  a  faint 

^and  delicate  bloom  upon  her    varying  cooh> 

M  5 
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plezioQ,  and  completelj  won  hmSiy  Chariotto^fl 
heart  And  although  Amj  had,  as  wual, 
nothing  but  a  coarae  Btraw,  and  a  simple  white 
ribbon,  yet  heroines  as  a  matter  of  oonrae  hxdc 
well  in  anythingi  and  so  Lord  Dnnorron  seemed 
to  think,  if  one  might  judge  finxn  his  ooonte* 
nanoe. 

It  was  agreed  that  the  four  ladies  should 
occupy  the  innde  of  the  carriage,  and  Duaor- 
Yon  ride  on  the  box.  A  proportion  whioh 
Miss  St  Aubyn  recollected  herself  only  just 
in  time  to  prev^at  (fispnting,  being  about  to 
offer  to  exchange  places  with  him,  for  tmx  he 
should  not  find  a  comfortable  rest  for  his  foot 
out-side.  The  CSountess  sailed  fiontlyaasbe 
marked  all  this. 

*'  I  wish  you  were  going  with  HSt  dear 
mother  V  said  Dunonren. 

'<  Naji  I  fear  I  should  not  be  eqml  ^ 
the  task  of  beeping  in  order  so  nmvf  voiqi 
spirits." 
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<<  Bat  in  that  Qase,**  said  MiM  Bt  Anbyn, 
^^  we  would  all  engage  to  be  very  quiet" 

^*  No^  I  shonld  only  interfere  with  your  en- 
joyment*" 

^'  I  sappoee  Mr.  Orminglon  is  not  yet  up," 
said  Lady  Charlotte. 

^*  Oh  1  yes,"  replied  Amy,  '^  I  saw  him  just 
now  looking  towards  the  west,  and  prognosti- 
catiag  rain  before  the  day  was  oyw,  like  an  old 
raven  as  he  is  I" 

**  They  say,"  ezolaimed  a  oold  measured 
▼oioe  behind  her,  *^  that  the  fq)pearanee  of  one 
of  lliefle  birds  generally  indicates  some  ooming 
nusfortune  T 

The  girl  shuddered  i&Tolnntarily. 

^'  You  know  the  old  adage,  Mr.  Ormington," 
said  die  reoovering  herself  almost  immediately, 
and  meeting  his  keen  gace  with  a  cardess  and 
laughing  brow,  *'  about  listeners  never  hearing 
any  good  of  themselves?  Good  bye!  and  a 
quiet  day  to  you  I" 
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^^  A  merry  day  to  you  I"  repfied  the  old 
man  with  Uie  same  immoTeable  oountenanoe. 

^*  Thank  you,^  said  Amy,  springing  into  the 
carriage  with  a  light  step.  And  they  drove 
rapidly  away  in  order  to  overtake  Trevallion 
who  had  had  some  moments  the  start  of  them, 
and  seemed  inclined  to  maintain  the  advantage 
thus  gained. 

Never  surely  was  there  a  more  joyous  party, 
and  if  Miss  Maxwell  was  a  little  more  silent, 
she  was  not  a  whit  less  happy  than  the  rest 

"  There  seems  to  ine  only  one  thing 
wuting  to  complete  our  feUoity,"  said  Lady 
Charlotte. 

^'  And  what  is  that,  my  fair  sister — the  roc's 
eggr 

*^  NO)  Saucebox  I  but  a  few  more  beaux. 
One  gentleman  is  scarcely  enough  for  four 
ladies,  and  Anne  is  much  the  best  off  possess- 
ing a  whole  one  to  heisdf.'* 

Perhaps  Amy  half  agreed  with  her  in  her 
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inmoBt  hearty  that  is  if  ehe  ootdd  have  chosen 
her  own  oompanion,  not  else.  Bat  Miss  St 
Atibyn  deckred  herself  quite  satisfied.  And 
Dononren,  feeling,  as  he  said,  the  awful 
tesponsibility  of  his  situation,  exerted  himself 
so  iOatioh  to  amuse  and  entertain  them,  that  he 
was  as  good  as  any  two  men  at  least.  So  that 
Olara,  gazing  upon  his  bright  and  animated 
teimtenance,  imd  listening  to  his  brilliant 
sallies  of  wit  and  humour,  forgot  to  wonder  if 
his  foot  was  at  all  painful,  and  enjoyed  herself 
as  much  as  the  rest  Dunorven  was  just  the 
sort  of  companion  for  a  day's  pleasure,  and  how 
much  of  our  pleasure  depends  upon  our  com- 
panions at  those  times. 

^*  I  wonder  whether  Lady  Anne  has  enjoyed 
herself  as  much  as  we  have,"  said  her  sister,  as 
they  drew  near  the  termination  of  their 
journey. 

^  Qtiite  as  much,  you  may  depend  upon  it, 
on\f  in  her  own  quiet  way;  Trevallion  will  take 
care  of  that" 
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'^  How  maoh  he  is  improved,"  said  iSias  St 
Aubyn,  *^  since  I  met  him  last  in  Italy." 

''  Ah !  we  are  all  altered  sinoe  then,  as  for 
yoQ,  Clara,  I  protest  I  should  not  have  known 
you.    Why  you  have  laughed  more  within  the 
last  five  minutes  than  yon  did  all  the  time  yon 
staid  there.^' 
^^  Have  I  ?"  said  the  girl  with  a  faint  blosh. 
**  Yes  indeed,  and  it  becomes  you  a  thousand 
times  better  than  those  sentimental  airs  which 
most  girls  think  it  so  interesting  to  assume. 
Depend  upon  it  a  woman  never  looks  so  well  as 
when  she  smiles." 

^^  Some  have  imagined  her/'  said  Amy,  *^  and 
Poets  especially,  most  captivating  in  tears. 
But  that  has  always  seemed  to  me  both  un- 
natural and  absurd,  since  our  eyes  naturally 
get  red  and  swollen  in  those  cases." 

'^  They  most  have  meant,"  suggested  Miss 
St  Aubyn,  ^^  those  April  showers  of  grief 
which  are  over  again  in  a  moment     For  long 
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Gontiniied  suffering  is  certaiiily  no  beaotifier  of 
the  oomplezion.'* 

''  Give  me  the  wmflbuic  in  preference  to  the 
shower  P  said  Danorven. 

^^  But  the  son  cannoi  always  shine.  The 
night  must  oome  at  longdir  replied  Amy,  in  a 
tone  that  sounded  stiangely  sad^  although  she 
meant  it  not. 

*'  And  then  we  hay*  tibe  moon,  only  a  degree 
less  bright,  and  ten  tfiOiBSuid  times  more 
fairr 

*^  Now  we  are  eoouttg  back  to  sentiment 
again,"  said  Miss  St;  Anbyn  laughingly. 

^'  Well,  I  snppoae  one  oannot  do  entirely 
without  it  But  base  we  are  arrived  at  the 
Castle  abready  r 

*<  How  soon  I"  enhumed  Miss  St  Aubyn, 

while  even  Amy  in  qpite  of  her  occasionally 

wandering  thoughts,  had  found  the  ride  too 

short 

^^  How  soon  P  repeated  Lady  Anne,  as  she 
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bame  forward  with  her  oompanion  to  wdoome 
them,  having  previously  arrived.  *'  We  did 
not  expect  you  just  yet  P 

^*  Or  want  us  either,  by  the  look  of  it/' 
thought  Dunorven, 

**  Welly  s&Bter^  have  you  had  a  pleasant  ride  ?" 
asked  Lady  Charlotte. 

^'  Oh  so  pleasant  !^  and  the  girPs  looks  said 
more  than  her  words,  which  were  ever  few. 

^'  So  have  we,  and  ife  are  going  to  have 
dinner  now,  as  good  Mrs.  Jelf  advised  before 
proceeding  to  inspect  the  ruins.'' 

Lady  Anne  put  up  her  pretty  lip  with  a  look 
of  young  lady-like  contempt  at  the  idea  of 
dinner,  but  severthdess  it  was  most  welcome 
to  all,  and  enjoyed  the  more  for  being  partaken 
of  seated -on  the  green,  soft  grass,  and  without 
a  quarter  "part  of  the  necessaries  appertaining 
to  this  meaL  For  they  could  neither  find  half 
plates,  or  knives  and  forks  enough,  or  even 
glasses.    But  then  who  cares  for  such  things 
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at  a  pio-*nic?  najr^  we  verily  believe  it  is  in 
general  a  thousand  times  better  to  be  obliged 
to  shift  without  them ;  after  all  there  is  nothing 
like  variety.  ]3ut  Mrs.  Jelf  should  have  looked 
after  these  ooncQms.  So  she  did,  and  in  her 
over  carefulness  stowed  them  away  where  no 
one  else  but  Jierself  would  ever  have  thought 
of  seeking  for  them. 

*^  NiBver  mind,"  said  Amy,  *^  we  shall  do 
very  well  as  it  is,  and  must  share  our  plates 
and  glasses  without  quarrelling  over  them. 
Here,  Lady  Anne«  is  one  for  you  and  Mr. 
TrevaUion." 

The  young  girl  addressed,  lifted  her  large 
eyes  wonderingly  to  the  face  of  her  aristocratic 
companion,  who  appeared  iofinitely  amused 
and  delighted  with  the  arrangement;  and  as  it 
would  seem,  by  her  manner  sooq  became  quite 
reconciled  to. its  novelty. 

Whatever  might  have  been  the  other  acci- 
dents of  the  day  nothing  could  have  turned 
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oat  better  or  mor^  exhilarating  than  the  cham- 
paigne;  and  Mias  Maxwell  was  obliged  to 
eaution  Lord  Dimonren  more  than  once  not  to 
take  too  much,  for  he  wasg  if  the  truth  moat 
be  spoken,  somewhat  weariei  wMi  his  exer- 
tions, ani  songht  to  reooTor  himsdf  thos. 

^  It  is  Miss  FitsaDan,**  said  he  ianghingly. 

"  Oh,  what  a  story,"  exohumed  Amy,  ^*  I 
protest  I  will  have  nothing  more  to  do  with 
yon  after  that,  unless  you  go  down  upon  your 
knees  this  instant,  and  retract  your  words.** 

Dunonren  immediately  obeyed  her,  much  to 
the  amusement  of  all  but  Miss  St  Aubyn,  who 
could  not  help  feeling  a  secret  pang  of  jealdusy 
although  she  knew  it  was  but  in  jest 

^  Bise,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Amy,  extending 
her  hand  with  playful  condescension,  ^'  for  this 
once  you  are  foigiven,  but  beware  how  you 
offend  again,"  and  .  Dunorven  first  bending 
down  to  seal  his  pardon  upon  that  fiiir  hand, 
arose  as  she  bad  denred  him. 
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^^  We  are  aot  ahme  kere  to-day,''  said  he, 
^*  there  is  a  gentlemn  jonder,  quietly  amnsiiig 
himaelf  by  watohiag  rar  pnoeeedBnga.'' 

^'  Oh,  where  V  endaiined  Any,  '^  what  mmt 
he  have  thought  «f  na?** 

'^  What  does  it  natter.  Bst  he  has  disap- 
peared again  now.  I  isn  my  we  shall  meet 
with  him  aomewfaem  abcmt  Ihe  miiiB,  for  I  ean 
tell  you  he  ia  a  apiendid  looking  feUow.** 

'^  I  hope  we  may  in  that  case,"  said  Lady 
Charlotte. 

The  raina  for  a  wonder  were  quite  as  beauti- 
ful and  jnctureaque  aa  any  of  the  party  had  ex- 
pected to  find  them ;  and  aa  they  stood  before 

* 

the  ancient,  and  ivy-covered  wallsi  even  Tre- 
vallion  forgot  to  oompase  them  to  tha  more 
classic  antiquities  of  his  fiivorite  Italy,  and 
looking  into  Lady  Anne's  dear,  soft  eyes,  never 
missed  the  scarcely  bluer  dues  of  the  sweet 
south;  and  presently  etdier  by  accident  or 
design,    they    were    suddenly    missing    from 
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among  the  little  group,  or  nether  bad  diBap- 
peared  from  thence,  for  no  one  miased  them 
very  mach. 

Mias  Maxwell  thought  perhaps  that  she  had 
sufficiently  discharged  her  duties  as  chapertme 
for  the  present,  and  being  uneqpal  to  any 
further  fatigue,  chose  a  quiet  nook,  and,  .draw- 
ing a  book  from  her  pocket  began  to  read. 
Her  studies  every  now.  and  then  pleasantly  in- 
terrupted  by  a  wild  burst  of  far  off  laughter, 
or  the  hum  of  merry  voices  dying  away  iu  the 
distance. 

'•  Presently  they  came,  in  their  wanderings,  tq  a 
long  spiral  staircase,  much  decayed,  and  leading 
originally  it  would  seem  to  thQ  Castle  turret, 
although  it  was  questionable  whether  ope 
could  penetrate  as  far  in  its  present  tottering 
condition. 

^^  Do  not  go,"  whispered  Miss  St  Aubyn  tp 
Amy.  *^  It  is  not  safe  for  him ;  and  if  you 
stay  here  he  will  not  attempt  it.** 
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The  girl  started  at  the  earnest  manner  in 
which  the  words  were  uttered. 
^'  Thank  you,"  said  she,  ^*  for  reminding  me, 

I 

for  I  am  often  too  thoughtless  to  remember 
these  things  for  myself  at  tne'rijght  time,  but 
I  fancy  your  refusal'  would  have  been  suf- 
ficient.'* 

^'  Now,**  exclaimed  Dunorven,  "  who's  for  an 
adventure  ?* 

'^  Not  I,"  said  Miss  St  Aubyn,  with  a  look 
of  weariness  that  was  only  half  feigned. 

^^  Then  you  must  not  mind  being  left 
behind.'' 

^^  Go  along,**  said  Amy,  ^'  we  will  wait  for 
you,"  and  she  flung  herself  down  upon  the  grass 
as  she  spoke. 

'^  Not  unless  you  do,"  replied  Dunorven. 

**  Then  be  quiet  and  remain  where  you  are," 
and  Amy  glancing  at  Miss  St.  Aubyn  with 
something  of  triumph  at  the  success  of  the 
manoeuvre,  met  a  look  of  wild  agony  that 
haunted  her  for  weeks  afterwards. 
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**  Yoa  axe  not  wdir  ihe  wliiBpflmL 
**  Yee,  quite  well,  4o  not  miiid  m^^ 
**  But  I  cannot  faalp  it  wUIe  yoalook  so  pale 
and  sad.'' 
<«DoIlook8adr 

*^  Not  now,"  aaid  Amy-  as  a  atmnge  smile 
wreathed  mockingly  about  the  white  lipa  of 
her  aptated  oompanum.  «*  Bat  ait  still  and 
rest,  you  are  tired  I  daie  say,  or  affected  by 
the  gloom  of  these  <dd  minai  You  will  be 
better  presently." 

Miss  St  Aubyn  thanked  hm^  and  said  that 
she  dare  aay  she  should.  But  it  did  not  seem 
very  like  it 

In  spite  of  all  Lord  Duaarven  had  said  about 
Trevallion  and  Lady  Anne,  he  contrived  before 
the  day  was  over  to  do  the  very  same  thing; 
and  separating  himself  and  Amy  from  the  rest 
of  the  party,  quite  by  accident  of  course,  they 
sat  down  together  by  what  had  oooe  been  the 
brink  of  an  ornamental  fountain,  although  the 
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waters  were  long  eince  dried  upi  and  the  ancient 
canre  work  mouldered  away;  a  feeling  of 
caoaeleas  sadness,  the  natural  resnlt  of  their 
late  noiffy  mirth,  stealing  over  the  minds  of 
each. 

'^  How  many,"  said  Donorven,  ^*  may  have 
sat  as  we  are  now  sitting  upon  this  very  spot, 
as  full  of  hope  and  joy,  who  have  long  since 
descended  into  the  cold  grave.  How  many 
more,  pleasure  hunters  like  ourselves,  will  come 
and  go  leaving  no  trace  behind." 

*^  Such  is  life !"  said  Amy. 

*^  And  if  so  short  and  fleeting  it  seems 
almost  a  duty  that  we  should  make  the  most 
we  can  of  it ;  and  not  let  an  hour  pass  by  if 
possible  unenjoyed." 

^^  Or  unemployed,^  suggested  the  girl  gently, 
^*  since  existence  is  not  merely  bestowed  upon 
us  to  be  converted  into  one  long  summer 
holiday." 

*^  And  how  can  we  employ  it  better  than  by 
seeking  to  love  and  be  beloved  ?" 
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<^  Aye,  therein  lays  tbe  charm  of  life,'*  re- 
plied the  girl,  with  dasped  hands  and  dreamy 
eyes.  While  her  thoughts,  like  glad  messen- 
gers went  wandering  far  away,  and  the  pas- 
sionate gaze  of  her  companion  was  all  un- 
heeded. 

^  We  have  known  each  other  a  long  time 
now,''  said  he. 

^'  Yes,  it  seems  so,  but  then  I  knew  you 
almost  as  well  at  first  sight  as  I  do  at  present* 
There  are  some  people  with  whom  it  happens 
thus." 

^^  Love  at  first  sight,^  suggested  Dunorven 
half  abashed  at  his  own  daring. 

^^  I  suppose  so,''  replied  his  companion  inno- 
cently. 

^^  Do  yoa  remember  when  I  saw  you  first 
Amy  P** 

^'  Yes  well,"  replied  the  girl,  thinking  a 
great  deal  more  of  Cecil  Grey  at  that  moment, 
than  her  present  companion. 

'*  And  the  flowers  you  threw  me  ?" 
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^'  Ah  I  that  was  very  foolish.'' 

**  Very  kind  rather— I  have  preserved  them 
ever  since  T* 

^'  Is  it  possible  I''  exclaimed  Amy  in  surprise, 
not  unmingled  with  embarrassment,  as  she  re- 
called to  mind  all  that  had  passed  between 
herself  and  Cecil  on  that  night ;  while  her 
hesitation  encouraged  her  companion  to  pro- 
ceed. 

'^  Amy,  from  that  moment  my  fate  was 
sealed,  and  I  loved  yon  better  than  ought  else 
in  the  whole  world  I  Father — mother — rank 
— pride,  what  are  they  to  me  now,  compared 
to  the  hope  that  this  affection  has  not  been 
cherished  altogether  in  vain — That  you  will 
not  scorn  me  because  I  am  not  as  other 
men?" 

^*  Oh !  not  scorn  I"  interrupted  the  girl 
quickly. 

**  God  bless  you,  dearest,  for  those  words  I — 
for  that  look — and  you  will  be  mine — ^mine  in 
spite  of  every  obstacle  which  may  be  urged 

VOL.    n.  N 
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against  our  union  !"  and  once  again  be  sank  at 
ber  feet,  and  clasped  ber  cold  bands  pasaionatelj 
in  his. 

"  Lord  Dunorven,"  began  the    bewildered 
Amy,  "  you  astonish — ^you  frighten  me  P 

"  Only  tell  me  that  I  have  not  offended  you 
by  my  presumption." 

"  No,  I  should  be  grateful  rather,  but-—" 
here  she  paused  suddenly  and  uttered  ''a  faint 
scream  of  terror.  While  Dunorven  sprang  up 
from  his  kneeling  posture,  time  enough  to 
catch  a  hasty  glimpse  of  a  rapidly  retreating 
figure. 

*'  Ah!  there  has  been  some  listener,  the 
same  most  likely  whom  I  observed  once  before 
to-day.  But  you  are  pale.  Amy — you  tremble  1** 

''  Leave  me !"  exclaimed  the  girl,  suddenly 
bursting  into  tears.  **  For  heaven's  sake  leave 
me  r 

«*  What  here  alone  ?" 

**  Then  let  us  seek  our  party." 

^'  Are  you  afraid  to  trust  yourself  with  me 
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for  only  a  few  moments  longer  ?    I  have  so 
much  to  Bay — so  mach  to  explain  !*' 

''  Not  for  a  single  instant  I"  replied  the  girl 
vehemently,  while  her  glance  still  wandered 
eagerly  around^  as  though  in  search  of  some 
one. 

'^  Then  I  will  not  seek  to  detain  you  against 
your  will,  but  chose  some  more  fitting  oppor- 
tunity to  urge  a  suit  which  I  would  fain  believe, 
in  spite  of  this  strange  agitation^  is  not  alto- 
gether displeasing  to  you.  Oh  I  Amy,  if  you 
would  but  answer  me  this  one  question  I  Do 
you— can  you  love  me?" 

^^  Not  as  you  would  have  me,"  said  the  girl 
gently,  anxious  to  soften  the  pain  of  disap- 
pointment, and  blaming  herself  for  her  long 
and  wilful  blindness  as  to  the  real  state  of  his 
feelings.  But  that  very  gentleness  deceived 
him. 

"  Well  then,  you  shall  love  me  your  own 
way,  dear  one !     Only  smile  again." 

At  this  moment  the  voice  of  one  of  the 
K  3 
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domestics  was  heard  in  search  of  them ;  and  on 
emerging  from  the  rains,  they  found  the  rest 
of  the  partj  already  seated  and  ready  for 
starting.  Lady  Anne  having  preferred  re- 
turning home  in  the  barouche,  and  Trevallion, 
in  consequence,  taken  quiet  possession  of  his 
friend's  seat  upon  the  box. 

"  Where  haye  you  been?  we  have  been 
seeking  you  for  the  last  hour,''  said  Miss  Max- 
welL  ^^  You  know  we  promised  the  Countess 
to  be  sure  and  get  back  before  dusk.** 

**  And  I  am  to  drive  Trevallion's  tilbury, 
I  suppose  ?"  said  Dunorven,  adroitly  evading 
the  first  question,  but  looking  by  no  means 
displeased  with  the  arrangement,  which  had 
been  made  quite  in  opposition  to  the  wishes  of 
Miss  St.  Aubyn,  who,  setting  aside  all  selfish 
consideratiopS)  dreaded  the  fatigue  of  this  new 
exertion,  and  half  feared  that  he  had  taken  a 
little  too  much  champagne  at  dinner  to  render 
him  a  very  steady  driver. 

^  If  you  do  not  like  to  trust  yourself  with 
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Duaoryen,  I  dare  say  we  can  make  room  for 
you  my  dear!"  said  the  good  natured  Miss 
Maxwells  noticing  Amy's  pale  and  agitated 
countenance,  and  squeezing  herself  into  the 
smallest  possible  compass  as  she  spoke. 

^^  Oh  I  if  you  would  I  should  be  so  much 
obliged  to  you,  or  perhaps  Lady  Charlotte,  or 
Miss  St.  Aubyn  would  not  mind  taking  my 
place  in  the  tilbury  ?? 

^^  Thank  you  lor  both  of  us,"  said  Lady 
Charlotte  laughingly,  *^  but  our  necks  are  quite 
as  valuable  as  yours." 

Clara  longed  to  speak  but  dared  not. 

^^  Oh  I  I  am  not  afraid  of  that,"  replied 
Amy. 

^*  Then  what  are  you  afraid  of?"  asked  Tre- 
vallion,  with  his  old  sneer. 

The  girl  did  not  reply,  but  continued  to 
gaze  wistfully  at  the  vacant  seat  which  Miss 
Maxwell  had  so  kindly  proffered. 

**  Come,  come,  my  Amy,  this  is  very  silly  P' 
whispered  Dunorven  in  a  soothing  tone,  as  he 
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drew  her  reluctantly  away,  and  yet  with  some- 
thing of  triumph  too,  at  the  thought  of  haying 
her  all  to  himself  for  the  next  two  hours. 

Oh,  those  long  weary  hours  for  our  poor 
heroine  I  How  endless  they  seemed,  and  were 
only  once  interrupted  by  a  gentleman  passing 
them  on  horseback,  at  a  rapid  pace,  who  turned 
round  for  an  instant,  during  which  his  flashing 
eyes  rested  upon  Amy's  sad  and  colourless 
face,  and  was  out  of  sight  again  almost  imme- 
diately. 

^'  The  very  same  who  was  watching  us  at 
dinner  I"  exclaimed  Dunorven,  '*  and  again  by 
the  ruined  fountain ;  I  hope  he  has  been 
amused." 

His  companion  did  not  reply  ;  she  seemed 
stunned  and  bewildered,  and  the  low,  passionate 
vows,  and  kind,  soothing  words  of  the  young 
Lord,  fell  alike  unheeded  on  her  ear,  nay,  we  are 
not  sure  that  she  ever  heard  them  ;  and  so 
ended  this  party  of  pleasure  for  her. 

Oh  I  when  was  it  ever  otherwise  ?    After  all 
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theae  pic-nics  are  very  foolish  things^  whether 
in  real  life  or  in  fiction.  Nine  times  oat  of  ten 
the  day  tarns  oat  showery,  not  a  good  thorough 
soaking  rain,  when  one  may  stay  quietly 
at  home,  and  grumble  to  their  heart's  content, 
or  solace  themselves  with  the  idea  that  their 
enjoyment  is  only  postponed  ;  but  just  a  gleam 
of  sunlight  tempting  us  to  all  manner  of  ab- 
surdities in  the  shape  of  tulle  bonnets  and 
thin  shoes,  and  then  a  succession  of  heavy 
storms^  between  the  intervals  of  which  that 
same  mocking  sunshine  smiles  gaily  out,  as 
though  it  were  amusing  itself  with  the  sight 
of  our  perplexities ;  or,  should  the  weather  be 
propitious,  the  very  persons  we  most  wanted  to 
meet  are  sure  to  have  a  pressing  engagement 
elsewhere,  or  sprain  their  ancles,  or  get  a  sick, 
headache,  just  at  the  very  time,  or,  what  is 
worse  still,  take  offence  where  none  is  meant, 
and  spoil  all  pleasure  both  for  themselves  and 
us  by  cold,  estranged  looks. 

The  very  brightest  and  happiest  may  not  in- 
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aptly  be  compared  to  the  joarney  of  life.  All 
is  sunshine  and  gaiety — we  start  off  in  the 
wildest  spirits  imaginable — little  things  moTe 
us  to  peals  of  joyous  laughter— we  point  out 
to  each  other  in  ecstasy,  the  birds — the 
flowers — the  green  fields — ^the  rose  clastering 
in  picturesque  loveliness  around  many  an 
humble  dwelling.  The  idea  of  love  in  a  cottage 
seems  a  very  charming  and  natural  one,  and  we 
forget  that  summer  does  not  last  all  the  year, 
and  that  the  roses  will  ever  fade.  A  sudden  long- 
ing takes  possession  of  our  minds  for  a  gipeey 
life  in  those  green,  sunny  lanes— it  must  be  so 
free — so  joyous  I — as  if  the  sun  always  shone 
there.  Perhaps,  a  few  linger  to  have  their  for- 
tunes  told,  but  whether  the  future  be  shadowed 
forth  as  bright  or  dark,  they  only  laugh,  for 
the  present  is  all  in  all — and  so  passes  away 
that  long  Summer  day. 

But  gradually  they  grow  weary  ;  depression 
succeeds  as  usual  to  excitement,  and  a  silence, 
almost  a  sadness  gathers  over  the  late  joyous 
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party.  The  birdSj  and  flowera,  and  rose-covered 
cottages  of  the  morning  seem  but  a  dream. 
The  gipsej  warning,  unheeded  at  the  time, 
comes  back  in  the  changed  state  of  their  feel- 
ings like  a  prophecy — fewer  words  are  uttered, 
but  we  cling  closer  and  more  fondly  to  the  be- 
loved companion  of  the  day,  never  heeding 
how  the  freshness  of  their  beauty  may  be 
dimmed — ^green,  romantic  glades  and  flowery 
nooks,  that  would  have  made  us  wild  with  de- 
light only  a  few  hours  since,  are  passed  in 
silence,  and  we  have  but  one  long,  yearning 
wish — to  be  at  home.  The  day,  or  the  life 
which  we  would  have  it  shadow  out,  may  have 
been  marked  by  but  few  cares^  and  yet  how  we 
pine  oftentimes  to  lie  down  i^d  rest  I 


N    5 
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CHAPTER  XV- 


Thb  Countess  stood  looking  out  for  them  as 
the  carriages  drove  up  to  the  door,  in  the  very 
spot  from  which  she  had  watched  them  depart, 
and  she  smiled  as  Trevallion  led  Lady  Anne 
towards  her. 

^*  You  see  I  have  brought  her  back  safely, 
and  now  you  will  trust  me  again  will  you 
not?" 
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**  Yes,  certainly  Mr.  Trevallion.  And  so 
you  have  had  a  pleasant  day,  Anne  ?" 

^^  Oh,  yes,  so  pleasant  dear  mamma  !" 

'*  And  you  Clara  ?"  for  Charlotte's  merry 
face  spoke  for  itself. 

Miss  St.  Aubyn's  answer  was  somewhat  less 
sincere,  and  yet  she  tried  to  smile  as  she  ut- 
tered it  And  there  was  no  one  to  notice  poor 
Amy's  pale  face,  and  heavy  eyes,  as  she  crept 
away  to  her  own  apartment,  and  wished,  oh  ! 
how  eagerly,  that  she  could  remain  there  for 
the  rest  of  the  evening,  except  it  might  be  Mr. 
Ormington,  from  whose  keen  gaze  she  involun- 
tarily shrank  ;  or  Lord  Dunorven,  who  was 
both  vexed  and  grieved  by  her  strange  agi- 
tation. 

"  Why  what  on  earth  is  the  matter  child  5^ 
asked  Mrs.  Jelf,  as  she  came  up  stairs  for  a  few 
moments,  to  hear  from  Amy  how  the  party  had 
gone  off,  and  all  about  it,  and  found  her  with 
her  head  bowed  down  upon  her  hands,  indulg- 
ing in  the  quiet  luxury  of  a  good  fit  of  crying, 
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f<^5  when  the  heart  is  full  almoet  to  baratlng, 
there  is  no  greater.  ^*  Are  you  ill  7^  the  good 
housekeeper  forgot  that  we  oftener  weep  for 
mental  than  bodily  suffering. 

"  No,  only  tired." 

^^  Why  you  rode  all  the  way  there  and  back. 
But  come,  let  me  take  off  yonr  bonnet — and  for 
goodness  sakei**  added  Mrs.  Jell,  half  starting 
as  the  girl  lifted  up  her  head  at  length,  '^  do 
bathe  your  eyes  a  little  before  you  go  down 
stairs." 

"And  must  I  go?" 

"  To  be  sure,  the  Countess  would  think  it 
so  strange  else,  for  you  to  complain  of  fatigue 
when  the  young  ladies  are  not  the  least  bit 
tired."  And  the  worthy  housekeeper  with  all 
her  kindnessj  seemed  to  be  a  little  astonished 
too.  "  Besides  a  cup  of  tea  will  quite  revive 
you." 

Amy  arose  mechanically,  and  began  to 
smooth  out  the  tangled  curls  of  her  bright 
hair. 
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*' There  has  been  no  letter  for  me  I  sup- 
pose?" 

''  No  indeed,  but  surely  you  are  not  such 
a  silly  child  as  to  be  worrying  yourself  about 
that  I  and  thinking  Mr.  Cecil  must  needs  be  ill 
because  he  does  not  write  at  the  exaot  time 
he  prombed  ;  when  he  may  have  a  thoosand 
things  to  occupy  his  attention.  But  there,  do 
not  begin  to  cry  again,  you  will  have  one  I  dure 
say  to-morrow  morning,  and  I  will  bring  it  ii 
myself,  and  lay  it  upon  your  pillow  against  you 
awake,  if  yon  will  only  be  a  little  patient  and 
reasonable." 

Soothed  by  her  kind  voice  rather  than  by 
the  words  themselves.  Amy  checked  the  rising 
sob,  and  having  bathed  her  eyes,  and  brought 
forward  the  dark  tresses  of  her  long  hair  so  as 
to  shade  that  pale,  sad  face,  entered  the  draw- 
ing-room with  a  step  so  changed  and  heavy, 
that  even  Dunorven  never  looked  up  until  she 
had  passed  him,  and  taken  her  seat  in  the  most 
out  of  the  way  corner  of  the  apartment,  al- 
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though  be  had  been  saving  a  place  for  her  by 
his  side,  with  all  kinds  of  manoeuyres  for 
the  last  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Of  all  the  party  Lady   Anne  was  the  least 
fatigued,  either  because  she   had  been   very 
happy,  or  very  quiet,  for  she  was  one  of  those 
who  aever  exert  themselves  more  than  they 
can  help,  and  are  not  in  consequence  subject  to 
these  fits  of  alternate  gaiety  or  depression,  often 
observable  in  persons  of  a  more  excitable  tem- 
perament   But  nevertheless  Trevallion  would 
insist  upon  it  that  she  must  be  sadly  tired, 
arranging  with  his  own  hands  the  pillow  behind 
her  back,  and  the  ottoman  at  her  feet,   and 
bringing  her  cofiee,  &c.      And  after  all  it  is 
very  delightful  to  be  so  watched  and  waited 
upon.     Once  or  twice  Lady  Charlotte  won- 
dered to  herself  what  they  would  possibly  have 
left  to  tell  one  another.     And  we  have  oftened 
marvelled  at  the  same  thing  under  similar  cir- 
cumstances.    This  is  one  of  the  mysteries  of 
courtship  to  the  uninitiated. 
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Even  the  Countess  herself,  could  scarcely 
forbear  smiling  at  Dunorven's  account  of  their 
perplexities,  told  in  his  drollest  manner  with 
the  hope  of  amusing  poor  Amy.     Or  his  des- 
cription  of  the  handsome  stranger    who  had 
hovered  it  would  seem,  in  their  neighbourhood 
greater  part  of  the  day,  evidently  attracted  by 
one  of  the  ladies.     Or  it  may  be,  a  rejected 
admirer  of  Miss.  St.  Aubyn's,  for  he  remem- 
bered now   that  she  had  been  strangely  and 
causelessly  agitated,  and  complained  of  the  heat, 
after  the  usual  fashion  of  young  ladies  at  such 
times. 

Clara  smiled  and  shook  her  head,  but  she 
would  rather  he  should  think  thus,  than  have 
any  suspicion  of  the  real  cause  of  her  momentary 
weakness. 

'^And  is  it  not  just  as  likely  to  have  been  a 

lover  of  Miss.  Fitzallan's?''  asked  Mr.  Orming- 

ton,  rivetting  his  keen  gaze  upon  the  pale  face 

and  shrinking  form  of  her  whom  he  had  named. 

^'  Certainly  not,  as  you  would  have  admitted 
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had  you  seen  his  withering  and  scornfal  glance 
as  he  dashed  by  ns  on  our  return.  No  lover 
would  have  looked  thus." 

^^  Unless  he  had  been  jealous." 

'^  Or  disappointed  at  not  finding  the  face  he 
had  expected  to  see,  no,  Clara  shall  have  all 
the  credit  of  it. — See  how  conscious  she  is 
looking  I^' 

"  How  foolish  you  are  Dunorven,  as  if  any 
one  would  take  so  much  trouble  about  me.^' 

"  And  why  not,  Clara  V' 
\    '^  Oh,  first  of  all,  I  am  not  handsome  enough 
to  be  the  heroine  of  your  romance,*'  and  there 
was  a  blending  of  sadness  in  the  assumed  play- 
fulness with  which  she  spoke. 

"  But  then  you  have  that  '  something  than 
beauty  dearer ;'  and  have  you  not  always  ob*- 
served  that  our  best  authors  generally  prefer 
sketching  a  mere  shadowy  outline  to  be  filled 
up  by  the  reader's  imagination,  since  the  most 
exquisite,  and  minute  description,  is  quite  sure 
to  ofiend  almost  as  many  as  it  pleases.    Do  you 
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not  remember,  Trevallion,  when  we  first  read 
Walter  Scott's  '  Ivanhoe/  or  rather  when  yon 
read  it  aloud  to  me,  for  I  was  ill  at  the  time, 
how,  on  coming  to  that  glorious  picture  of  the 
Jewess  Rebecca,  you  flung  down  the  book  de- 
claring that  you  hated  dark  women  P 

Trevallion  laughed,  and  confessed  with  a 
half  glance  at  the  transparent  brow,  and  fair, 
sunny  curls  of  the  Lady  Anne,  that  he  main- 
tained the  same  opinion  stilL 

^'  And  yet,''  said  Miss  St.  Aubyn,  "  all  the 
best  and  noblest  creations  of  fiction  emanating  as 
they  do  from  a  deep  study  of  human  nature, 
must  naturally  have  their  prototypes  in  the 
world;  and  one  of  the  greatest  pleasures  of 
literature  consists  in  tracing  them  out,  which 
we  could  not  do  if  the  author's  descriptions  were 
not  so  graphic  and  vivid  that  we  seem  to  recog- 
nise the  individual  at  a  glance,  or  fancy  that  we 
do,  which  is  all  the  same." 

^*  Yes,  I  remember,"  said  Lady  Charlotte, 
'^  that  beautiful  girl  we  always  used  to  call 
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Diana  Vernon,  until  it  grew  so  much  into  a 
habit,  that  Dunorven,  one  day  when  we  were 
out  ridingy  and  had  to  go  there  with  a  message 
from  mamma,  actually  bid  the  groom  enquire 
if  Miss  Vernon  was  within,  at  w*hich  the  poor 
man  looked  quite  bewildered,  and  ventured  to 
suggest  in  the  civilest  manner  that  it  was  just 
possible  we  might  have  mistaken  the  bouse, 
for  Lady  Rivers  lived  there.  *  Well  then,  ask 
for  Lady  Kivers,  it's  all  the  same,*  said  my 
brother." 

*^  And  then  my  good,  awkward,  and  simple- 
hearted  tutor,"  continued  Dunorven,  "  was 
there  ever  a  more  correct  resemblance  of  Do- 
mine  Sampson  ?  He  never  opened  his  lips  but 
I  expected  to  hear  him  exclaim  ^  prodigious  'I 
which  seemed  all  that  was  wanting  to  complete 
the  character.'' 

Ah!  they  should  have  lived  a  few  years 
later  to  enjoy  all  this  to  perfection;  for  the 
Genius  was  yet  unborn  which  in  our  own 
times  stamps  so  powerful  an  impress  of  nature 


THE   GRAKDFATHRIL  283 

and  reality  upon  the  ideal  creations  of  his 
teeming  fancy,  that  we  recognise  them  conti- 
nually with  a  start  of  pleasure  amid  the  daily 
and  familiar  walks  of  life.  Who  is  there  that 
does  not  know  among  their  circle  of  acquaint- 
ances a  Mrs.  Nickleby,  a  gossipping,  motherly 
sort  of  body,  who  likes  nothing  better  than 
talking  of  herself  or  her  children.  And  recals 
past  events  by  remembering  how  on  that  very 
day  they  had  a  leg  of  lamb  and  peas  for 
dinner,  and  Mr.  So  and  so  dropped  in  just  as 
the  servants  were  clearing  it  away,  she  was  sure 
it  was  Mr.  So  and  so,  because  she  had  on  a 
lavender  silk  gown  at  the  time,  almost  new, 
and  he  contrived  to  upset  his  wine  all  over  the 
top  flounce  (they  wore  flounces  then,  and  very 
becoming  they  were,  especially  for  tall  people) 
and  you  know  he  was  always  committing  some 
awkwardness — Ah,  that  reminds  me  of  another 
occurrence — "  and  so  the  good  lady  will  go  on 
by  the  hour  together,  and  come  round  again  to 
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the  point  at  issue,  just  as   we  were  fancying 
ourselves  in  despair  a  hundred  miles  off. 

Then  Heaven  knows  there  are  enough  Lord 
Verisophts  in  the  world  1  But  Tom  Pinch — 
the  last — the  brightest  of  all  the  wonderful 
creations  of  this  modem  enchanter!  Good, 
simple-minded  Tom  Pinch  I  ^  That  dear  old 
Tom  r  as  his  loving  little  sister  calls  him — who 
knows  one? — We  ourselves,  and  so  like,  so  very 
like  that  he  might  have  sat  for  the  portrait. 
Well,  after  all  the  world  is  not  so  bad  if  such 
simple  minds  are  still  to  be  found  there.  The 
Mine,  dark  and  dreary  as  many  love  to  paint 
it,  has  its  diamonds,  and  it  only  requires  that 
we  should  seek  for  and  be  able  to  appreciate 
them. 

**  I  fear  you  are  not  well,  Miss  Fitzallan," 
whispered  Clara  kindly  to  the  silent  and  ab- 
stracted Amy,  missing  that  merry  voice  which 
was  wont  to  be  the  busiest  among  them  alL 

'^  No  not  very  ;  my  head  aches." 

^^  Another    name    for  the  heart-ache  with 
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yoiiDg  girk,''  observed  Mr.  Ormlngton  with  a 
sneer,  while  Amy  coloured  violently. 

*^  Oh,  no  indeed/'  replied  Miss  St.  Aubyn, 
*^  for  the  first  in  general  soon  passes  away  : 
the  latter,  rarely  or  never ;  and  although  we 
may  feign  the  one,  we  invariably  conceal  the 
other." 

**  Or  fancy  that  you  do." 
It  was  Clara's  turn  to  start  now,  was  it  pos- 
sible that  he  could  have  penetrated  the  only 
secret  of  her  young  life  ?  Surely  not ;  and 
yet  wherefore  that  mocking  voice,  and  scornful 
smile  ?  ^ 

^'  How  delightful  it  must  be,"  continued  the 
old  man  in  the  same  measured  tones,  ^'  to  be 
gifted  with  the  faculty  of  reading  each  others 
inmost  thoughts.  Do  you  not  think  so.  Miss 
Fitzallan  ?'* 

^^  It  might  make  us  judge  one  another  more 
kindly,'*  replied  Amy  gently. 

"  No,  you  are  wrong ;  it  would  have  just 
the  contrary  effect." 
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^'  I  cannot  think  so^  and  have  always  fan* 
cied  Madame  Genlis  '  Palace  of  Truth'  a  very 
delightful  idea,  if  we  could  but  realise  it." 

'*  What  says  the  Countess  ?**  asked  the  old 
man,  fixing  his  keen  gaze  upon  her  varying 
countenance. 

"  God  forbid  !"  replied  her  Ladyship  quickly. 
And  who  is  there  that  does  not  echo  the  reply 
in  their  inmost  hearts  ?  Who  is  there  that 
has  not  some  thought  which  it  may  be  joy  to 
cherish,  and  yet  shame  to  own,  sinless  though 
it  may  be  ?  or  worse  still,  a  hidden  woe  be- 
neath their  brightest  smiles,  which  they  would 
die  rather  than  the  world  should  dream  of  its 
existence.  The  heart,  and  more  especially 
that  of  woman,  dares  not  dispense  with  that 
beautiful  reserve  in  which  it  loves  to  shroud 
itself,  even  from  those  nearest,  and  dearest,  so 
that  they  can  never  be  quite  sure  how  very 
dear  they  are;  a  necessary  caution  lest  the 
idol  which  we  make  unto  ourselves  turn  and 
despise  us  for  our  very   worship.     Oh,   silly 
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Amy  I    yoa   should    have    known    this    long 
since. 

*'  Let  us  put  it  to  the  vote,"  said  Lady 
Charlotte  gaily,  "  Who's  for  the  *  Palace  of 
Truth  ?'  Not  mamma — or  papa — what  say  you 
sister  ?"  But  the  quiet  Lady  Anne  was  much 
too  wise,  and  only  shook  her  head,  while  Tre- 
vallion,  devoted  lover  as  he  was,  had  no  fancy 
for  venturing  within  those  charmed  walls. 
"  Well,  then  my  fearless  brother  Dunorven  ?" 

''  No,  no  ;"  replied  he,  thinking  as  his  mo- 
ther's eyes  met  his,  that  just  at  the  present 
moment  it  might  prove  excessively  awkward  to 
all  parties. 

'^  Nor  you  Clara  ;  well,  then,  there  is  only 
Amy,  Mr.  Ormington,  and  myself  left." 

*^  Do  not  include  me,"  said  the  old  man  bit- 
terly, '^  for  your  own  sakes,  lest  that  which  I 
might  reveal  should  be  too  terrible." 

^'  Nay,  we  would  promise  to  bear  it,"  said 
Amy,  in  a  kind  voice,  for  the  heart  oppressed 
with     sorrow     is    always    the     most    keenly 
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alive  to  that  of  others*  And  I  maintun  that 
if  we  better  understood  we  could  better  sympa- 
thise with  one  another  I" 

'^  But  you  could  have  no  sympathy  with 
me?" 

''Why  not?"  and  her  frank  gaze  met  his 
cold,  searching  eyes  for  once  without  shrink- 
ing. 

"  Because  the  young  sympathise  not  with 
the  old." 

"  Only  when  they  will  not  let  them." 

^'  Some  day  perhaps/'  said  her  companion  in 
a  gentler  voice,  '^  I  may  put  these  principles  to 
the  test'' 

^'  And  80  you  will  not  give  up  your  longing 
after  this  unattainable  palace  of  truthi  Amy  7^ 
said  Miss  St.  Aubyn. 

^'  No  indeed,  for  I  am  convinced  we  should 
all  be  much  happier  for  a  brief  sojourn  there, 
and  learn  to  love  and  trust  one  another  a 
thousand  times  better.  I  forget  who  it  is  that 
says,  '  how  many  a  knot  of  mystery  and  mis- 
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understanding  would  be  untied  by  one  word  , 
si)oken  in  simple  and  confiding  truth  of  heart ; 
but  the  sentiment  is  a  very  natural  and  beauti- 
ful one.  And  if  we  were  only  compelled  to 
give  utterance  to  every  doubt  as  it  first  ob- 
trudes itself  on  the  mind,  and  before  it  has 
been  suffered  to  grow  and  rankle  into  convic* 
tion,  much,  very  much  of  the  miseries  and 
estrangements  of  human  life  might  be  avoided." 

''  You  speak  feelingly,  Miss  Fitzallan,"  ob- 
served Mr.  Ormington  with  his  habitual  sneer. 

''  And  who  would  not,''  said  Dunoryen,  ^^  in 
such  a  cause  ?  It  would  be  delightful  indeed, 
if,  instead  of  cold,  averted  looks,  and  altered 
countenances,  our  friends  were  to  come  frankly 
forward  and  tell  us  wherein  we  have  offendsd 
— what  they  may  have  heard  said  against  us — 
or  seen,  or  fancied  strange  in  our  manner  or 
conduct ;  so  that  we  might  either  own  or  deny 
the  imputed  fault  at  once,  and  be  forgiven  and 
believed,  and  ready  to  love  and  trust  one 
another  again." 

VOL.    II.  o 


290  THE  GRANDFATHEiL 

'M  see  yoa  will  be  wanting  to  liye  in  our 
enchanted  palace  after  all,"  said  the  merry  Lady 
Charlotte. 

**  If  I  was  sure  that  the  truth  would  not 
offend  any  whom  I  loved  I  possibly  might," 
replied  her  brotheri  glancing  from  Amy  to  his 
mother. 

'^  Ah,  that  is  just  it,"  observed  Trevallion, 
^'  but  depend  upon  it,  my  dear  fellow  these 
things  only  do  in  theory  For  instance  you 
have  to  visit  a  dear  friend  in  declining  health, 
whose  very  life,  it  may  be,  hangs  upon  a  thread 
and  though  it  was  only  so  short  a  time  since 
you  met,  the  change  for  the  worse  in  his  whole 
appearance  is  striking  and  evident.  A  few 
cheerful  and  soothing  words  might  have  done 
wonders,  but  the  truth— the  plain — palpable 
truth  that  you  believe  him  to  be  dying!  destroys 
the  last  feeble,  glimmering,  ray  of  hope,  and 
verifies  too  often  its  own  sad  prediction.  Or 
it  may  be  that  some  old  and  highly  valued  ac- 
quaintance chances,  as  we  all  know  will  happen 


THE   ORAMDPATHBR.  291 

OGcasionallyi  to  drop  in  at  the  very  moment  we 
are  least  in  a  humour  to  receive  them.  Now 
the  common  courtesies  of  society  soon  sets  all 
to  rights^  and  the  civilities  commenced  in  good 
breeding  often  terminate  in  good  will ;  while 
this  uncompromising  spirit  of  veracity  would 
compel  us  to  offend,  and  perhaps  lose  them  for 
ever." 

*^  Not  if  they  were  really  our  friends/'  sug- 
gested Amy  gently. 

"  But  my  dear  Miss  Fitzallan,  what  friendship 
could  ever  stand  the  test  of  such  thoughts  as 
these,  forced  into  language  by  the  enchantments 
of  your  fairy  palace  *  Hang  that  fellow  Brown  I 
just  as  I  had  hoped  to  have  a  quiet  day  all  to 
myself;  and  he  has  positively  dismissed  his 
cab,  and  means  to  dine  here ;  and  if  there  is 
any  one  person  in  this  world  I  hate  sitting 
opposite  to  at  dinner  it  is  him,  why  he  might 
be  grinning  through  a  horse  colhir  at  a  country 
fair  for  the  face  he  pulls  I'    Poor  Brown !  he 
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has  a  peculiar  habit  of  contracting  his  features 
into  all  manner  of  shapes  when  he  talks,  and 
eats,  which  we  should  never  have  thought  of 
noticing  had  not  his  untimely  visit  put  us  out 
of  humour.  But  it  is  all  over  with  our  ac- 
quaintance henceforth,  for  Brown,  although  a 
good  fellow  in  the  main,  has  too  much  vanity 
to  forgive  an  affront  to  his  personal  appearance." 

Even  Amy  could  not  avoid  smiling  at  Tre- 
vallion's  droll  method  of  supporting  his  own 
opinion,  while  Lady  Anne  opened  her  large,  blue 
eyes  in  astonishment,  at  the  unusual  facetiousness 
of  her  generally  proud  and  reserved  admirer, 
and  actually  indulged  in  a  low,  quiet  laugh 
which,  gentle  as  it  was,  encouraged  him  to 
proceed. 

^'  Supposing  you  had  been  living  in  your 
palace  the  other  morning  when  the  Miss 
Thompsons  called,"  continued  he,  turning  to 
Lady  Charlotte,  ^'  and  been  obliged  to  blend 
your  civilities  during  the  visit,  with  the  re- 
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marks  which  it  afterwards  suggested,  would 
not  the  opening  address  have  been  something 
in  this  strain  ^  Good  morning  Miss  Thompson, 
(my  patience  what  gloves,  one  can  scarcely  ven- 
ture to  shake  hands  for  fear  of  contamination.) 
I  need  not  ask  if  you  are  well  with  that  fine 
colour,  (paint  Td  venture  to  swear  !)  And 
Ellen  too,  (why  she  gets  more  coarse  and  vulgar 
every  time  I  see  her.)  How  kind  of  you  both 
to  ride  over  to  Castle  Coouibe,  (I  wish  to  good- 
ness you  had  stopped  away.)  You  must  excuse 
seeing  mamma,  for  she  is  not  very  well  to-day, 
and  has^one  to  lie  down,  and  Lady  Anne  too. 
is  indisposed,  that  is,  they  both  ran  away  on 
hearing  your  voice  in  the  Hall.' " 

**  Oh,  you  spiteful  thing  !'*  interrupted  Lady 
Charlotte  stopping  her  ears.  ^^  Do  make  him 
be  quiet  Anne." 

"  Admit  the  hollowness  of  your  theory 
then.'* 

**  What  do  you  say  Amy,  must  he  have  his 
own  way  ?" 
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*'  For  this  once,"  replied  the  young  girl,  who 
was  in  truth  too  sad  and  weary  to  argue  the 
point,  and  glad  enough  to  escape  back  to  her 
own  quiet  corner  and  her  book,  not  a  leaf  of 
which  had  yet  been  turned,  for  her  thoughts 
were  wandering  far  away. 

'^  How  is  it  that  you  do  not  appeal  as  usual 
to  your  sworn  knight  ?"  whispered  Lady  Char- 
lotte mischievously,  while  Dunorven  bent  for- 
ward to  catch  the  brief  reply. 

^^  There  is  no  need,  and  you  told  me  the 
other  day  that  it  was  a  woman's  place  to  yield 
up  her  own  opinions  to  those  of  othei:9.'' 

"  Aye,  but  you  preferred  remaining  in  the 
minority." 

^'  I  have  grown  wiser  since  then**,  said  Amy, 
almost  sadly. 

'^  Since  when  ?*'  questioned  Mr.  Ormington 
with  provoking  pertinacity. 

But  the  girl  bent  over  her  book  as  though 
she  heard  him  not. 

'*  And  so  you  had  the   merry  day  I   pro- 
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pheaied  you  ?"  continued  the  old  man  after  a 
pause. 

*^  Oh»  no  indeed)  and  you  who  seem  to  know 
everything  must  have  been  sure  of  that." 

^'  You  confess  my  power  then  at  last  ?" 

Amy  did  not  reply  but  she  shuddered  in- 
voluntarily, shrinking  away  from  the  fierce 
exultation  of  those  flashing  eyes. 

"  I  am  sure  that  your  head  is  very  bad  my 
dear  Miss  Fitzallan,  although  you  will  not 
complain,**  said  Lady  Charlotte,  kindly  noticing 
her  agitation,  '*  and  would  advise  your  not 
remaining  for  Mr.  Ormington  to  vent  his  ill 
humour  upon ;  but  retiring  to  your  own  apart- 
ment." 

'<  Oh !  I  should  be  so  glad." 

^*  Come  along  then  at  once,  before  you  are 
tempted  into  any  more  arguments." 

^'  Good  night,  Mr.  Ormington,"  said  Amy 
gently,  as  she  passed. 

"  Good  night,   Miss  Fitzallan,"  replied  the 
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old  man,  in  a  Hght,  mocking  tone,  *^  and  plea- 
sant dreams  !" 

It  was  well,  after  all,  th«t  they  were  not  in 
the  palace  of  truth  then,  or  Lady  Charlotte's 
*'  Good  night  Bear  I'*  might  have  passed  her 
lips  as  well  as  her  thoughts. 


END    OF    VOL.    II. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


**  Pleasant  dreams  P  munnured  poor  Amj,  as 
she  laid  her  aohing  head  upon  the  pillow,  and 
wept  with  a  sad  foreboding  of  coming  evil  ^'  Ah  1 
wiU  they  eyer  come  again  ?"  We  often  think 
ihos^  and  yet  it  may  be  but  a  dead  passing 
over  the  sun.  ^^  Sorely  I  could  not  have  been 
mistaken  in  that  face  which  I  should  have 
known  among  ten  thousand,**  continued  the 
girl,  ^^  and  yet  how  pale  and  changed  it  wt 
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How  sorrowful  and  angry ! — And  why  did  he 
not  speak  ?  He  must  have  been  sure  when  he 
saw  ua  first,  that  it  was  but  in  jest  Dunorven 
knelt  to  me ;  and  afterwards  how  glad  I  should 
have  been  of  his  presence  and  support.  And 
for  him  to  have  stood  boldly  forth  and  pro- 
claimed that  engagement  which  Mr.  AUeyne 
was  right  in  saying,  ought  never  to  have  been 
concealed.  And  yet  it  must  have  been  fancy, 
for  what  could  bring  him  there  ?  and  being 
there  would  he  have  departed  thus  without  a 
word  ?  Poor  Dunorven  too  1  I  must  write  to 
Cecil,  for  leave  to  tell  him  all.''  And  then 
again,  even  in  her  thoughts  came  the  natural 
conclusion  to  all  this  "  What  will  the  Countess 
say?" 

That  night,  wh^her  it  was  thinking  of  h^ 
promise  to  Mrs»  Jelf,  to  go  there  on  the  follow- 
ing day,  or  merely  one  of  those  strange  visions 
which  come  without  any  previous  bidding, 
we  know  not,  bat  Amy  dreamt  of  the  woman 
who  had  been.«ick  of  the  fever,  and  whose  hce 
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and  manners  had  stmck  her  so  vividly  at  the 
time;  who  seemed  imploring  her  forgiveness 
for  some  error  committed  years  ago.  And 
then  all  at  once  the  scene  changed,  and  she  sat 
alone  by  her  mother's  corpse  I  There  was  the 
bed  with  its  showy  chintz  hangings,  that  she 
had  so  often  tried  to  keep  herself  awake  by 
watching  and  seeking  to  make  out  ^The  old  clock 
which  used  to  tick  so  mournfully  at  night— and 
the  white  deal  chairs  and  tables,  and  antique 
looking  glass,  thick  with  dust,  that  neither 
mother  or  child  in  their  unconsciousness  of 
vanity,  thought  to  wipe  away.  While  just  be- 
fore her,  calm  and  placid  as  the  face  of  an  angel, 
lay  the  mild  white  countenance  of  the  dead, 
which  she  had  never  once  feared  to  gaze  upon. 
And  then  looking  up  in  her  sleep,  she  saw  the 
blue  sky  above,  and  remembering  that  mother's 
words,  awoke  with  a  smile  I  And  there  it  was 
fltiU,and  it  seemed  as  though  the  same  Pro- 
vidence which  had  sheltered  her  infant  years, 
raising  up  friends  to  support  her  when  she  most 
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needed  them,  was  about  her  still — And  should 
she  not  trust  in  it  as  of  old  ? 

Even  the  quiet  Lady  Anne,  could  not  avoid 
observing  her  pale  and  altered  looks,  and  asked 
gently  if  she  were  ill. 

*^  No,  only  a  little  tired,"  replied  Amy  with 
a  faint  smile. 

«<  I  did  not  find  the  excursion  so  very 
fatiguing."' 

"  No,  that  was  because  you  were  so  happy," 
replied  her  companion.  While  Lady  Anne 
started  and  coloured  slightly. 

*'  And  are  you  not  happy  too  ?" 

^^  I  suppose  so,"  said  Amy  vacantly.  ^^  But 
I  wish  I  could  get  leave  to  spend  to-day  at  the 
rectory,  the  change  would,  I  think,  do  me 
good." 

'<  I  will  ask  mamma  myself,"  replied  Lady 
Anne.  After  all,  she  was  not  nearly  so  cold 
as  she  seemed,  but  had  a  kind  heart  hidden 
beneath  all  this  silence  and  reserve.  We  must 
never  judge  from  appearances. 
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The  desired  coneent  was  eagerly  giyea  hj 
the  Countess,  with  permission  to  extend  it  to 
as  long  a  period  as  she  pleased,  and  the  longer 
the  better  thought  the  anxious  mother.  While 
Dunorven  looked  vexed,  and  out  of  spirits,  the 
more  so  as  he  could  find  no  opportunity  of 
saying  a  single  word  in  private  to  Amy,  and 
was  engaged  to  drive  out  with  Trevallion  a 
greater  part  of  the  morning. 

**  If  you  do  not  very  soon  return,"  said 
Lady  Charlotte,  **  we  shall  all  come  in  a  body, 
and  carry  you  back  again  by  force  I*' 

*^  No,  come  by  yourself  dear  Lady  Char- 
lotte I  or  only  with  Miss  St.  Aubyn,'^  said 
Amy  eagerly.  ''  Oh !  I  wish  you  would 
promise  me  that." 

"  Why,  who  is  it  that  you  fear  ?" 

^'  You  know  Mr.  AUeyne  sees  so  little  com- 
pany— and  is  so  very  quiet." 

^'  And  therefore  you  ask  Lady  Charlotte," 
said  Clara  gaily,  and  much  puzzled  to  account 
for  Amy's  agitation. 
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^'  And  you  to  look  after  her.  If  you  will 
come?" 

*^  Yes  that  I  will  most  certainly/'  said  Miss 
St  Aubyn  frankly.  ^^  Or  if  you  should  be  ill 
and  will  send  for  me." 

**  How  much  longer  are  these  adieus  to  last  ?" 
grumbled  Mr.  Ormington,  laying  down  his 
book  in  despair.  '*  Why  Miss  Fitzallan  is  only 
going  for  a  day  or  two  at  the  farthest ;  she 
knows  that  the  Countess  could  not  spare  her 
for  longer  was  it  ever  so,  or  Lord  Dunor- 
ven  either."  And  the  old  man  chuckled 
triumphantly  to  himself  as  he  spoke. 

'*  Well,  at  any  rate,  there  is  one  who  will 
not  miss  me  very  much^"  said  Amy,  trying  to 
rally  her  spirits.  '^  But  never  mind  I  shall  be 
back  again  soon  if  it  is  only  to  plague  you  I" 

^^  The  sooner  the  better.  Miss  Fitzallan,  for 
all  parties,"  replied  Mr.  Ormington,  while 
Amy  shrank  involuntarily  from  his  keen 
searching  glance,  and  turned  away  with  a  slow 
step. 
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Mindful  of  ber  promise  to  Mre.  Jelf,  who 
was  quite  grieved  to  see  her  looking  so  ill,  and 
threatened  a  thousand  restoratives  in  the  shape 
of  jellies,  &c.  Amy  went  to  call  upon  the 
woman  who  had  so  interested  her,  but  found 
that  she  had  quitted  the  village,  and  the  person 
with  whom  she  lodged  could  give  no  information 
whatever  about  her,  and  did  not  even  know  her 
name.  And  whether  it  was  the  recollection  of 
her  last  night's  dream,  or  a  sudden  lightning 
reminiscence  from  the  past,  such  as  come  across 
us  at  intervals  with  a  strange  vividness,  we 
know  not ;  but  all  at  once  it  struck  her  who 
the  woman  was,  and  explained  the  association 
of  ideas  between  her  and  her  beloved  mother. 

"  Yes  I  am  sure  of  it  now  I"  exclaimed  she. 
^*  It  was  Betty  Harper,  the  girl  who  was  with 
poor  mamma  in  her  last  fatal  illness,  and  went 
away  almost  directly  afterwards,  and  I  fancy 
by  her  manner,  that  she  must  also  have  re- 
cognized me." 

^*  I  think  BO  too  Miss,  for  after  you  were 


8  THB  GRAMDFATHBB. 

gone  she  asked  a  power  of  queetions,  all  about 
70U  and  good  Mr.  Allejme,  and  others  beside, 
who  have  not  been  known  in  the  village  for 
many  a  long  year — a  family  by  the  name  of 
Hopkins.^' 

*^  Oh !  I  wish  I  had  spoken  to  her/'  said 
Amy.  *^  She  might  have  told  me  something 
about  my  grandfather.^ 

^*  Its  my  opinion,"  observed  the  woman, 
^^  that  what  you  got  out  of  her  would  have 
been  before  breakfast  of  a  morning,  as  the 
saying  is,  for  she  was  mighty  close.  Even  in 
the  fever^  when  she  raved  so  terribly,  there  was 
no  getting  at  anything,  or  I  should  like  to  have 
understood  about  those  jewels  she  was  so  con- 
stantly harping  upon.  My  idea  is,  she  had 
something  on  her  conscience  which  hindered 
her  getting  well  very  fast.'' 

^^  But  she  went  away  suddenly  at  last,  did 
she  not  T'  asked  Amy. 

^^  Yes  Miss,  almost  immediately  after  Mrs. 
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Jelf  saw  her  the  night  before  last,  and  promised 
that  you  should  come  to-day." 

^'  She  went  to  avoid  me  then.'^ 

'^  Most  likely  it  was  so,  but  it  never  struck 
me  before." 

"  And  yet  I  am  sure  I  never  did  anything  to 
injure  her." 

*^  But  she  may  have  done  something  to  in- 
jure youy  Miss ;  and  so  felt  ashamed  like  to 
face  you.'* 

''  Nay,  we  must  not  say  that,"  replied  Amy, 
'^  without  better  grounds  for  such  a  suspicion. 
I  only  hope  she  may  not  be  the  worse  for 
attempting  to  travel  before  she  is  strong 
enough.  But  I  suppose  I  may  as  well  leave 
the  things  with  you  now  I  have  taken  the 
trouble  of  bringing  them  so  far,  they  will  do 
for  the  children." 

^^  God  bless  your  kind  heart  t"  said  the 
woman,  as  she  turned  away  ;  for  Amy,  from 
having  ever  a  gentle  word  and  a  ready  smile, 
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was  a  great  favorite  in  the  neighbourhood. 
"  And  evil  betide  any  one  who  has  the  heart 
to  harm  you  I  For  my  mind  misgiyes  me 
that  this  woman  has  already  done  so,  and  I 
only  wish  I  had  known  or  suspected  it 
before.'' 

In  spite  of  Amy's  eagerness  to  reach  the 
Rectory,  she  could  not  help  just  calling  in  upon 
her  old  friend  Mrs.  Marsh,  as  she  must  neces- 
sarily  pass  her  door. 

*^  Why  my  goodness,  Miss  AmyT  exclaimed 
that  worthy  woman  with  more  sincerity  than 
prudence,  '^  how  ill  you  are  looking  I  Do,  pray 
come  in  and  sit  doV^n." 

^'  Not  this  morning,  thank  you,  Mrs.  Marsh, 
for  I  am  rather  in  a  hurry." 

"  Going  up  to  the  Rectory  I  suppose  7" 

'*    Yes,     you    have    guessed     rightly    for 


once." 


^^  Guessed,  I  might  have  been  sure  of  it, 
and  that  Mr.  Cecil  would  not  spare  you  for 
very  long." 
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*^  Cecil  I''  repeated  Amy,  gasping  for 
breath,    v 

^^  Yes  ;  he  was  here  yesterday,  not  knowing 
what  to  do  with  himself  I  suppose,  in  your 
absence.  He  will  be  surprised  to  see  you  look- 
ing 80  pale,  for  I  told  him  that  you  were  quite 
well,  and  all  about  your  coming  here  with  the 
youDg  Lord,  aud  how  merry  and  pleasant 
spoken  he  was,  wishing  that  he  was  a  prince 
on  purpose  to  have  his  coat  of  arms  up  over 
my  door.  And  in  that  case  said  I,  we  know 
very  well  who  would  be  Queen !  and  he  seemed 
to  understand  me  at  once,  and  smiled,  and  said, 
*  Yes,  certainly,  there  was  no  doubt  about 
that  r 

^'  Oh  I  Mrs.  Marsh,"  exclaimed  Amy,  ^*  how 
oould  you  do  this  ?" 

**  Dear  heart  1  Well,  I  never  thought !" 
said  the  good  woman  with  a  bewildered  air,  re- 
collecting just  then,  how  she  had  fancied  at  the 
time  Cecil's  smile  to  be  a  strange  one,  and 
his  manner  abrupt  and  unlike  himself.    And 
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coupling  all  this  in  her  own  mind  with  tl^e 
girPs  pale  face,  and  tearful  eyes,  it  did  occur 
to  her  that  she  had  been  very  foolish.  **  It  all 
comes  of  the  love  of  talking,  as  my  good  man 
says,"  continued  she,  "  and  I  could  twist  my 
own  neck  off,  that  I  could  I" 

"  Nay,  it  cannot  be  helped  now,"  said  Amy. 
^^And  after  all,  it  was  nothing  more  than  the 
truth.  It  is  I  who  have  been  foolish  and 
thoughtless,  and  deserve  to  suffer  for  it" 

**  But  you  could  not  help  Lord  Dunorven's 
loving  you  I"  observed  Mrs.  Marsh  with  a  sim- 
plicity which  at  any  other  time  would  have 
provoked  a  smile. 

"  No  certainly.  But  did  he  say  nothing 
more  than  this  ?" 

'^  Why  just  at  that  moment,  you  see,  Jem 
eame  in,  and  Mr.  Cecil  asked  him  if  he  knew 
for  certain  where  you  were  gone  to,  for  I  could 
not  tell  him.  And  when  he  said  Fern  Castle, 
ordered  H  horse  at  the  Castle  Coombe  Arms, 
and  dashed  after  you  like  mad.     But  I  dare 
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0ay  you  saw  him,  for  he  must  have  got  there 
at  the  rate  he  was  going,  almost  as  soon  as 
yourselves.'' 

"  Yes  I  saw  him/'  said  poor  Amy  !  '*  But 
I  must  be  going  now  Mrs,  Marsh.  Good  bye, 
and  thank  your  son  for  the  sweet  flowers  he 
left  for  me  this  morning." 

^^  Oh  I  this  love  I  this  love  !"  said  the  baker's 
wife.     '*  Well,  who'd  have  thought  it !     Mr. 
Cecil  yfsa  certainly  jealous  yesterday.    I  declare 
it's  every  bit  as  good  as  a  play,  only  I  hope  it 
will  end  as  happily  as  they  generally  do."    And 
the  good  woman  contented  herself  with  this 
vague  wish  from  not  exactly  knowing  which 
of  the  rivals  she  wished  success  to.     '^  To  be 
sure  she  had  known  Cecil  Grey  the  longest ; 
but  then  the  young  Lord  was  so  handsome,  in 
spite  of  his  lame  foot,  and  so  merry  and  kind 
hearted,  and  liked  my  cakes  so  much,  culling 
my  gooseberry  wine  champagne,  looking  all  the 
while  as  if  nothing  in  the  world  could  ever  put 
him  out  of  temper,  and  seeming  so  fond  of  her 
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too.  What  a  fine  thing  if  she  should  be  a 
Coantess  after  all  T'  Whether  it  was  the  goose- 
berry wine,  or  the  cakes,  or  the  vision  of  a 
coronet  in  perspective,  we  know  not ;  but  it 
is  clear  that  Mrs.  Marsh  sided  most  with  the 
young  heir.  And  who  would  not  ?  No  one 
but  our  poor,  simple,  Amy  I 

And  what  were  her  thoughts  and  medita- 
tions as  she  walked  slowly  on  ?  Something  in 
the  same  strain,  only  mingled  with  a  thousand 
fears  and  misgivings.     Would   Cecil  be  very 

angry  with  her  ? — would  he  speak  to  her  when 

« 

she  entered  ? — and  forgive  when  he  had  heard 
her  explanation — when  she  had  confessed  all 
her  folly  and  culpable  blindness  ?  Would  he 
believe  her  ?  Oh  ;  surely,  surely  he  would  ! 
and  love  her,  perhaps,  all  the  more  for  this  their 
first  quarrel,  ns  she  had  heard  was  frequently 
the  case.  But  thDse  who  told  her  thus  could 
have  known  nothing  about  the  matter,  for  we 
never  do  love  any  one  the  better  for  quarrelling 
with  them,  or  half  as  well,  however  we  may 
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endeavour  to  forget  and  forgive.  And  for 
lovers  to  quarrel,  has  always  seemed  to  us  very 
terrible  indeed  I 

Mr.  AUeyne  met  her  at  the  door. 

'^  Somehow  I  made  sure  you  would  come  to- 
day,"  said  he,  affectionately  kissing  her  cheek, 
but  making  no  remark  upon  its  strange  pale- 
ness, although  he  was  far  too  keen  sighted  not 
to  have  observ.'d  it,  ^'  or  I  should  have  sent  up 
to  the  Castle  this  morning." 

^^  Yes,  it  seems  an  age  since  I  have  seen 
you/'  replied  Amy,  her  glance  wandering 
around  as  if  in  search  of  some  one  else. 

'^  A  whole  three  days  my  child  !  But  come 
in  and  rest  after  your  walk." 

^^  Is  he  there  ?"  asked  the  girl,  half  shrinking 
back. 

"  Who  r 

*'  Cecil." 

^'  No,  he  returned  to  London  last  night." 

"  What,  gone  back  without  a  word  !"  ex- 
claimed poor  Amy,  wringing  her  hands. 
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'^  He  did  not  join  you  yesterdaj,  then  ?  My 
mind  misgave  me,  from  his  manner,  that  all 
was  not  right.  But  he  left  this  letter,  which 
I  should  have  forwarded,  but  for  the  hope  of 
seeing  you.'* 

Amy  took  it  mechanically,  holding  it  wist- 
fully in  her  hands,  as  if  she  feared  to  break  the 
seal,  while  the  good  rector,  with  intuitive  deli- 
cacy,  turned  away  to  the  window  and  took  up 
a  book,  until  aroused  from  its  perusal  by  a  low, 
faint  cry  of  grief,  which  again  brought  him  to 
the  side  of  the  pale  and  trembling  girl. 

''  It  is  all  over,"  said  she,  in  answer  to  his 
anxious  and  enquiring  look.  ^^  Cecil  gives  me 
up  I    But  read  it  yourself." 

Mr.  AUeyne  did  so,  while  a  dark  frown  ga- 
thered upon  his  usually  placid  brow. 

**  There  has  been  some  misunderstanding," 
said  he  at  length,  '*  he  would  not  have  written 


I 
I 
I 

thus  without  a  cause." 


ti 


He  has  not,"  replied  the  girl  meekly,  *'  it 
is  all  my  own  fault  I"  And  then  she  repeated 
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to  the  rector  in  a  faultering  voice,  everything 
that  had  occurred  on  the  previous  day,  and 
how  she  was  sure  now  that  Cecil  had  seen 
Dunorven  twice  upon  his  knees  before  her, 
once  in  jest,  and  once  in  earnest. 

*^  I  need  not  ask  if  you  love  this  young 
Lord,"  said  Mr.  Alleyne. 

*^  Oh  I  no  indeed,  dear  grandpapa  I  You 
must  be  sure  that  I  do  not." 

^^  I  am  sure  of  it»  and  so  should  Cecil  have 
been,  had  he  loved  you  as  you  deserve  to  be 
loved." 

^^  Nay,  he  was  not  to  blame  !  What  could 
he  think  of  me  ?  And  after  warning  me  and 
all  as  he  did." 

^^  But  still  this  does  not  account  for  the  al- 
teration in  his  manner,  since  I  am  convinced 
that  it  existed  previous  to  his  visit  to  Mrs. 
Marsh,  and  his  following  you  to  Fern  Castle. 
And  from  some  words  which  did  not  strike 
me  so  much  at  the  time»  that  he  came  fully 
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prepared  to  break  off  the  engagement  that  ex- 
isted between  you." 

'*  There  is  one  thing/'  said  Amy,  with  a 
shudder,  '*  that  I  had  forgotten  again  until  this 
moment.  Mr.  Ormington  mentioned  having 
seen  him  frequently  in  London,  walking  and 
driving  with  Miss  Drummond,  and  that  there 
was  a  report  existing  that  they  were  about  to 
be  shortly  united.  But  I  will  not  believe  it  T 
added  the  girl  with  a  burst  of  passionate  emo- 
tion. ^'  Shame  on  me  for  having  even  men- 
tioned such  a  thought !  As  if  Cecil  could  ever 
change  I" 

Mr.  AUeyne  shook  his  head. 

**  Would  he  had  thy  faith  my  poor  girl" 

*'But  whatmust  Ido?" 

^'  Answer  this  cold  and  heartless  epistle  as  it 
deserves,  and  cast  him  off  for  ever !  He  is  not 
worthy  of  thee,  and  henceforth  I  have  but  one 
child  r' 

The  old  man  was  strangely  agitated  as  he 
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apoke,  but  Amy's  gentle  words  fell  soothingly 
upon  his  ear. 

'*  Nay  dear  grandpapa  I  then  should  I  be  as 
hasty  and  passionate  as  himself.  But  may  I 
not  tell  him  the  truth,  how  I  have  never  loved 
any  once  else,  but  only  been  as  usual  thought- 
less and  imprudent  ? — ^Would  it  be  very  wrong 
— very  un-maidenly  ?— For  after  all,  as  you 
used  to  tell  us,  a  truthful,  and  straight-forward 
course  of  proceeding  is  always  the  best  in  the 
end.  And  if  we  had  followed  your  advice  from 
the  first,  none  of  this  would  have  happened,  for 
poor  Lord  Dunorven  would  never  have  thought 
of  falling  in  love,  knowing  me  to  be  the  be- 
trothed bride  of  another.'' 

"  Write  as  you  will,"  replied  Mr.  Alleyne, 
in  a  more  subdued  tone.  **  As  your  own  pure 
and  innocent  spirit  dictates." 

*^  And  you  do  not  think  it  is  wrong?— You 
do  not  think  Cecil  will  despise  me  for  my 
candour?'' 

^'  He  dare  not  I"  .said  the  old  man  excitedly. 
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^*  And  after  all  it  is  the  act  of  a  coward  to  give 
back  thus  calmly  and  coldly,  a  love  he  took  so 
much  pains  to  win !  I  doubt  if  he  merits  a 
single  thought" 

*^  But  then  mark  his  words  dear  grandpapa! 
Where  he  says  that  he  has  reason  to  believe  he 
is  only  consulting  my  wishes  and  happiness  in 
so  doing.  Who  knows  what  he  may  have 
heard?  I  only  regret  that  we  did  not  meet 
yesterday,  since  every  thing  might  have  been 
so  easily  explained." 

*^  It  was  his  own  doing." 

**Then  you  would  have  me  write?**  said 
Amy,  anxious  to  find  an  excuse  for  what  she 
half  feared  might  seem  to  be  somewhat  forward 
and  un-maidenly  on  her  part. 

''Yes  certainly,  it  requires  an  answer." 

"  And  you  are  not  angry  with  poor  Cecil  ?** 

There  was  no  withstanding  that  pleading 
glance. 

*^  If  you  are  not,  Amy,  I  have  no  right 
to  be." 
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**  No  certainly  no  one  bas  a  right  to  scold 
him  but  mjself.  But  you  must  not  say  you 
have  but  one  child  again  dear  grandpapa !  it 
grieves  me.  Let  the  worst  come  to  the  worst 
you  know,  he  would  still  be  my  brother  as  he 
used.'' 

*^  Go  away  I"  said  the  old  man,  pushing  her 
from  him  with  tearful  eyes,  ^'60  and  write 
your  letter.  When  the  answer  comes  we  will 
talk  further  of  this  matter." 

'^  Then  you  think  he  will  answer  it? — And 
perhaps,  he  may  begin  *dear  Amy !'  again  as 
he  used — Who  knows?*'  And  the  girl  bounded 
away  to  her  loveful  task,  with  a  smile  foil  of 
hope.  While  the  good  rector,  less  sanguine, 
looked  after  her  with  a  sigh.  And  yet  Amy 
was  right  to  hope. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


It  was  a  bright  summer  momiog,  when  Amy 
sat  down  to  write  her  letter.  How  easy  a  task 
in  general  when  addressing  those  we  love,  and 
we  feel  sure  that  only  kindly  eyes  will  rest  upon 
these  wild  outpourings  of  our  inmost  souls. 
But  it  seemed  now,  as  though  she  would  never 
get  any  farther  than  ^^  dear  Cecil.'' — It  was 
so  natural  to  commence  thus.  And  yet  that 
which  lay  before  her  to  be  answered  was  cold 
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and  brief.  But  still  she  let  it  stand,  she  had 
not  the  heart  to  erase  it.  Who  could  tell  but 
what  it  might  be  the  last  time  she  should  dare 
to  write  thus  ?  And  with  the  thought  came 
a  flood  of  blinding  tears  that  had  well  nigh  blot- 
ted it  out,  although  she  dashed  them  away  a 
moment  afterwards  with  a  hopeful  smile ;  and 
began  rapidly  to  write.— 

'*Dear  Cecil, 

*^  Your  letter  has  both  surprised  and 
grieved  me.  And  yet  I  am  more  angry  with 
myself  than  you,  since  I  must  have  been  acting 
foolishly  indeed  for  you  to  think  thus  of  me. 
But  I  cannot — I  will  not  believe  that  you  were 
quite  in  earnest — that  you  would  not  recal  it 
now  if  you  could,  and  will  try  therefore  not  to 
think  of  it  any  more.  But  there  is  one  part 
where  you  reminded  me  of  my  childish  wish  to 
be  heiress  of  Castle  Coombe,  and  forget  it  was 
only  on  condition  that  ytm  were  Earl.  It  has 
no  existence  without  this  clause.    You  tell  me 
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likewise,  that  it  is  for  my  happiness  yoa  break 
off  our  long  engagement  thus  suddenly,  if  it  can 
any  way  promote  yours,  be  it  so,  but  not  else  I 
for  the  one  is  so  bound  up  in  the  other  that 
they  can  never  be  separated." 

Amy  then  went  on  to  make  a  thousand  ex- 
cuses for  her  long  blindness  to  Dunorven's 
admiration*      To  regret,   half  in  playfulness, 
half  earnestly,  the  fatal  beauty  of  which  good 
Mrs.  Jelf  had  warned  her  years  ago,  and  wish 
in  very  truth,  she  had  indeed  possessed  no  more 
than  was  suited  to  his  individual  taste,  so  that 
none  else  would  have  thought  of  loving  her 
but  him.     Explaining  the  events  of  the  pre- 
vious day,  and  how  wretched  she  had  been  ever 
since,  and  should  be  until  she  heard  from  him. 
Asking  leave  for  Mr.  Alleyne  to  make  known 
their  engagement,  so  that  there  might  be  no 
more  of  this.    And  begging  that  he  would  for* 
give  her  the  uneasiness  she  had  caused  him, 
and  write  again  very,  very  soon.    And  ihexk^ 
although  Amy  did  not  believe  a  word  about  it. 
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she  could  not  help  adverting  to  the  ramour 
which  had  reached  her  concerning  himself  and 
Miss  Drummond;  and  how,  remembering  all 
that  he  had  told  her  about  that  young  lady,  she 
had  only  laughed  at  it. 

«  But  if— if,"  wrote  the  girl,  "  it  should  be 
true,  and  you  have  found  cause  to  change  your 
opinion  since  then,  do  not  fear  to  tell  me  of  it, 
Cecil.  Mr.  AUeyne  may  be  a  little  angry  just 
at  first,  but  it  will  soon  pass  away,  and  I — I 
shall  think  only  of  you  and  her — and  be  very 
happy  I  dare  say  after  a  time,  knowing  you  to 
be  so.  But  in  that  case  bum  this  foolish  letter, 
and  let  us  be  once  again  brother  and  sister  as 
of  old." 

When  she  had  finished  Amy  gave  it  to  Mr. 
Alleyne  to  read,  but  he  could  not  manage  to 
get  half  through  it  for  tears,  and  returning 
hastily  bid  her  send  it  away  at  once,  lest  it 
should  be  too  late,  although  there  was  still 
plenty  of  time.  And  the  girl  wished  after- 
wards she  had  not  been  in  quite  such  a  hurry, 

VOL   III.  c 
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remembering,  as  we  always  do  at  such  times,  a 
dozen  things  which  she  had  meant  to  saj,  and 
regretting  the  wording  of  as  manj,  lest  he 
might  think  her  too  cold,  or  learn  to  despise 
her  for  her  frankness. 

^^  When  will  he  get  it  ?"  asked  she  at  length 
of  her  equally  silent  companion,  for  both  had 
been  lost  in  thought 

**  Not  until  to-morrow  morning.'' 

''  Poor  Cecil  1  what  a  time  to  wait.  I  wonder 
whether  he  is  as  anxious  and  unhappy  as  we 
are.    I  think  he  must  be,  grandpapa.*' 

^*  fle  deserves  it,"  said  the  old  man. 

*^  Ah  I  if  we  all  got  our  deserts !  Then  it 
will  be  nearly  two  whole  days  before  I  shall 
receive  any  answer?"  added  Amy,  still  revert- 
ing to  the  letter. 

*^  Supposing  that  he  writes  directly  he 
gets  it." 

*<  Oh!  he  is  sure  to  do  that!" 

Mr.  Alleyne  did  not  feel  quite  so  confident 
upon  the  subject,  although  he  forbore  to  say 
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BO ;  and  Amy  with  the  view  of  diverting  his 
thoughts,  began  to  tell  him  all  about  Betty 
Harper,  and  express  her  regret  that  she  had 
not  recognized  her  at  the  right  time. 

'^  I  do  not  see  what  good  it  would  have  doae> 
as  she  is  evidently  ignorant  of  your  grand- 
father's abode.  And  most  likely  knows  little 
more  than  yourself." 

*'  But  what  could  have  made  her  so  strange 
that  day  when  I  called  ?" 

^*  Some  lingering  remains  of  the  fever  most 
probably,  from  wh^ch  she  was  only  just  re- 
covering. But  you,  or  Mrs.  Jelf  should  have 
told  me  of  this,  since  it  is  both  my  duty  and 
pleasure  to  visit  the  sick,  and  the  stranger." 

"  I  never  thought  about  it  afterwards.** 

<<  Meeting  Lord  Dnnorven,  and  going  to 
good  Mrs.  Marsh's,  put  it  quite  out  of  your 
head  I  suppose." 

^'Ohl   that  unfortunate    visit T   said  poor 

Amy. 

^^  Well  it  cannot  be  helped  now.    But  you 

c  3 
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have    not    yet    told    me    how    you  like  the 
Countess's  new  guest,  Miss  St  Aubyn." 

**  Very  much  I  She  has  the  sweetest  and 
gentlest  countenance  I  ever  saw.  No  one  can 
help  loving  her." 

*^  And  the  Countess  herself,  how  sadly  she 
is  changed  within  the  last  few  months !  Can 
there  be  any  truth  in  the  vague  rumours  which 
are  whispered  abroad  concerning  the  Earl's 
love  of  play  ?" 

^'  Oh  I  I  hope  not  I"  said  Amy,  ^'  but  some- 
how I  cannot  help  ascribing  this  alteration,  in 
8  great  measure,  to  the  presence  of  Mr.  Or- 
mington.  Who  reminds  me  of  those  evil 
spirits  that  I  used  to  read  about  when  a 
child.'* 

^'  I  do  not  very  well  see  how  he  can  have 
anything  to  do  with  it,  unless  the  Earl  expects 
that  he  will  lend  him  money,  for  they  say  the 
old  man  is  very  rich.  Or  that  he  will  make  Lord 
Dunorven,  to  whom  he  seems  so  partial,  his 
heir." 


L. 
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*^  I  wish  he  would  P  said  the  girl  eagerly. 

*^  Nay  Amy,  1  shall  think  presently  that  you 
do  love  this  young  Lord,  after  alL" 

*^  And  so  I  do,"  was  the  frank  reply,  ''only 
not  exactly  as  he  wishes,  or  Cecil  suspects ;  but 
if  you  only  knew  half  how  kind  and  good  he  is, 
and  how  merry-hearted,  and  patient,  and  what 
a  fiivourite  he  is  with  both  young  and  old.  As 
for  the  Countess,  I  belieYe  her  whole  soul  is 
wrapt  up  in  this  dear  son  T 

^'  I  can  easily  take  your  word  for  all  this/' 
said  Mr.  Alleyne,  *^  and  only  hope  that  he  will 
have  prudence  enough  to  keep  his  own  secret 
Why  it  would  drive  that  proud  mother  well 
nigh  mad,  to  think  he  had  ever  dreamed  of 
bestowing  his  affections  upon  an  unknown  and 
portionless  orphan !" 

*^  Do  you  think  so  ?"  said  Amy,  a  deep  flush 
mounting  to  her  very  brow. 

'^  I  am  sure  of  it  I  And  can  scarcely  blame 
her  for  a  feeling  which  seems  only  natural  to 
one  of  high  and  andent  lineage  like  herself." 
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« 

^*  And  yet  you  deem  me  good  enough  for 
CecU.'' 

**  But  Cecil  will  never  be  an  EarL" 

^^  Nevertheless  I  am  far  prouder  of  his  love 
than  of  Lord  Dunorven's.^ 

^^  That  is  because  you  are  a  simple,  unworldly 
girl*  my  Amy, !  And  such  may  you  ever  re- 
main* But  let  us  walk  out  now  and  enjoy  the 
beauty  of  this  calm  summer  night  P 

The  following  eveningi  Lady  Charlotte,  ac- 
companied by  Miss  St.  Aubin,  walked  over  to 
the  Rectory  to  see  how  Amy  was,  bringing  with 
them  a  note  written  by  the  Countess  herself, 
begging  that  she  would  not  think  of  returning 
so  long  as  she  found  the  quiet  beneficial  to  her 
health,  which  she  had  no  doubt  required  only 
this  slight  change. 

^*  How  kind  of  your  manmia,"  said  the  grate^ 
ful  girli  while  Mr.  AUeyne  half  smiled  as  he 
perused  the  cautiously  worded  epistle  which 
she  put  into  his  hands,  fancying  from  its  tenor 
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that  her  ladyship  already  Buspected  eomethiBg 
of  what  had  taken  place. 

'^  Why  you  are  lookiiig  quite  yoorself  again,'' 
said  Lady  Charlotte,  ^^  but  I  can  only  tell  you, 
that  if  yon  venture  to  take  mamma  at  her 
word,  yoo  must  not  hope  to  exclude  an  oc- 
casional visit  from  the  rest  of  us,  just  to 
see  how  you  are  getting  on,  and  that  you 
are  not  buried  alive  in  this  dull  place.  Dunor- 
ven  for  one  could  hardly  be  persuaded  to  let  us 
come  without  him  to-day.'' 

^^  You  must  tell  him,"  said  Amy,  with  af- 
fected playfulness,  ^*  that  I  have  made  a  vow 
against  all  male  visiters.'' 

^^  And  how  long  do  you  mean  to  keep  it  ?" 

^'  Oh  I  for  some  little  time  at  least,  by  way 
of«  change." 

'^  I  should  be  sorry  to  try  you,''  said  Miss 
St  Aubyn,  shaking  her  head  with  a  sad  icnre- 
dulity. 

**  So  should  I,  because  it  might  seem  unkind 
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to  Lord  Dunoryen,  after  his  taking  the  trouble 
to  come  80  far/' 

'^  And  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  really 
would  not  admit  him  ?" 

**  Out   Vraiment, 

'*  Have  you  quarrelled  then  ?"  asked  Lady 
Charlotte^  as  a  new  light  broke  over  her 
mind. 

^'  I  hope  notj"  replied  Amy  with  an  eager- 
ness that  left  no  doubt  of  her  sincerity.  ^^  But 
how  is  Lady  Anne,  and  Mr.  Trevallion,  for 
somehow  one  name  always  follows  the  other 
quite  naturally." 

'*  As  though  they  would  some  day  be  merged 
into  one,  I  suppose.  They  are  quite  well  I 
believe.  And  as  for  papa,  I  have  not  seen  him 
in  better  spirits  since  our  return  to  Englaifd ; 
he  is  gone  out  to  ride  with  Dunorven,  and 
quite  laughed  at  him,  for  warning  him 
against  Emperor's  occasional  viciousness,  as 
if,  he  said,  he  had  forgotten  how  to  sit  on 
horseback." 
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^*  Bat  oould  he  not  ride  one  of  the 
other  horses  7* 

^  My  brother  wanted  him  to  do  so,  for  eyen 
TrevaUion,  who  is  about  the  best  horseman 
I  ever  saw,  sometimes  finds  a  difficolty  in  ma- 
naging him.    Bat  nothing  else  would  da" 

^'  I  wish  Lord  Dunorren  had  not  gone,"  said 
Miss  St  Anbyn,  '*  for  I  am  sore  it  mast  hart 
his  foot  very  mach.'' 

*'  It  is  as  well  yoa  did  not  say  so  Clara,  for 
for  he  would  sooner  bear  the  pain  a  great  deal 
than  be  reminded  of  his  misfortune  at  any 
time." 

^*  Yes  I  know,  and  am  very  careful  now ; 
and  yet  I  cannot  help  wishing  at  times  that  I 
had  never  been  bom,  for  then  Dunorven  would 
have  had  no  drawback  to  his  pleasure." 

^'  I  doubt  whether  you  are  really  consulting 

his   happiness  in  this  wild  wish,''  said  Lady 

Charlotte,  with  a  gravity  and  earnestness  very 

unusual,  while  Amy  passed  her  arm  around  the 

waist  of  the  young  girl  in   silent  and  affec- 

c  3 
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tionate  Bympathy.  '^  The  balm  and  heaKng 
may  lie  in  the  same  power  which  so  innocently 
dealt  the  wound*'' 

^<  No,  no,**  said  Miss  St.  Anbyn,  a  little 
wildly,  *^  not  in  mine  T 

*'  Yes,  yes  I  say  T  replied  her  friend  more 
gidly,  ^^  and  I  will  not  be  contradicted  I  Amy 
I  see  agrees  with  me  by  that  smile." 

^'  I  think  not,"  said  Clara,  looking  np  eagerly 
into  her  half  averted  hce. 

^'  Then  you  think  wrong.  Miss  St  Anbyn," 
replied  the  girl  turning  suddenly  round  with  a 
firank  and  joyous  glance.  "  I  both  think  and 
hope  that  it  may  yet  be  as  dear  Charlotte 
says  r 

*^  Did  I  not  tell  you  so  \"  exclaimed  her  com- 
panion triumphantly.  *^  But  whose  beautiful 
drawings  are  these  7* 

*^  They  are  done  by  Mr.  Alleyne's  grand- 
son." 

*^  Ah  I  yes,  I  recollect,"  said  Lady  Charlotte 
archly.   ^*  Your  brother,  as  you  call  him.   And 
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ie  this  his  writang  at  the  back  ?  Nay,  I  will 
read  it  I  May  I  not  Mr.  Alleyne  ?"  added  she 
appealing  to  the  rector,  who  was  once  more  ab- 
eorbed  in  his  books. 

^'  Yes,  certainly,"  replied  the  old  man, 
glancing  np  from  his  studies  with  a  bewil- 
dered air. 

^^  A  sonnet  I  declare,  written  in  Italian,  and 
addressed  to  yon.  Amy.  How  I  wish  Anne 
were  here  to  translate  it  for  ns.  You  must 
know  Clara,''  continued  she,  holding  it  above 
her  head,  in  order  to  maintain  possession  of  her 
prize,  '*  that  the  drawing  represents  a  scene 
in  Italy,  which  I  can  remember  very  well ;  and 
most  eloquently  does  the  author  descant,  as  far 
as  I  can  make  out,  upon  its  picturesque  beauties 
— its  sparkling  torrents,  and  blue  and  sunny 
skies— concluding  with  a  touching  gentleness. 
— Foigive  me.  Amy  if  I  spoil  it**— 

**  I  knew  not  then,  mt  «uii  hud  not  jet  risen. 

When  hnmbler  scenes  would  seem  ten  times  more  fairp 

And  bright— 4uid  ghul-- -because^  thftt  thou  wert.  there  I*' 
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Miss  St.  Aubyn  was  delighted  with  the 
verses,  which  she  read  over  and  over  a  dozen 
different  times,  and  translated  in  a  dozen  dif- 
ferent ways  ;  she  could  not  have  been  more  so, 
had  they  been  addressed  to  herself,  perhaps  not 
half  as  much.  No  brother  would  have  written 
thus,  thought  Clan^  and  she  was  right. 

'*•  Tell  me  about  this  young  poet,"  said  she, 
as  the  y  walked  together  through  the  quiet  Bec^ 
tory  garden.  Lfuly  Charlotte  having  preferred 
remaining,  as  she  said,  to  tease  good  Mr.  Al- 
eyne ;  and  Miss  St.  Aubyn  looked  so  kindly  at 
her  while  she  spoke,  that  Amy  could  almost 
have  found  it  in  her  heart  to  comply  with  the 
request  and  tell  her  everything,  but  thought  it 
better  to  wait  and  obtain  CeciFs  permission 
first,  to  make  their  engagement  public,  since  he 
must  have  seen  by  this  time  all  the  dangers  of 
a  further  concealment. 

'*  Not    now,"    said    she,   "  but    some   day 
perhaps." 

^'  Only  one  word  Miss  Fitzallan,"  and  the 
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voice    of  her  oompanion  faltered  strangely, 
"  do  you  love  him  ?" 

For  a  moment  Amy  hesitated  in  her  reply, 
but  it  was  only  a  moment,  for  she  had  a  vague 
suspicion  of  the  happiness  her  answer  would 
bestow,  and  was,  besides,too  proud  of  Cecil 
to  mind  letting  all  the  world  know  of  her  at- 
tachment. 

^*  I  do  !'*  replied  she  frankly. 
As  a  brother  only  T* 

No,  as  a  husband  one  day,  if  Heaven  wills 
it  sa" 

'*  Forgive,  oh  !  forgive  my  curiosity  P  re- 
plied Miss  St  Aubyn,  with  a  bright  smile. 
"  But  I  had  thought — I  had  feared—  but  no 
matter,  it  is  past  now  ;  and  I  can  only  pray 
that  you  may  be  very  happy  T 

^*  Thank  you  ;  but  I  feel  sure  that  it  will  be 
so,  and  so  would  you,  if  you    knew   Cecil 

Grey.'' 
*^  I  hope  1  shall  one  of  these  days." 
^^  Yes  no  doubt,  unless,"  and  a  sudden  shade 


it 
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pASsed  over  the  joyous  sunshine  of  poor  Amy's 
face  at  the  recollection  of  his  last  visit,  and  that 
cold,  brief  letter,  the  contents  of  which  yet 
remained  uncontradicted* 

*^  Unless  what,  my  dear  friend  V* 

^^  Nothing  I  It  is  silly  and  wrong  tp  doubt 
those  we  love  I** 

^^  Aye,  if  we  can  once  be  sure  that  it  is 
returned.'' 

'*  If  not,  we  may  hope,"  replied  Amy  cheer- 
fully. And  Miss  St.  Aubyn  did  hope  from 
that  hour. 
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CHAPTER  in. 


Oncs  again  Amy  aroae  with  the  dawn,  looking 
forward  as  impatiently  for  Cecil's  letter,  as  she 
had  once  done  for  him,  that  letter  on  which 
depended  all  her  future  happiness.  And  once 
again  did  Mr.  AUeyne  gently  chide,  and  the 
provoking  old  church  dock,  that  would  not  be 
put  out  of  its  way,  or  move  a  single  instant 
&0ter  or  slower  for  any  one,  seem  to  mock 
her  eagerness. 
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Suppose  after  all  he  should  not  write  to- 
day?" said  the  rector,  not  ill  naturedly,  but 
willing  to  prepare  her  for  a  disappointment 
which  he  thought  by  no  means  unlikely  to  take 
place. 

^'  Oh  !  there  is  no  fear  of  that,  unless  indeed 
he  means  to  surprise  us  by  coming  himself 
instead,  although  I  think  it  is  almost  too  late 
for  that  to-day." 

Oh  sanguine  and  ever  hopeful  spirit  of 
youth! 

^'  Do  you  think  then  that  Cecil  has  nothing 
better  to  do  than  travel  backwards  and  for- 
wards between  London  and  Castle  Coombe? 
Why  it  was  but  the  day  before  yesterday  he 
was  here,  complaining  of  being  so  busy  that 
he  could  scarcely  find  an  hour  to  himseUl" 

''  Ah  I  that  is  not  counted,"  said  Amy  gaily, 
^*  since  I  did  not  see  him.  And  I  do  not  think 
he  will  be  too  busy  to  write,  if  it  is  only  a  line." 

''  We  shall  see,"  said  the  old  man.  But  Amy 
heard  him  not,  she  had  bounded  down  the 
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garden  and  returned  triumphantly,  with  the 
long  expected  letter  in  her  hand. 

''  Now  was  I  right  dear  grandpapa,  in  answer- 
ing for  him  ?" 

But  why  did  the  girl  still  hesitate,  as  she 
held  it  a  monent  without  having  the  courage  to 
break  it  open,  the  colour  coming  and  going 
in  fitful  flashes  upon  her  cheek,  and  her  eyes 
sparkling  joyfully  through  tears.  Ah  I  how  much 
may  a  letter  contain  which  we  long,  yet  fear 
to  read !  But  the  motto  upon  the  seal  seemed 
to  chide  her  doubts,  it  was  that  of  their  child- 
hood, ^^  Hope  on,  Hope  ever  V*  It  had  been 
the  motto  of  her  young  life.  Amy  glanced 
eagerly  at  the  first  word  of  her  crossed,  and  re- 
crossed  epistle,  and  then  sinking  upon  a  chair 
burst  into  a  flood  of  tears,  and  wept  long  and 
soothingly. 

'*  My  poor  child  T  said  the  rector,  fearing 
the  worst  from  her  agitation.  ^'What  has 
moved  you  thus  ?  why  you  cannot  have  read 
a  word  yet." 
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/'Yes two  worda,  grandpapa— See !  he  htm 
hegBLa  ^^  dear  Amy/  just  as  he  used  to  do  T  ^ 

The  old  man  turned  to  his  books  again, 
leaving  her  to  the  quiet  perusal  of  her  treasuroy 
but  his  own  eyes  were  not  quite  free  from 
moisture. 

Still  maintaining  our  original  opinion^  that 
such  are  in  general  only  interesting  to  one 
person  alone,  we  do  not  mean  to  inflict  the 
whole  of  Cecilys  long  letter  upon  our  readers*— 
To  repeat  his  supplications  for  forgiveness — ^his 
thanks  for  her  loveful  trust*— and  sweet  and 
gentle  candour.— His  indignant  refutation  of 
the  charge  of  having  aspired  to  the  fair  hand  of 
Miss  Drummond,  who  was  on  the  contrary 
about  to  be  shortly  united  to  another,  a  sure 
proof  that  all  were  not  of  his  opinion  with  re- 
gard to  nonentities.  It  would  not  do  for  men  to 
think  quite  alike  in  these  matters.  How  elo- 
quently did  he  describe  his  anguish  and  despair, 
when  even  in  mockery  Dunorven  had  knelt 
down  to  worship  at  a  shrine  he  had  imagined 
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sacred  to  his  own  devotion.  And  yet  he  might 
have  remembered  it  was  bat  natural  for  others 
to  love  and  admire  her  too.  Hia  pride  and  joy 
to  know  that  however  little  deserved,  her  heart 
was  still  all  his  own,  and  had  ever  been  so. — 
And  the  hope  that  ere  long  he  should  be  enabled 
to  come  and  claim  her  before  all  the  world ! 

'^  Enclosed,''  so  ran  the  condading  paragraph, 
*^  enclosed  is  the  only  excuse  I  have  to  offer  for 
my  madness.  And  yet  I  should  have  scorned 
to  believe  its  statements^— I  should  have  trustedi 
as  you  trusted  me,  my  Amy !  And  thus  a 
world  of  pain  might  have  been  saved  to  both  of 
us. — ^But  it  is  the  last— the  very  last  time  I  will 
ever  doubt  your  love  T 

How  often  had  he  said  this  before,  boih  on 
paper  and  with  his  lips,  and  yet  Amy  believed 
him,  still  just  as  she  had  always  done,  and 
would  have  gone  on  forgiving  and  believing  as 
long  as  he  could  have  found  the  heart  to 
torture  thus,  that  gentle  and  devoted  spirit. 

'*  But.  where  is  this  excuse  of  which  he 
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spoke  ?"  said  Mr,  Alleyne,  looking  every  bit  as 
happy  as  the  girl  herself,  *'  for  truly,  as  he 
says,  he  needs  some  for  thus  causelessly  play- 
ing the  jealous  lover  and  the  fool  beside." 

^*  Oh  I  but  he  had  some  cause  in  Dunorven's 
conduct,  and  my  own  thoughtless  encourage- 
ment of  his  suit** 

^*  Well,  well,  take  his  part  since  it  seems  to 
afford  you  so  much  pleasure  to  do  so  on  all 
occasions,  although  I  think  him  quite  capable 
from  this  eloquent  epistle  of  pleading  his  own 
cause.  But  let  me  look  at  the  paper  he  sent 
you."  And  the  old  man  took  it  from  her  hand 
and  read  aloud  the  following  words. 

**  If  the  affection  of  Cecil  Qrej  for  his  old 
playfellow  and  companion.  Amy  Fitzallan,  be 
half  as  disinterested  as  the  writer  of  this  gives 
him  credit  for ;  he  will  not  hesitate  for  an 
instant  in  freeing  her  from  an  engagement, 
entered  into  years  ago,  and  before  she  could  be 
aware  of  its  nature  and  obligations,  since  that 
alone  now  stands  in  her  way  to  honor  and 
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happiness.  Of  coursei  howeirer  heavily  the 
chain  may  press,  she  cannot  seek  to  emancipate 
herself  from  a  bondage,  which  once  remoyed, 
would  leave  her  free  to  enter  into  other  and 
morel  congenial  ties.  And  whether  her  future 
destiny  be  bright  or  otherwise,  rests  alone  with 
him,  who  has  professed  his  love  to  be  an  un- 
selfish one." 

^*  The  last  clause  is  true  enough,'^  said  Amy, 
as  he  finished,  ^^  but  is  there  no  name  ap- 
pended to  this  singular  epistle  ?  And  who 
could  possibly  have  sent  it  to  him  ?  And  so 
he  came  down  I  suppose  to  find  out  the  truth, 
and  meeting  first  with  that  gossipping  Mrs. 
Marsh,  while  his  mind  was  still  prejudiced; 
and  witnessing  what  he  did  at  Fern  Castle,  one 
cannot  wonder  much  at  his  after  conduct.  But 
good  heavens  I"  added  the  girl,  as  her  glance 
rested  upon  the  paper  which  the  good  rector 
still  retained.  ^'  I  should  know  this  hand 
writing  amidst  a  thousand !  Yes  I  am  sure  of 
it — it  is  my  gprandfather's  I" 
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Are  you  quite  eertfda  of  this.  Amy?  And 
yet  to  confess  the  tratk  the  characters  seem 
familiar,  and  I  was  wondering  where  I  could 
hare  seen  them  before.** 

^*  What  a  myst^y  hangs  oyer  me,"  ex- 
claimed the  girl,  with  a  sudden  and  undefined 
dread  of  she  knew  not  what.  ^'  Will  it  ever 
be  solved  ?" 

^'  In  Heaven's  own  good  time,  my  child ! 
doubtless/' 

''  But  it  is  fearful  to  think  of  the  ceaseless 
watch  which  this  mysterious  being  must  be 
keeping  over  every  thought  and  action  of  our 
lives  I  What  schemes  he  may  be  planning 
even  now  to  separate  us  for  ever  P 

**  No,  no,  Amy,  your  own  sweet  trust  has 
rendered  them  poweriess  in  future.'^ 

<'  But  he  will  not  seek  to  harm  Cecil — will 
he  do  you  think  ?  Or  cany  me  away,  periiapa, 
and  force  me  into  marrying  as  he 
said  the  girl,  whose  imagination,  it  may  be^ 
a  little  embued  with  the  recollection  of  similar 
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ooourrenooB  in  the  various  novdb  and  romances 
which  she  had  read  at  different  periods. 

'^  The  tjjne  is  past  for  those  sort  of  things," 
said  the  good  rector,  half  smiUng  at  her  fears. 
^^  Although  there  is  no  saying  how  this  will 
end.  It  is  evident  that  your  grandfather  has 
higher  views  for  you  than  a  union  with  Cecil 
would  promote." 

^^  Is  that  possible  ?  One  would  have  thought 
he  would  have  been  as  proud  and  glad  as  I  am, 
to  think  of  his  long  neglected  child  winning  a 
heart  which  queens  might  envy  her  the 
possession  of !" 

*^  My  poor,  simple  Amy  P  said  Mr.  Alleyne. 
**  Will  you  never  grow  wiser  ?" 

^'  I  hope  not  if  such  wisdon  would  make  me 
think  less  highly  of  CeciL" 

^'  After  aU,**  said  the  rector  musingly,  ^^  I 
should  not  much  wonder  if  some  of  your 
esixly  romantic  dreams  were  to  be  realized,  and 
you  turn  out  in  the  end  to  be  a  great  heiress  I" 

*^  I  hope  not  P'  exclaimed  Amy  quickly.  *^  I 
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have  no  ambitioii  now.  You  and  Cecil  will 
love  me  jast  as  well  as  I  am,  a  poor,  unknown, 
and  friendless  orphan,  dependent  on  you  for 
my  all  of  happiness,  and  safe  and  blest  in  your 
affection.  Wealth  and  rank  would  only  serve 
to  separate  us  from  each  other." 

How  very  soon  we  all  come  to  think  with 
Amy  Fitzallan. 

At  this  moment,  Martha,  the  under  house- 
maid at  Castle  Coombe,  was  seen  approaching 
the  rector  with  hasty  steps,  her  face  pale,  and 
her  eyes  swollen  from  excessive  weeping. 

Why  what  can  have  happened  1"  exclaimed 
Amy,  springmg  forward  to  meet  her,  and  lead- 
ing her,  kindly  to  a  seat.  ''  Nothing — nothing 
to  Lord  Dunorven  I  hope  ?'* 

^^  No  it  was  he  who  proposed  my  coming, 
lest  you  should  be  frightened  Miss,  hearing  it 
from  any  one  else.  Just  to  fancy  his  thinking 
of  you  at  such  a  moment,  and  well  nigh  dis- 
tracted as  he  is." 

^^  Lord  Dunorven  was  ever  most  kind  and 
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dioughtfoL    Bat  do  tell  us  Martha  all  about  it. 
Anything  is  better  than  this  suspense." 

''  Ohl  the  poor  EarlT  exclaimed  the  girl, 
wringing  her  hands  and  beginning  to  weep 
afresh.  *^  To  be  sure  he  was  not  as  affable, 
and  sweet  spoken  as  the  young  lord  hb  son — 
but  had  become  of  late^  so  all  the  servants  say 
at  least,  a  changed  and  altered  man.  But  it 
was  hard  to  be  taken  thus  suddenly,  and  with- 
out a  moment  in  which  to  say  his  prayers,  or 
unburthen  his  sinful  conscience.  God  forgive 
me  if  I  am  wrong  in  thinking  that  there  was  a 
sin  upon  it  of  some  sort  T 

^*  Dead  I*'  exclaimed  Mr.  Alley ne,  while 
Amy  grew  pale  with  horror.  *^  The  Earl  of 
Castle  Coombe  dead  I  Why  it  was  but  yester- 
day that  we  heard  of  his  being  alive  and 
well'' 

^*  Yes,  so  he  was,  sir,  and  went  out  riding 
with  Lord  Dunorven  and  Mr.  Trevallion; 
both  of  whom  would  fain  have  persuaded  him 
not  to  ride  that  vicious  brute  Emperor !     You 
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remember  Emperor,  Miss  Amy?  Well,  no 
other  horse  would  do  for  him :  and  Tom  the 
groom  says,  that  he  knew  from  the  first  bad 
would  come  of  it,  for  his  master  did  not  seem 
to  understand  at  all  how  to  manage  him,  from 
not  having  rode  for  so  long,  and  being  bende 
but  in  nervous  and  indifferent  health.  Even 
after  they  had  started  Mr.  Trevallion  offered  to 
change  with  him,  but  the  old  Earl  was  obsti- 
nate, or  it  was  to  be  r  added  Martha  scdemnly. 
**  And  just  as  they  had  got  within  a  few  miles 
of  home,  on  their  returui  the  horse,  it  seems, 
shyed  at  some  object  in  the  road,  and  giving  a 
sudden  plunge,  the  poor  gentleman  was  flung 
violently  forward,  and  pitched  upon  his  head 
on  the  hard  stones.  The  Doctor  thinks  that 
he  did  not  suffer  much,  but  was  stunned  at 
once  by  the  blow :  and  it  is  certain  that  he 
never  spoke  again  so  as  to  be  understood,  only 
the  name  of  Mr.  Ormington,  which  was  re- 
peated once  or  twice ;  but  no  mention  made  of 
my  lady  or  the  children.     Tom   says  that  it 
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was  terrible  to  see  him  lying  upon  the  ground 
struggling  and  gasping  for  utterance,  with  the 
blood  gushing  from  his  pale  lips ;  and  the  poor 
young  Lord  bending  over  him  trying  to  catch 
a  word,  but  none  came  save  that  one  name. 
And  at  kst  he  gradually  became  quite  still,  and 
they  knew  it  was  all  over  r 

^*  May  God  have  mercy  upon  him  P  said 
the  good  Bector.  '*  But  how  does  the  Countess 
bear  this  fearful  shock  in  her  present  state  of 
health?" 

'^  Badly  enough,  sir ;  they  say  she  is  like 
one  distracted.  But  Lord  Dunorven  thinks, 
perhaps,  that  she  might  be  persuaded  to  see 
you." 

**  I  will  go  to  her  directly." 

'^  And  Miss  Amy,  sir ;'  the  young  ladies  will 
be  so  glad  to  have  her  just  now." 

*^  Yes,  we  v^ill  go  together ;  get  your  bonnet 

on,  dear  child !    The  walk  will  do  you  good. 

And  remember  that  you  must  strive  to  play 

the  comforter  in  this  terrible  affliction,  and 
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not  give  way  to  your  own    individoal    feel* 
ingg.** 

The  good  Rector  was  ready  in  a  few  mo- 
mentSy  and  sat  down  to  wait  for  Amy ;  until 
startled  by  a  sound  as  of  some  one  sobbing 
violently :  and  pushing  open  the  door  of  an 
adjoining  apartment,  was  surprised  to  see  her 
upon  her  knees  before  a  chair,  with  her  face 
buried  in  her  hands,  weeping  bitterly.  She 
started  up,  however,  on  his  entrance,  and  dash- 
ing away  the  blinding  tears,  endeavoured  to 
meet  him  with  a  smile. 

"  Nay,  now  I  shall  chide  in  good  earnest," 
said  Mr.  Alleyne. 

^'  Forgive  me,  dear  grandpapa !  indeed  I 
could  not  help  it.  For  all  of  a  sudden  it  came 
into  my  head  how  Cecil  had  dashed  by  us  on 
horseback  as  we  returned  from  Fern  Castle ; 
and  I  thought  if  it  had  been  him  who  had  been 
thrown,  and  on  that  very  night  too,  and  died 
thus  without  a  pardoning  word — died  with  the 
conviction  of  my  faithlessness,  how  terrible  it 
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would  have  been  t  And  then  I  knelt  down  and 
thaijced  God  for  all  His  mercies,  praying  that 
He  would  continue  to  preserve  him  to  my  love  T 

'^  It  is  in  moments  of  affliction  such  as  this, 
or  in  great  peril,  that  we  mostly  come  to  appre- 
ciate, and  be  grateful  for  the  continuance  of  the 
numerous  blesmngs  we  enjoy,"  replied  the  rector 
with  tearful  eyes.  '^  And  the  death  of  those 
around  us,  makes  us  cling  all  the  more  lovingly 
to  the  few  faithful  hearts,  whi<^  we  know  not 
how  much  longer  may  be  spared  to  us.  But 
come — ^arouse  thee  my  Amy  !  and  let  us  not 
shew  our  gratitude  by  words  only,  when  our 
presence  may  be  of  comfort  or  service  to 
others." 

'^Ohl  thank  you  for  not  scolding  me.— I 
shall  be  ready  in  a  moment !"  And  the,  girl 
flew  back  to  secure  her  letter,  which  she  would 
not  have  left  behind  for  all  the  world!  Why 
she  had  only  read  it  once  as  yet  And  who  ever 
received  a  love  letter  that  did  not  peruse  it  a 
dozen  times  at  least?     Aye   until  they  had 
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learnt  it  by  heart  And  having  folded  it  up 
and  oonoealed  it  in  her  boeom,  prepared  to  ac- 
company her  old  friend  on  his  errand  of  conso- 
lation And^  in  spite  of  all  her  sympathy  for 
the  bereared  family,  with  what  a  changed 
spirit  did  she  return  to  that  abode,  which  she 
had  quitted  but  a  day  or  two  before  with  a  sad 
and  heavy  heart  How  the  cloud  which  dark- 
ened around  her  future,  had  passed  away  since 
then.  'And  thus/  in  the  language  of  that  dear 
old  Author,  Flavell  'do  we  often  kiss  those 
troubles  at  parting,  which  we  met  with  trem- 
blincr.' 
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CHAPTER    IV. 


Mb.  Trevallion^s  trayjolling  carriage  was  standing 
at  the  door  when  Amy  and  her  guardian  ar- 
rived,  while  the  usually  calm  and  passionless 
Lady  Anne,  leant  against  the  window,  weeping 
bitterly.  And  yet  the  recent  affliction  which 
had  fallen  upon  them  might  well  account  for 
those  wild  tears ;  although  Trevallion,  who  still 
lingered  by  her  side,  doubtless  ascribed  them 
to  a  different  cause.     Alas  for  man's  ranity ! 
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^'  Anne,"  said  he  at  length,  ^  I  cannot  bear 
to  see  you  weep  thna^** 

^'  Ah  I  have  I  not  cause  ?" 

^*  Yes  k  was  very  terrible,'*  replied  the  lover^ 
humouring  what  he  thought  perhaps  in  his 
heart,  was  only  a  maiden  subterfuge  to  hide  the 
piun  which  their  separation  afforded  her  in  cobh 
mon  with  himself.  *'  But  you  must  be  calm 
for  the  sake  of  those  dear  friends  still  remain- 
ing to  you,*^ 

^'Poor  mammal  for  instance,  must  not  see 
these  tears,**  said  the  girl,  making  an  effort  at 
composure. 

^^  And  do  you  think  Anne,  that  there  b  n^ 
one  out  of  your  own  family  whom  they  afflict, 
and  unman,  and  tempt  into  forgetting  those 
absolute  duties  which  require  his  presence  elbc 
where,  in  order  that  he  may  remain  and  strive 
to  soothe  them  ?^ 

"  They  shall  do  so  no  more,"  said  Lady  Anne, 
dashing  them  proudly  away.  '*  Good  bye  Mr. 
Trevallion  T 
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*'  But  we  part  friends,  do  we  not  ?^  asked  her 
companion,  still  retaining  the  hand  which  she 
had  given  him. 

*^  Oh  I  I  hope  so  I"  and  tears  again  swept 
away  all  traces  of  her  momentary  self-poss^^- 
sioq. 

<<  I  shall  be  thinking  of  yon  continually,"  said 
Trevallion,  ^'and  wondering  whether  you  are 
ill,  and  so  perplexing  myself  with  a  thousand 
doubts.  May  I  not  write,  and  hope  for  a  line 
to  dear  them  all  away  ?^ 

'^  Yes,  Dunorven  will  I  am  sure  be  always 
glad  to  hear  from  you." 

'^  And  his  sister?" 

^  Of  course,  through  him." 

Oh  I  cold — ^proud — ^provoking  Lady  Annet 
And  yet  it  was  for  this  very  reason  Mr.  Treval- 
lion  loved  you  so  much.  Women  should  not 
be  too  easily  won,  and  he  did  right  in  thinking 
that  one  so  peerless  and  beautiful,  and  withal 
so  fond,  for  he  had  found  that  out  long  since, 
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in  spite  of  all  thy  sileoce  an^  reserve,  was  well 
worth  the  wooing. 

^^  And  will  you  not  write  me  a  line — Not 
eyen  a  postscript  ?"  persisted  Trevallion. 

''  If— if  Danorven  should  be  bu8y»  or  other- 
wise engaged,  perhaps." 

Heaven  forgive  the  unreasonableness  of 
all  lovers  I  Trevallion  felt  half  tempted  to  vrish 
that  his  friend  might  not  be  able  to  find  a  mo- 
ment's time  for  the  next  six  months!  And 
somehow  by  a  strange  ooincidence,  it  did  faap« 
pen  a  great  deal  more  frequently  than  not,  that 
the  young  Lord  was  obliged  to  turn  over  the 
answering  of  these  epistles  to  his  uster.  And 
it  was  odd  too,  that  the  usually  indolent  Lady 
Anne,  never  complained  of  the  extra  trouble, 
but  seemed  to  fulfil  her  task  with  ease  and 
willingness.  Although  she  would  sometimes 
call  Dunorven,  half  playfully,  a  sad  idle  cor- 
respondent, who  deserved  a  good  scolding, 
which  she  should  tell  Trevallion  to  give  him ; 
as  he  never  did  however,  perhaps  she  forgot  it. 
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The  right  term  to  have  used  would  have  been 
a  dear,  good  natured  brother  I  who  always  made 
a  point  of  doing  as  he  would  be  done  by. 

The  entrance  of  Mr.  Ormington,  the  only 
one  of  the  family  who  would  have  entered  at 
such  a  moment,  put  an  end  to  any  more  adieus. 
And  Trevallion  passed  on,  with  a  proud  and 
stately  step,  to  his  carriage,  for  he  was  not  one 
to  suffer  the  common  eyes  of  the  world  to 
fathom  his  heart's  secret  if  he  could  help  it ; 
while  Lady  Anne,  under  the  influence  of  a 
umilar  feeling,  moved  from  the  window  to  the 
middle  of  the  room,  where  she  could  see  with- 
out being  seen;  for  she  could  not  help  with  all 
her  coldness,  feeling  anxious  to  behold  the  last 
of  him.  And  how  natural  this  is,  especially 
when  some  recent  bereavement  has  made  us 
feel  more  than  ever  conscious  of  the  frail  and 
uncertain  tenure  by  which  we  hold  our  best 
and  dearest  blessings !  And  infected  us  with 
a  dim  foreboding  fear,  that  we  may  be  even 
now  gazing  our  last  upon  a  beloved  face. 
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Trevallion  saw  her  however ;  how  quick  hiir 
eyes  muBt  have  beent  His  parting  bow  and 
smile  made  this  e^dent  enough,  and  the  proud 
gill  coloured  to  the  rery  temples ;  and  then 
looking  up,  and  catching  the  coU,  withering 
sneer  upon  the  lip  of  Mr.  Ormington,  who  was 
attentively  regarding  her,  shuddered  she  knew 
not  why. 

Lady  Charlotte  afiectionately  embraced 
Amy,  upon  her  entrance,  and  it  was  sad  to  see 
the  change  which  the  events  of  the  last  day  or 
two  had  wrought  in  her  usually  bright  and 
happy  countenance. 

^^  How  kind  of  you  to  come^"  said  she^ 
"  Anne  and  I  have  been  wishing  for  yoo  so 
much." 

Lady  Anne  held  out  her  hand  eagerly  to 
welcome  her,  but  her  face  was  pale  and 
tearful 

^*  You  are  better  Miss  FitzaUan,  are  yoB 
not  ?'  asked  Mr.  Ormington,  whose  keen  gaza 
was  intently  rivetted  upon  her  countenance. 
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^*  Yes  thank  you,  quite  well  I^ 

"  And  happy  ?•* 

^*  But  for  thia,"  replied  Amy  ingenuously^ 
but  in  a  low  Yoioe. 

*^  I  am  glad  of  that/'  said  the  old  man,  in  oold» 
measured  tones  that  contradicted  his  words. 
'^  For  I  feared  you  were  not  looking  so  when 
you  left  us." 

The  young  girl  deemed  it  somewhat  strange 
that  he  should  take  the  trouble  of  interesting 
himself  in  her  looks,  but  kind  nevertheless; 
she  always  thought  every  one  kind. 

^^  And  what  mighty  and  potent  spell  has 
wrought  so  sudden  a  change  ?"  continued  Mr* 
Ormington. 

*^  That  of  faith  and  truth  I  believe,"  reptied 
Amy,  half  unconsdious  that  she  had  spoken 
aloud. 

**  Ah  1  is  it  so  r  And  a  dark  frown  gathered 
upon  the  stem  brow  of  her  companion. 

*^  It  is  a  fearful  thing,  this  sudden  death  P 
SMd  Amy»  drawing  nearer  to  the   strange  old 
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man,  for  they  were  alotte,  Lady  Charlotte 
having  gone  to  prepare  her  mother  for  the  re- 
ception of  the  rector,  and  Anne  to  weep  and 
meditate  in  quiet  A  strange  happiness  at 
times. 

*^  Yes  indeed,  and  he  was  nearly  twenty 
years  younger  than  I  am  I" 

^^  The  young  frequently  die  before  the  aged,** 
said  Amy  soothingly. 

^'  Aye,  the  child  before  the  parent*  It 
happened  thus  with  me.** 

**  I  did  not  know  you  were  ever  married* 
You  must  have  suffered  much  to  lose  all  that 
you  loved***  And  her  heart  yearned  towards 
that  solitary  being. 

^^  I  never  loved  them !  Neither  wife  or 
child !  And  had  little  cause*  The  one  broke 
her  heart  and  died  with  a  smile  on  her  face 
that  was  worse  than  a  curse  I  And  the  other 
deserted  me  for  a  villain,  and  suffered,  and 
perished  too  I  I  married  for  ambition,  and  when 
I  would  have  loved  years  afterwards  with  all 
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the  Strength  and. passion  of  a  first  attachment, 
met  onlj  with  scorn  and  hatred  I  Scorn  wMch 
I  shall  yet  liye  to  revoige  ten  thousand  fold  I 
But  why  do  I  tell  you  this?"  added  he,  sud- 
denly lifting  up  his  white  and  livid  fiice. 

*^  Because  I  can  sympathise  with  and  pity 
you,''  replied  Amy  gently. 

"  What  you,  you  pity  me  I  Why  this 
is  mockery  I**  And  the  old  man  langhed  aloud, 
but  for  all  that,  his  mirth  was  very  terrible. 
'*  Girl,"  said  he  after  a  pause,  *^  you  cannot 
sympathise  with  me — you  have  neyer  known 
what  it  is  to  hate  all  the  world  but  one,  and 
find  that  one  indifferent,  nay  worse,  daring 
enough  to  make  a  sport  and  pastime  of  your 
passion  to  her  friends — to  her  new  lover — 
Curses  on  him  I  But  he  is  gone  now  I  And 
she— she  shall  yet  writhe  beneath  my  power  I" 

'^  Vengeance  is  the  Lord's  T  said  his  com- 
panion meekly.  While  those  flashing  eyes 
sank  for  a  moment  before  her  calm,  pitying 
gaze. 
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^'  Pshaw  I  why  should  you  of  all  others 
plead  for  her/' 

^^  I  plead  for  no  one  in  particular,  Mr.  Or- 
mington,  only  to  your  own  better  nature.  Oh  I 
surely,  In  the  very  house  of  death,  it  must  be 
wrong  to  cherish  feelings  such  as  these.  For 
who  shall  tell  which  of  us  may  be  the  next 
taken?" 

The  old  man  tremUed  with  a  strange  fisar 
while  she  spoke,  and  her  words  fell  upon  his  ear 
like  a  prophesy. 

^*  I,"  said  he,  after  a  pause,  "  almost  as  weD 
as  though  it  had  already  come  to  pass,  for  I 
shall  be  the  next  doomed  I  Mark  well  my 
words  girl,  and  remember  them  when  the  time 
comes,  but  it  will  not  be  until  I  have  had  my 
revenge — Until  that  proud  spirit  is  ground 
down  to  the  very  dust  I  and  made  to  confesa 
the  justness  of  its  own  punishment  P 

It  was  Amy's  turn  to  tremble  now  at  his 
wild  words,  and  stiU  more  the  excited  tone  in 
which  they  were  uttered,  while  his  &oe  grew 
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pale  and  ghastly  as  that  of  a  corpse.  But  she 
was  saved  the  necessity  of  a  reply  by  the 
entrance  of  Lord  Dunorven  and  the  rector; 
the  former  of  whom  saluted  her  with  a  tender 
and  respectful  greeting,  thanking  her  for  the 
blessing  of  her  presence  at  such  a  time.  And 
the  latter  came  to  take  his  leave  for  the  present, 
the  Countess  having  refused  to  admit  even 
him. 

*^  You  must  not  be  angry  with  my  poor 
mother,''  said  Dunorven,  ^^  for  I  fear  from  her 
wild,  unconnected  words  that  she  is  scarcely 
herself  yet — It  was  a  fearful  shook  T 

"  It  was  indeed.  Bat  you  will  send  for  me, 
should  she  bye  and  bye»  express  a  wish  for  my 
presence.  I  must  leave  my  little  Amy  behind 
me,  I  suppose  V* 

**  Oh  I  yes,"  said  Dunorven  eagerly.  *^  That 
is  if  she  wishes  it  too  ?" 

^^  I  have  promised  your  sisters  to  remain 
here  for  the  present,"  replied  Amy« 
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^^  Ah  I  that  is  well,  and  will  be  a  great  com- 
fort to  them." 

^'  Take  care  of  yoarself  dear  grandpapa  T 
whispered  the  girl  in  a  tone  that,  low  aa  it  was, 
caught  the  quick  ear  of  Mr.  OrmingtoUt  who 
turned  suddenly  away.  ^^  For  my  sake  and 
dear  Cecil's  too.  This  accident  has  made  me 
a  very  coward." 

^'  Yesy  yes,  silly  child  t"  replied  Mr.  Alleyne, 
kissing  her 'fondly.  *^  And  do  not  forget  to 
write  to  Cecil,  who  will  be  anxious  to  receive 
the  assurance  of  your  forgiveness.** 

**  As  if  I  could  forget— Or  he  doubt  it?" 
replied  Amy. 

Miss  St.  Aubyn  would  also  have  taken  her 
departure  at  this  juncture,  but  for  the  earnest 
entreaties  of  the  Countess.  But  Mr.  Orming- 
ton  had  evidently  no  intention  of  shortening 
his  visit,  although  he  must  have  felt  the  re- 
straint of  his  presence  upon  all,  and  especially 
the  grief-stricken  and  well  nigh  distracted 
widow.     It  is  true  that  Dunorven  had  said 
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something  about  a  hope,  that  the  present  fear- 
ful accident  would  not  hate  the  effect  of 
driving  him  away,  unless  he  wished  it.  Mere 
words  of  course,  which  the  same  spirit  of 
courtesy  and  good  breeding  that  had  prompted 
him  to  utter,  should  haye  made  his  guest  re- 
spond to  in  a  like  manner.  And  yet  after  all, 
there  is  something  false  and  hollow  in  such 
civility,  and  we  well  deserve  to  be  punished  for 
it  occasionally,  by  being  taken  at  our  word. 

Happening  once  to  mention  in  his  mother's 
presence,  his  intention  of  giving  his  old  friend 
a  gentle  hint  upon  the  subject ;  for  Dunorven 
could  not  be  blind  to  the  secret  feeling  of 
abhorrence  still  visible  in  her  look  and  manner 
towards  him,  he  was  snrprised  by  the  Countess 
earnestly  requesting  that  he  would  do  no  such 
thing. 

^^  Is  it  possible  that  his  presence  can  give 
you  pleasure  dear  mother?  I  had  thought 
otherwise.'' 
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**  Not  pleasure  certainly,"  replied  the 
Coontees  shudderinglj,  "  bat  he  most  stay  T 

^^  Nay  he  shall  not  if  it  moves  you  thos.^ 

^^  I  tell  you  Dunoryen,  that  he  must  and 
shall!  But  I  forget,**  she  added  wildly  and 
bitterly,  ^'  you  are  lord  and  master  here  now — 
at  least  you  think  so." 

^'  No  indeed  dear  mother !"  And  he  knelt 
down  by  the  side  of  the  couoh  on  which  she 
lay,  and  pressed  her  white  and  faded  hands 
fondly  in  his.  '^  No  one  shall  rule  here  but 
you." 

**  You  promise  me  that  ?" 

"  I  do  most  solemnly,  only  love  me  sdll  as 
you  used." 

"  Always,  always,  my  noble  boy  ! — But — 
but — some  day — years  hence  perhaps,  for  you 
are  still  very  young— you  will  be  thinking  of 
marrying — " 

Then  my  wife's  wiU  shall  be  yours,"  inter* 
rupted  Dunorven,  with  a  smile,  ^^  and  you  will 
only  have  one  child  more  to  love  and  obey  y ou«" 
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^'  But  she  must  be  worthy  of  my  love,  re- 
member that*" 

^  I  could  not  give  my  own  else  dear  mother  I 
I  venture  to  promise  that  she  shall  be  most 
beautiful  and  gentle.** 

*^  Aye,  and  gently  bom  ?*  interrupted  the 
Countess,  bending  an  eager  and  searching  gaze 
upon  his  countenance. 

^^  Is  this  indispensable  ?^  asked  Dunorven, 
turning  pale. 

*^  It  is  to  my  happiness — nay  to  my  ever 
consenting  to  receive  her  as  your  wife  '' 

**  Mother  you  may  change  your  mind — There 
may  be  circumstances — " 

^^  Aye,  right  my  son,  there  may  be  circum- 
stances when  it  shall  seem  as  though  I  had  no 
cause  to  be  thus  proud.** 

Dunorven  bent  eagerly  towards  her,  gather- 
ing a  vain  hope  from  those  wild  words. 

''  Let  us  say  no  more  about  it,  then,  until 
that  time  comes,*'  said  he  soothingly,  and 
anxious  to  save  her  from  all  further  pain. 
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^*  But  meanwhile  you  will  not  deceive — ^you 
will  not  disappoint  all  my  fairest  and  brightest 
hopes  for  you  Dunorven  ?  You  will  obey  me 
in  all  things — said  you  not  so  my  son  ?" 

*'  Yes,  yes ;  be  calm  dear  mother  !" 

"  And  I  may  trust  you  ?" 

"  You  ipay  I" 

''  God  be  thanked  for  this  P*  exclaimed  the 
Countess.  ^*  There  is  one  weight  at  least  re- 
moved from  off  my  mind" 

<<  Would  that  I  could  also  soothe  away  every 
other  care/'  said  Dunorven  affectionately,  *^  and 
who  knows  but  what  I  might  if  you  would 
only  confide  them  to  me. 

^*  N09  no,  not  now  ;  you  will  know  all  soon. 
Go  now  and  play  the  host,  and  remember  that 
it  be  the  courteous  one,  for  much  depends 
upon  that." 

^^  What  a  strange  influence  does  this  old  man 
seem  to  possess  over  our  destinies  !^'  mused 
Dunorven.  ^'  His  name  was  the  last  upon  my 
father's  lips,  and  noWj  my  mother,  who  seemed 
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SO  much  to  dread  his  comiog,  equally  fears  his 
departure.  It  was  but  yesterday,  Anne  tells 
me,  that  she  entreated  her  almost  with  tears  to 
seem  less  cold  and  haughty  towards  him,  and 
yet  her  own  manner  is  full  of  fear  and  abhor- 
rence. Will  the  mystery  ever  be  solved  ?"  and 
just  thcQ,  Amy's  kind,  pitying  look,  as  he  en- 
tered the  room,  put  everything  else  out  of  his 
head. 

Although  the  Earl  of  Castle  Coombe,  had 
been  but  little  known  among  his  tenantry,  his 
sudden  and  fearful  death  could  not  fail  to  cast 
a  gloom  over  the  whole  village.  The  old  folks 
talked  about  it  among  themselves,  as  the  aged 
love  to  do,  shaking  their  heads  and  looking 
very  wise  and  mysterious  all  the  time,  advert- 
ing to  vague  rumours  which  had  reached  them 
in  by-gone  days,  and  then  to  the  sad  and  visible 
change  that  had  made  the  late  Earl,  although 
still  in  the  prime  of  life,  look  prematurely  old 
and  withered,  drawing  from  thence  many  a 
dark  surmise.     There   were  not  a  few  among 
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them  who  hinted  at  his  accident  as  one  of  those 
judgments  which  are  sure,  sooner  or  later,  to 
overtake  the  wicked,  a  supposition  in  general 
as  erroneous  as  it  is  presumptuous,  for  who  are 
we,  to  question  or  explain  the  mysterious  de- 
crees of  a  kind  and  overruling  Providence  ? 
whose  very  afflictions,  however  terrible  and 
hard  to  be  borne  they  may  at  first  appear,  are 
but  so  many  blessings  in  disguise  ;  and  yet  how 

common  it  is  to  find  pity  itself  lost  in  this  vin- 
dictive feeling ;  and  a  retribution  ascribed 
where  none  was  ever  meant  or  deserved.  In 
general,  however,  all  their  gossipping  was  sure 
to  end  in  blessings  and  eulogiums  upon  the  new 
Earl,  whose  kind  smile  and  merry  face  rendered 
him  a  universal  favourite  with  both  old  and 
young. 

'*  Lady  Charlotte  is  the  only  one  of  the 
family  who  seems  at  all  likely  to  take  after  her 
brother,''  said  an  aged  woman.  '*  And  it  will 
be  many  years  yet  before  we  find  much  thought 
in  that  wild,  young  head ;  and  yet  it  does  me  good 
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to  hear  her  laagh^  and  see  her  look  so  merry. 
As  for  her  stately  sister,  she  swims  by  like  one 
of  the  white  swans  upon  the  lake,  never  look- 
ing to  the  right  or  the  left,  or  thinking  that 
there  is  a  creature  in  the  world  to  be  cared  for 
but  herself.^' 

^'  Nay,**  said  another,  "  to  do  her  justice  it  is 
but  her  time— and  words— and  smiles  which 
she  grudges  us,  not  remembering  that  they  are 
everything  to  the  poor.  Otherwise  she  is  libe- 
ral enough  as  far  as  money  goes." 

'^  Yes,  as  though  one  could  buy  love." 

This  is  a  mistake  which  many  of  our  fair 
aristocracy,  besides  the  Lady  Anne,  are  conti- 
nually falling  into.  Some  really  from  want  of 
time  and  opportunity,  but  the  far  greater 
number  from  mere  lack  of  inclination. 

It's  my  opinion,"  said  the  first    speaker, 

that  if  his  proud  mother  don't  put  her  spoke 
Id  the  wheel,  the  young  Earl  will  be  giving  us 
bye  and  by  a  Countess  after  his  own  heart, 

VOL.   III.  E 
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who  will  see  to  oar  eomforts  and  happiness  s 
though  they  were  her  own." 

^^  What,  good  Miss  Amy  Fitmllan  yoa 
mean?" 

'^  Who  else ;  is  she  not  the  firiend  and  goar^ 
dian  angel  of  the  poor  7" 

"  Aye^  and  well  deserves  to  be  made  a  lady 
of.    But  it  won^t  be !"  added  the  old  crone 
shaking  her  palsied  head.     '^  Suoh  things  don't 
happen  now-a-days— or  only  in  old  ballads." 

*^  And  why  not  good  mother  ?"  asked  a 
young  girl,  who  had  drawn  near  to  listen  to 
their  gossip. 

'*  Because  no  one  marries  for  love  as  they 
used  to  do,  and  it  ain't  right  that  they  should 
altogether.  Suppose  bye  and  by — I  only  say 
suppose,  for  I  do  not  think  it  likely,  alAough 
there  was  some  talk  years  ago  of  a  certain 
casket  belonging  to  Miss  Amy's  mother,  and 
thought  by  Mrs.  Hopkins  to  contun  jewels  of 
sufficient  value  to  recompense  her  for  all  the 
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trouble  and  expense  she  had  incorred,  which 
proyed)  on  being  opened^  to  be  filled  with  no- 
thing but  stones  and  rubbish — Suppose,  I  say, 
that  she  was  to  turn  out  in  the  end .  to  be  the 
child  of  some  oomaum  swindler  ?" 

*^  But  that  would  not  be  her  fault  mother.'' 
^'  No,  but  he  could  not  love  her  then." 
'^  Why,  not  ?    I  should    have  thought  he 
would  have  done  so  all  the  more,  seeing  how 
much  she  needed  it." 

^*  Then  you  would  have  thought  like  a  silly 
child  P  replied  the  woman  abruptly.  Forgettmg 
that  the  young  always  reason  thus,  and  how 
they  grow  wiser  in  time  without  becoming  any 
the  happier.  '^  But  go  away  and  mind  your 
work,  for  you  know  nothing  about  it  I" 

'^  Or  you  either^"  thought  the  girl  with  a  toss 
of  her  pretty  head.  "  But  what  should  such  a 
set  of  old  fogies  know  about  love  now  ?  They 
must  have  forgotten  all  they  ever  did,  long 
since." 
Or  what  should  she  herself,  who  was  but 
E  3 
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fifteen  and  some  few  odd  months  ?  But  then 
girls  always  think  themsdvee  wondrons  learned 
in  such  matters,  which  learning  seems  indeed 
to  come  to  them  very  often  by  instinct  a  long 
time  before  it  does  from  experience. 
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CHAPTER  V 


Some  time  had  now  elapsed  since  the  death 
of  the  Earl  of  Castle  Coombe,  and  still  Mr. 
Ormington  remained  an  unbidden  and  unwel- 
come guest ;  but  he  was  sadly  changed,  and 
had  grown  feeble,  and  older,  as  it  would 
seem  by  a  dozen  years  at  least,  since  that  fatal 
accident.  And  more  sarcastic  and  ill  humoured, 
if  it  was  possible  than  ever. 
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The  Countess  was  yet  an  invalid,  and  seldom 
quitted  her  own  apartment,  while  the  gentle 
Lady  Anne,  assisted  by  Miss  Maxwell,  played 
the  graceful  hostess  to  perfection  ;  that  is,  she 
suffered  all  her  guests  to  do  exactly  as  they 

» 

pleased,  and  thought  her  duty  well  performed 
if  she  was  ready  to  meet  them  full  dressed  at 
stated  hours.  Once  again  Lady  Charlotte's 
merry  voice  might  be  heard  ringing  like  music 
through  the  Castle,  hushed  at  times  by  a  sudden 
recollection  of  the  past,  and  then  breaking 
forth  again  in  irrepressible  joyousness,  while 
Amy,  scarcely  less  glad-hearted,  joined  willingly 
in  every  mirthful  scheme  which  she  invented 
to  enliven  the  rest  of  the  party,  or  cheat  even 
the  grave  housekeeper,  and  she  had  grown 
graver  than  ever  of  late,  either  in  sympathy 
with,  or  imitation  of  her  mistress,  into  a  smile. 
The  young  Earl  had  never  once  adverted, 
since  her  return,  to  the  past,  although  his 
manner  had  lost  none  of  its  former  kindness^ 
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and  Amy  again  loved  and  confided  in  him  as  a 
friend  and  brother;  and  yet  he  too  was 
changed,  and  had  become  pale,  and  thin,  and 
hollow-eyed,  while  his  once  joyous  voice  was 
but  seldom  heard.  The  Countess  knowing  the 
struggle  between  duty  and  affection  going  on  in 
the  heart  of  her  noble  boy,  could  only  sympa- 
thise with  him  in  silence,  shewing  that  she  did 
so  by  redoubled  manifestations  of  love  and 
kindness ;  and  so  great  was  Dunorven's  regard 
for  this  dear  mother,  that  at  such  times  he 
felt  almost  happy,  and  as  though  no  sacrifice 
of  his  own  individual  feelings  which  he  could 
make  to  spare  one  hope  or  prejudice  of  hers, 
would  be  too  great.  The  Countess  however 
would  fain  have  emancipated  him  from  the 
daily  trial  he  endured  in  Amy's  presence,  for 
who  could  be  constantly  with  and  help  loving 
her?  But  Mr.  Ormington  to  whom  with  a 
quivering  lip,  and  flushed  brow,  she  thought 
proper  to  mention  her  intention  of  persuading 
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Dunorven  to  travel  for  a  few  months,  uttered 
his  negative  in  a  tone  that  sounded  so  much 
like  a  command,  that  no  more  was  said  upon 
the  subject. 

*^  You  are  just  the  person  I  was  wishing  for, 
Anne,"  said  the  young  Earl  to  his  sister,  as  she 
entered  the  room  to  search  for  something 
which  it  was  evident  she  did  not  want,  or  more 
likely  in  consequence  of  having  seen  the  post- 
boy just  ride  away  &om  the  Castle  gate. 
^'  Here  is  a  letter  from  Trevallion,  one  half  of 
which  is  in  the  postscript  bye  the  bye.  Do 
answer  it  for  me  there's  a  dear  girl,  and  say  I 
have  the  headache  or  the  heartache,  or  what 
you  like,  that  is  if  you  think  Trevallion  will 
require  an  apology." 

Lady  Anne  took  it  in  silence,  and  with  a 
faint  colour  upon  her  fair  cheek. 

'*  What  should  I  do  without  you,"  said  her 
brother  with  a  half  smile,  and  a  fond  kiss, 
^^  my  little  patient  amanuensis," 


THE   GRANBFATHEB.  81 

<^  But  18  yoar  head  really  so  bad,  Dunorven  ?" 

**  Or  your  heart?"  asked  Lady  Charlotte 
archly. 

''  No  do  not  look  so  anxious,  dear  sisters,  or 
I  must  really  exert  myself  to  answer  the  letter 
in  my  own  hand,  lest  you  should  think  me  very 
ill,  or  very  lazy," 

^^  At  least  we  may  think  you  very  kind/' 
whispered  Lady  Charlotte  as  her  sister  retreated 
hastily  with  her  prize,  as  though  fearful  that 
he  might  actually  put  his  playful  threat  into 
execution.  *'  How  happy  Anne  looks,  heigho  I 
I  wish  I  had  a  lover,  only  in  that  case  he 
should  write  to  me  straight,  and  no  nonsense. 
Don't  you.  Miss  Fitzallan  ?" 

*^  You  might  find  one  very  troublesome," 
said  Amy  looking  up  with  a  bright  smile. 

*'  Yes,  if  they  write  such  letters  as  that,  I 
very  likely  should.  Four  sheets  of  foolscap 
filled,  and  one  crossed." 

^'  No  only  letter  paper,"  replied  the  laughing 
Amy. 

E   5 
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^^  Full  of  sweet  things  no  doubt." 

^'  Yes,  indeed,  Lady  Charlotte.  Some  for 
you  if  you  like.  Such  delicious  wedding 
cake!'' 

'*  What»  is  Mr.  Grey  married?''  asked  Mr. 
Ormington  abruptly,  raising  his  keen  eyes  from 
the  page  before  him,  while  Amy  wondered  how 
he  came  to  guess  that  it  was  from  Cecil ;  and 
yet  it  was  easy  enough  too,  when  she  had  so 
few  letters  sent  her. 

'^  No,  not  Mr.  Grrey,  but  Miss  Drummond, 
so  you  see  you  were  wrong  about  that." 

''  Yes,  there  is  seldom  much  truth  in  such 
reports,"  replied  the  old  man  coldly.  ^'  It  was 
but  the  other  day  I  heard  that  he  had  been 
engaged  to  you  for  years." 

^'  Ah,  who  could  have  told  you  that  ?"  ex- 
claimed Amy  with  a  burning  blush. 

''  I  forget  now,  but  of  course  one  rumour 
was  about  as  probable  as  the  other,  and  we 
shall  be  hearing  of  your  wedding  next." 
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'^  Oh,  how  nice  that  would  be/'  said  Lady 
Charlotte,  '^  with  Clara  and  I  for  bridesmaids^ 
and  Dunorven  should  give  you  away.** 

The  young  Earl  started  from  his  seat  and 
walked  hastily  to  the  window. 

"  Fear  not,''  said  Mr.  Ormington  in  a 
whisper,  as  he  followed  him  with  slow  and 
feeble  steps,  ^*  such  a  sacrifice  will  not  be 
demanded  of  you." 

'^  Ah  !  you  know  my  secret  then/'  exclaimed 
Dunorven  betrayed  for  the  moment  out  of  his 
usual  self-possession. 

^'  I  do,  and  you  shall  yet  marry  her  you  love, 
in  spite  of  all  the  prejudices  of  rank  and 
pride.'* 

^*  No,  not  in  spite  of  them/'  said  Dunorven 
firmly,  *^  but  if  I  could  only  hope  that  time 
would  subdue  their  violence." 

*^  Hope  everything  then,  for  I  tell  you  that 
she  shall  be  yours,  and  with  the  full  consent, 
nay,  at  the  express  command  of  her  who  now 
opposes  it." 
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**  God  bless  you  for  those  words  I"  said  the 
young  lover^  grasping  the  withered  hand  of  his 
mysterious  friend,  in  both  his  own,  ^^  they  have 
removed  a  fearful  weight  from  off  my  mind." 

That  blessing  sounded  in  Mr.  Ormington's 
ears  almost  like  a  curse. 

"  But  when  ?**  continued  Dunorven  earnestly. 

'*  Nay,  you  must  wait  patiently.  Why,  I 
I  waited  for  my  revenge  for  almost  iSve  and 
twenty  years  1" 

^^  And  forgave  long  before  that  period  was 
one  quarter  elapsed/'  replied  his  companion. 
'^  I  am  sure  I  should." 

"  Pshaw,  boy  !  You  have  never  been  tried. 
Suppose — only  suppose  the  affection  of  her  you 
love  bestowed  upon  another.  Would  you  not 
hate  and  curse  him  ?" 

"  I  would  try  not  for  her  sake." 

"  And  sit  calmly  down  perhaps,  and  see  your 
bride  borne  from  you  ?" 

^^  If  it  was  for  her  happiness,"  replied  the 
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young  Earl,  while  his  flasbiDg  eyes  and  quiver- 
ing lips  bespoke  the  struggle  which  such  mag- 
nanimity would  cost  him. 

"Ah  I  this  is  all  very  well  in  theory/'  said  his 
companion,  with  a  slight  accent  of  contempt. 
"  But  what  if  she  added  scorn,  and  bitter 
mockery  to  her  rejection,  making  it  a  theme  of 
mirthful  ridicule  among  her  friends  and  kindred 
— a  strange  jest  for  the  ears  of  her  titled  and 
therefore  accepted  suitor.  What  would  you  do 
then  ?'' 

"  Kepay  scorn  for  scorn  I''  replied  Dunorven 
quickly.  "  And  cast  her  from  my  heart  for* 
ever !" 

"  And  think  you  there  is  a  fiercer  hatred 
than  that  which  springs  thus  from  the  ashes  of 
love  ?" 

'^  Perhaps  not,  and  yet  it  must  sometimes  be 
quenched  in  softened  memories  of  the  past.** 

"  Never,  never  for  an  instant,  it  has  burnt 
on  unceasingly  ever  since,  and  will  do  until  the 
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end  I  Not  all  the  tears  in  the  world  can  put  it 
out  now — and  she  knows  it.** 

'^  Is  it  possible,''  asked  Dimorven  compas- 
sionately, '^  that  you  can  have  felt  all  this  ?" 

'*  Pshaw  I"  replied  Mr.  Ormington  turning 
away,  **  one  does  not  always  speak  from  expo- 
rience,  especially  when  they  grow  as  old,  and 
have  lived  as  long  in  the  world  as  I  have." 

'^  Now  do  tell  us  all  about  the  wedding,  Miss 
Fitzallan/'  said  Lady  Charlotte.  ^^  What  the 
bride  was  dressed  in,  and  how  she  looked  and 
behaved?  One  always  takes  a  strange  interest 
in  these  matters.'^ 

.  ^'  Oh !  very  much  like  other  brides,  Mr. 
Grrey  says,  and  you  know,  being  a  man,  we 
cannot  expect  him  to  describe  her  dress,  or  un- 
derstand much  about  it.  Very  pretty  and 
interesting,  blushing  a  great  deal,  and  crying  a 
little.  For  my  own  part  I  could  never  rightly 
comprehend  why  brides  should  cry  at  such  a 
time." 
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«^  I  don't  know,"  said  Lady  Charlotte,  ^'  but 
it  seems  natural  too^  and  is  certainly  expected 
of  them." 

*^  It  is  paying  the  husband  but  a  poor  com- 
plimenty"  added  Amy. 

^^  But  then  they  weep  for  their  early 
homes." 

*'  Oh  I  they  must  have  made  up  their  minds 
to  that  long  since,  before  they  consented  to 
haye  him  who  is  henceforth  to  be  father,  mother, 
all  to  them." 

^^  Then  I  suppose  you  do  not  mean  to  weep 
at  your  own  bridal  ?"  said  Mr.  Ormington,  who 
had  again  joined  the  little  group  of  busy 
workers  and  talkers;  or  rather  sat  as  usual 
apart,  with  a  book  in  his  hand,  the  pages  of 
which  were  but  seldom  turned. 

"  I  hope  not." 

*'  I  hope  not  too.  Miss  FitzaUan,  but  it  is 
more  than  probable." 

There  was  something  in  the  tone  and  manner 
in  which  this  sentence  was  uttered,  rather  than 
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in  the  words  themselves,  which  caused  Amy  to 
look  up  half  fearfully,  half  wonderingly,  into 
the  stem  face  of  her  companion. 

*'  Well !"  said  the  old  man  coldly. 

*'  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Ormingtou,  but 
you  really  do  say  such  strange  things,  and  in 
such  a  strange  way." 

*'  Then  it  is  I  who  should  b^  your  pardon, 
I  suppose." 

*'  Oh  I  no,  I  was  very  silly !  But  what  were 
we  talking  about  ?" 

^^  Brides  weeping  on  their  wedding  day," 
said  Lady  Charlotte. 

**  May  they  not  be  sometimes  tears  of  joy  ?'* 
suggested  Miss  St.  Aubyn. 

"  Ah  1  yes,"  said  Amy,  *'  I  had  forgotten 
that,  and  it  entirely  alters  the  case.  How 
often  do  we  weep  at  what  we  are  glad  of  I" 

*^  And  smile,  when  if  we  dared  we  should 
shed  tears  I"  observed  Clara,  scarcely  conscious 
that  she  was  speaking  aloud. 

"  I  never  felt  that." 
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"  And  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  you  never  will, 
my  dear  Miss  Fitzallan  I" 

**  Will  you  walk  over  to  the  rectory  with 
me  before  dinner  ?"  asked  Amy.  ''  I  must  give 
Mr.  Alleyne  some  of  this  nice  cake." 

*^  Can  we  not  all  go  P^  said  the  young  Earl. 

Miss  St.  Aubyn  was  just  upon  the  point  of 
reminding  him  of  the  distance,  and  his  poor 
lame  foot;  but  recollected  herself  in  time. 
How  difficult  it  is  to  get  rid  of  a  bad  habit. 
But  already  had  she  reaped  the  reward  of  her 
long  forbearance,  and  self  control  in  Dunor- 
ven's  altered  manner ;  who  now  sought  rather 
than  shunned  her  society — or  else  the  girl 
fancied  it  Poor  Clara  I  We  are  apt  to  fancy 
these  things  sometimes,  and  the  illusion  passes 
away  all  too  soon. 

**  Certainly  if  you  like/'  said  Amy,  "  and 
will  not  find  the  way  too  long.*' 

^*  Do  you  mean  that  as  a  hint  that  you 
would  rather  be  without  my  company,  Miss 
Fitzallan  ?" 
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'*  Take  it  as  you  like,"  replied  the  girl  with 
a  bright  smile  that  settled  the  point  at  once ; 
and  not  exactly  in  the  way  she  wished,  for  she 
would  have  much  preferred  a  tite^^tite  with 
Miss  St.  Attbyn,  whose  countenance  however 
evinced  but  little  sympathy  with  her  feelings. 

But  for  Clara's  anxious  fears  lest  the  young 
Earl  would  afterwards  suffer  from  the  exertion, 
how  she  would  have  enjoyed  that  fresh,  breezy 
walk  through  the  green  fields,  with  Dunorven's 
voice  ringing  like  music  in  her  ears.  For  the 
words  of  Mr.  Ormington,  few  and  mysterious 
as  they  had  been,  seemed  to  have  infused  new 
life  into  him. 

"  What  flower  do  you  call  this,  Miss  Fitz- 
allan  ?*'  asked  the  Earl  stooping  to  gather  one 
that  grew  amid  the  soft  grass.  But  Amy  was 
no  botanist,  she  only  knew  that  she  loved  them 
dearly  I  And  even  Miss  St.  Aubyn,  who  had 
at  one  time  actually  kept  a  Hortus  Siccus  was 
equally  at  fault.  And  after  a  variety  of  guess- 
ing, and  much  laughter,  it  was  eventually  con- 
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eigned  to  Amy  to  be  examined  at  her  leisure, 
while  a  slight  pang  shot  through  the  heart  of 
her  companion,  although  she  smiled  a  moment 
after  to  see  her  unconsciously  picking  it  to 
pieces  as  they  walked  along,  and  scattering  the 
fragments  to  the  wind. 

'^  She  does  not  love  him,"  thought  Clara, ' 
and  she  was  right,  that  little  incident  was  worth 
a  volume. 

'^  Is  that  the  way  you  serve  my  flower.  Miss 
Fitzallan?"  said  the  young  Earl  in  a  vexed 
tone. 

'*  I  really  beg  your  pardon,  I  must  have  been 
thinking  of  something  else.  Although  I  do 
not  see  the  good  of  keeping  it,  for  I  should 
never  have  found  out  its  Latin  name.  Cer- 
tainly  I  might  have  given  it  to  Mr.  AUeyne, 
and  got  him  to  do  it  for  me.'' 

Danorven  walked  on  in  silence,  her  simpli- 
city had  completely  disconcerted  him,  and  the 
next  flower  they  came  to,  which  was  more 
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curious  than  the  rest,  he  gave  it  to  Miss  St. 
Aubyn.  Never  thinking  to  notice  the  deep 
crimson  flush  which  mantled  her  fair  cheek,  or 
the  timid  joj  in  her  soft  blue  eyes,  as  she  hastily 
concealed  her  first  relic.  And  so  in  this  strange 
world  of  ours,  are  we  perpetually  playing  like 
children,  a  wild  and  dangerous  game  of  cross 
purposes. 

The  good  rector  received  his  guests  with  a 
quiet  courtesy  peculiar  to  himself;  and  the 
simple  repast  which  he  ordered  for  their  re- 
freshment, although  consisting  of  little  else 
than  bread  and  fruits,  seemed  a  thousand  times 
more  sweet  and  dainty,  than  the  choicest 
luncheon  that  Mrs.  Jelf,  with  all  her  skill, 
could  provide.  But  then  Amy  did  the  honors 
so  gently  and  gracefully,  her  thoughts  all  the 
time  far  away.  Even  as  though  the  long  cher- 
ished dream  of  her  young  life  was  realised  at 
length,  only  that  its  idol  was  missing  from  its 
accustomed  place,  and    there   instead  sat  the 
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Earl  with  his  eyes  fixed  admiringly  upon  her 
changeful  countenance. 

^'  I  would  give  something,  Miss  Fitzallan,  to 
know  of  what  you  are  now  thinking,"  said  he 
at  length. 

Amy  started  and  coloured. 

^'  I  fancy  I  can  guess  pretty  nearly/'  ob- 
seryed  the  rector  with  a  smile. 

^'  And  I  too,"  added  Miss  St  Aubyn. 

*^  Oh  no,  Mr.  AUeyne  may  perhaps,  but  not 
you." 

Clara  bent  forward  and  whispered  a  few 
words  which  sent  a  sudden  flush  to  the  brow  of 
her  companion ;  and  then  they  both  laughed 
and  looked  so  happy,  and  each  from  a  different 
cause,  that  the  young  Earl  was  quite  bewil- 
dered. 

**  Then  I  am  not  to  be  let  into  the  secret  ?" 
said  he. 

y  No,  you  must  find  it  out,"  replied  Amy  a 
little  confused,  although  from  his  manner  and 
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his  having  never  dnce  alladed  to  that  passionate 
declaration  which  had  given  her  so  much  un- 
easiness the  day  they  visited  Fern  Castle,  she 
fancied  that  he  must  long  ago  have  forgotten 
all  about  it,  and  the  discovery  when  made 
would  not  affect  him.  But  Miss  St.  Aubyn 
was  less  sanguine ;  and  even  the  good  rector 
had  his  doubts,  as  he  marked  every  look  and 
tone  of  his  young  guest ;  thinking  it  as  well 
that  Amy  should  leave  the  Castle  for  a  short 
time;  a  proposition  which  was  met  however 
with  so  much  displeasure  that  he  yielded  for 
the  present  to  their  persuasions. 

**  Why  we  should  not  know  what  to  do 
without  her,"  said  the  Earl,  ^^  should  we  Miss 
St.  Aubyn  ?"  and  then  fortunately  for  her  he 
went  on  without  waiting  her  reply,  setting 
down  the  point  at  once  as  indisputable.  ^*  As 
Martha  says,  was  it  not  she  who  paid  you  that 
pretty  compliment,  Miss  Fitzallan  ?  The  sun 
never  ^eems  to  shine  when  you  are  not  by  to 
smile  upon  us  all.'^ 
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*'  Ah,  Martha  loves  me,  and  thinks-  herself 
privileged  to  utter  what  nonsense  she  likes.'' 

^^  And  do  you  think  that  we  do  not  love  you 
too,  Amy  ?" 

^'  I  am  sure  I  don't  know— only  that  you 
are  very  kind/'  replied  the  girl  shrinking  from 
his  earnest  gaze. 

"  You  do  not  say  a  word.  Miss  St.  Aubyn," 
exclaimed  Dunorven,  '^  she  would  believe  you 
perhaps — but  good  heavens  you  are  ill,  my 
dear  Clara,  what  has  happened  ?" 

^'  Nothing,  it  is  nothing,"  replied  she,  while 
a  sudden  and  crimson  flush  chased  away  the 
marble  paleness  of  che&k  and  brow.  Those 
words,  and  that  accent  would  have  recalled  her 
from  the  brink  of  the  grave. 

^*  It  must  be  these  flowers,"  said  the  simple 
rector,  *'  I  am  used  to  sit  among  them  thus, 
but  they  may  be  overpowering  coming  out  of 
the  air." 

^^  No,  do  not  move  them  it  would  be  a  pity, 
I  am  better  now." 
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^^  Yes,  you  are  looking  quite  yourself  again. 
But  you  frightened  me  with  that  wild 
glance." 

^^  Did  I  look  wild  ?"  said  the  girl  with  an 
embarrassed  air. 

^'  Yes,  indeed — but  do  not  go  turning  pale 
again.    What  shall  we  do  with  her.  Amy  ?" 

^*  She  will  be  better  when  we  begin  to  walk, 
and  you  must  let  her  lean  upon  your  arm.'^ 

Simple  Amy !  And  yet  you  were  a  good 
physician  too.  The  patient  seemed  to  evince 
little  repugnance  to  following  this  advice,  while 
the  care  and  attention  of  the  good  natured 
Earl  soon  succeeded  in  restoring  the  bloom  to 
her  cheeks  and  the  light  to  her  eyes.  And  yet 
she  leant  very  gently  too^  for  fear  of  wearying 
him ;  and  spoke  but  little,  thinking  that  there 
was  another  voice  which  he  would  better  love 
to  listen  to  than  hers.  All  three  however 
seemed  in  a  strangely  silent  mood,  but  little 
more  conversation  passing  between  them,  until 


THS  ORANDPATHmt  97 

they  entered  the  house  joflt  as  the  dinner  beS 
rang,  and  Lady  Anne  finished  her  foarth  sheet 
of  paper,  and  one  must  have  had  some  experi- 
ence of  that  delicate  Italian  hand,  in  order  to 
be  able  to  calculate  what  an  incredible  quan- 
tity of  matter  could  be  got  into  that  space. 
The  mystery  was  what  she  could  hare  found 
to  write  about.  And  yet  it  is  one  easily  solred 
by  the  initiated,  who  would  rather  wonder,  as 
the  girl  herself  did  while  folding  it  up,  how  she 
had  ever  managed  to  get  all  she  had  to  say  into 
so  small  a  compass. 

*'  Thank  you,  Anne/'  said  the  Earl,  patting 
her  playfully  on  the  cheek  as  he  passed,  '^  this 
is  conferring  a  favor  generously,  an^in  the 
right  spirit.  But  I  am  sorry  to  have  kept  you 
in  all  this  bright  morning  I" 

'*  Indeed  I  do  not  regret  it,  brother.  It  ia 
such  a  pleasure  to  do  anything  for  you,  who 
are  so  kind  to  everybody.'^ 

Did  Lady  Anne  really  pride  herself  upon  her 
sbterly  feeling,  and  think  she  had  been  obliging 

\'ou  m.  F 
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him  ?  Nay,  she  was  not  quite  so  simple.  Did 
she  regret  the  loss  of  her  walk,  and  look  upon 
the  morning  as  one  wasted?  Not  if  we  may 
judge  by  the  happy  smile  upon  her  beautiful 
face  as  she  seals  up  the  letter,  and  goes  herself 
to  put  it  in  the  letter  bag  for  fear  of  an  acci- 
dent, or  it  should  not  be  sent  in  time,  or  get 
lost.  Just  as  if  that  particular  letter  was  in 
more  danger  than  any  other,  but  we  are  always 
apt  to  fancy  so.  And  take  a  wonderous  deal  of 
trouble  about  nothing. 
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CHAPTER   VI. 


^^  What  do  you  think  ?"  eaid  Ladj  Charlotte 
to  her  Bister,  *^  Mamma  has  actually,  sent  for 
Mr.  Ormington,  and  there  they  are  closetted 
together  in  her  boudoir." 

^^  That  I  wish  Dunoryen  was  at  home,*'  said 
Lady  Anne. 

*^  Nay,  sister  Anne,  one  would  imagine  him, 
by  that  look,  to  be  some  great  Ogre,  who  would 
eat  her  up  at  a  mouthfuL  And  after  aU,  as  Amy 
F  3 
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eays,  he  may  not  be  bo  very  terrible,  and  it  is 
only  his  manners  which  have  made  us  take 
such  a  dislike  to  him." 

^'  Miss  Fitzallan  always  thinks  well  of  every 
one,"  said  Clara  St  Aubyn  with  a  smile.  ^'  So 
her  evidence  stands  for  nothing." 

^^  But  I  really  do  not  believe  Mamma  hates 
him  as  much  as  she  did,  for  she  is  always  re- 
minding me  to  be  on  my  good  behainiour ;  and 
was  quite  angry  at  my  wishing  him  gone  the 
other  day." 

*^  I  cannot  fancy  any  one  ever  loving  him," 
said  Amy,  **  but  depend  upon  it,  Mr.  Orming- 
ton  is  more  to  be  pitied  than  disliked,  and  it  is 
sorrow  and  disappointment  that  has  changed 
and  soured  his  temper  thus." 

^*  Satire  bom  of  suffering  P  quoted  the 
laughing  Lady  Charlotte,  "  you  are  podtively 
making  him  out  a  very  interesting  sort  of 
personage.  But  I  wonder  what  it  is  Mamma 
can  have  to  say  to  him  so  particularly.'^ 

The  curiosity  of  the  little  group  was  never 
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Bat  as  we  have  no  intention  of 
keeping  oar  gentle  readers  in  a  similar  state  of 
saspenaO)  we  shall  introduoe  them  at  once  into 
that  mysterious  boudoir. 

The  Countess,  magnificently  attired^  and 
still  beautifnl  eren  in  her  declining  health, 
redined  upon  one  of  the  silken  couches,  but 
the  regal  pride  had  departed  from  her  highi 
white  brow,  and  the  small,  jewelled  hands 
were  clasped  hopelessly  together.  Mr.  Or- 
mington  sat  on  a  high  backed  chair  exactly 
opposite,  his  feet  scarcely  touching  the  ground, 
while  his  slight,  attenuated  form  was  bent 
eagerly  forward,  and  his  keen,  flashing  eyes 
rivetted  upon  her  changefnl  countenance. 

**  Shall  I  trouble  you  to  draw  closer  that 
blind  V  said  the  Countess  to  her  companion* 
'^  The  light  dazzles  me." 

Mr.  Ormington  smiled  slightly  as  he  obeyed 
her,  and  then  once  again  resumed  his  former 
place  and  attitude. 

^*  You  wanted  to  speak  to  me  did  you  not  ?" 
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said  he  at  length,  breaking  the  silence  which 
had  until  then  reigned  between  thenL 

**  I  did.**  And  then  again  the  Countess 
paused,  and  gasped  for  breath. 

'^  Do  not  hurry  yourself,"  replied  her  strange 
companion.    "  I  can  await  your  leisure." 

'*  No,  I  must  speak  to  you  now — this  sus- 
pense  is  destroying  me  day  by  day !  How  is 
all  this  to  end  ?" 

«  How  do  you  think  ?" 

*<  That  you  will  be  merciful  I"  replied  the 
Countess,  raising  her  dark  eyes  imploringly  to 
that  stony  countenance,  and  then  averting  them 
again  in  despair. 

*^  Aye,  as  merciful  as  you  were  when  I 
prayed  and  suplicated  thus  to  you ;  and  you 
drove  me  from  you  with  scorn  and  bitter 
mockery,  making  merry  of  the  old  man's  pre- 
sumption among  your  friends !  but  the  laugh 
will  be  all  his  now." 

The  Countess  buried  her  face  in  the  silken 
pillows  of  the  couch,  and  answered  not. 
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'*  Henriette,  I  loved  70a  as  men  love  but 
once.    Yoa  knew  it,  and  smiled — and  lured  me 
on,  until  a  richer  suitor  came,  dismissing  me 
then  with  words  which  burnt  into  my  very 
brain.    I  cursed  you  in  my  wild  despair !  for 
more  than  four  and  twenty  years  I  prayed  for 
vengeance,    and  then,  all  at  once,  the  boon 
became  unexpectedly  mine.    Forgetful  of  the 
past,  the  Earl,  your  husband,  forced  himself 
into  my  presence,  for  hitherto  I  had  shunned 
him  as  I  would  a  pestilence ;  but  he  had  heard 
that  I  was  rich,  and  reckless,  and  thought  to 
win  the  old  man's  money.    We  played,  it  was 
his  wish,  night  after  night  even  until  the  grey 
dawn  broke  in  upon  us,  desperately — madly  at 
last  I  for  fortune  favored  me,  and  he  was  well 
nigh  frantic  with  his  losses.     Until  in  the  end 
even  the  very  home  of  his  forefathers,  the  rich 
heritage  of  Castle  Coombe  became  mine — his 
enem'ysl    and  after  that  he  was  my  slave  I 
Bich  and  old,  with  neither,  kith  or  kin  in  the 
whole  world,  it  seems  he  flattered  himself  that 
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I  thould  soon  die  aud  leave  it  to  him  agsin ;  or 
withdraw  all  claim  to  the  estate,  as  I  have  done 
more  thaa  once,  to  others  who  were  my  debtors^ 
but  then  they  had  nerer  injured  me«  He  knew 
not  that  those  lands  were  more  {Hreoions  to  me 
than  the  wealth  of  worlds  I  and  no  doubt  this 
prayer  was  on  his  lips,  this  hope  in  his  heart 
when  he  died*" 

*^  And  does  not  this  move  yon  ?" 

^^  Only  to  r^oioe  Uiat  I  was  not  by  to  destroy 
it|  and  so  prerent  his  departing  in  peace.  I 
owe  him  no  grudge  now  that  be  is  in  his 
grave  V* 

*^  But  his  son — ^you  love  his  son  ?**  said  the 
Countess  eagerly* 

^'  Could  I  forget  that  he  was  yours  I  might'' 

^^  Then  let  the  blow  fall  on  me  only,  and 
spare  him* — Are  yon  not  satisfied  now — Nay 
for  his  sake  I  will  supplicate  upon  my  knees 
for  forgiveness  of  the  past  I — Oh !  shall  man  dare 
to  be  less  merciful  than  God  T  And  the  proud 
Countess  wrung  her  hands  in  agony. 
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<<  Thus  did  I  kneel  t)nce  to  you/^  replied  Mr. 
Qrmixigton,  in  the  same  cold,  measured  tonei 
while  a  gleam  of  triumph  passed  oyer  his  aged 
faoe.    ^'  And  how  was  I  answered  ?" 

**  Forgive  me — ^I  was  young — and  proud — 
andwUfuir 

^^  And  I  am  old, — and  vindictive — and  re- 
vengefuL — Henriette,  as  you  spumed  and 
scorned  me  then,  so  do  I  now  thy  request  T 

The  Countess  rose  up  instantly  and  her  face 
was  calm  although  fearfully  pale. 

''  When  do  we  go  f '^  asked  she  in  a  hollow 
voice. 

^^  Nay,  I  am  in  no  hurry  to  be  rid  of  my 
guests,  and  should  indeed  find  the  old  place 
somewhat  duU  without  them.'* 

^^  This  is  mockery/'  replied  his  companion. 
«Whendowego?" 

^^  Never,  if  you  will  be  guided  by  me.  But 
the  deed  shall  be  destroyed,  and  the  past  buried 
in  oblivion  1" 

F  5 
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^Proceed/'  said  the  Countess,  bending 
eagerly  towards  him,  while  the  keen  eyes  of  the 
old  man  gleamed  with  malicious  triumph. 
"  Name  your  conditions,  there  is  nothing  from 
which  I  will  shrink  for  his  sake  T 

*'  Perhaps  you  would  not  spurn  this  withered 
hand  with  the  same  scorn  that  you  once  did?" 

The  Countess  shuddered. 

^^  Nay  fear  not,  I  would  not  wed  you  now, 
beautiful  as  you  still  are,  while  I  am  old  and 
grief-stricken.  The  love  of  the  past  has  changed 
to  hatred !  And  yet  it  is  of  a  marriage  that  I 
would  speak  to  you— Of  Dunorven's." 

**  Time  enough  "  said  the  Countess  fearfully, 
•*  he  is  but  young  yet." 

'^I  doubt  whether  he  thinks  so.  I  have  how- 
ever some  strange  and  original  ideas  upon  this 
subject,  and  am  determined  that  he  shall  marry 
for  love.  You  did  not  think  I  had  been  so 
romantic  Henriette  ?  But  much  of  our  future 
happiness  I  am  convinced  depends  upon  it. 
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Have  you  ever  had  cause  to  suspect  that  he  has 
a  penchant  for  anj  one  in  particular?" 

^'  I  think  not,"  said  the  Countess  hurriedly, 
*^  Danorven  has  to  much  pride — he  loves  me 
too  well  to  deceive  me." 

^^  I  had  given  you  credit  for  being  more  keen 
sighted.  He  loves  Amy  Fitzallan — the  un- 
known orphan-^the  dependant  upon  your 
bounty  I  I  too  have  taken  a  fancy  to  this 
merry-eyed,  but  somewhat  wilful  little  en- 
chantress, and  her  dowry  shall  be  the  broad 
lands  of  Castle  Coombe  T 

"  Mr.  Ormington,"  exchumed  the  Countess, 
while  a  sudden  light  broke  over  her  mind,  "  it 
may  be  that  the  mystery  of  her  birth  is  not 
unknown  to  you — And  she  is  worthy  of  Dun- 
orven's  love?  Oh!  tell  me  in  mercy  if  it 
be  soT 

**  Yes  I  knew  her  father  once/'  said  the  old 
man. 
'*  And  he—?" 
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^*  Was  the  greateBt  TiUain  that  ever  walked 
iheearthr 

^^  It  is  enough,"  iaid  the  Countess  proudly. 
^'Mjr  son  maj  lose  his  rich  heritage  he  may 
become  a  beggar,  and  an  alien  from  his  natiTe 
land,  but  the  noble  blood  of  our  race  shall  never 
know  taint  or  disgrace." 

^^  And  have  you  but  one  child  Henriette  ? 
Think  you  that  the  aristooratic  Trevallion  will 
wed  your  gentle  Anne,  when  he  finds  out  that 
she  is  the  daughter  of  a  gambler,  the  penniless 
offspring  of  a  ruined  house.'' 

"  My  poor  girl !"  exclaimed  the  Countess 
^^  and  yet  even  for  thy  happiness  I  cannot  sa- 
crifice your  brother's  honour !" 

^'  And  you  would  cast  forth  this  idolised  son 
upon  the  world,  with  his  luxurious  tastes,  his 
refined  habits,  his  lameness,  utterly  incapaci- 
tating him  from  all  exertion,  to  gratify  your 
own  hereditary  pride  ?" 

'^  I  would,  watching  and  keeping  guard  over 
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him,  that  he  shall  not  suffer  over  .much  from 
the  change,  and  my  own  little  property  is  suffi- 
cient to  enable  us  to  live  independently  abroad. 
Anything  rather  than  see  him  the  husband  of 
that  artful  and  low-bom  girl  I  You  confess  that 
her  father  was  a  villain,  and  from  what  has 
reached  my  ears  of  late,  her  mother  can  have 
been  little  better  than  a  common  swindler  I 
leaving  behind  a  casket  of  stones  which  she 
had  passed  off  for  jewels,  and  buried  out  of 
charity  by  those  whom  she  had  attempted  to 
defraud." 

^  Go  on  r  said  the  old  man  laughing  wildly, 
while  the  large  drops  of  agony  stood  like  beads 
upon  his  pallid  brow. 

**  And  you  would  have  Dunorven  marry  her? 
You  would  leave  her  your  wealth  in  preference 
to  the  son  of  one  whom  you  once  professed  to 
love  ?"  The  voice  of  the  Countess  faltered 
slightly  as  she  spoke,  but  her  companion  re- 
mained unmoved. 
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"  Aye,  in.  preference  to  the  sob  of  her  who 
scorned  and  despised  that  love  I  But  in  good 
truth  I  like  the  girl ;  she  never  shunned  me 
as  others  did,  or  passed  me  by  like  the  Lady 
Anne,  with  a  toss  of  her  graceful  head,  or 
laughed  and  mocked  when  my  back  was 
turned,  like  her  more  sprightly  sister  ;  and  in 
return  for  all  this,  she  shall  be  heiress  of  Castle 
Coombe !" 

^^  And  have  you  told  her  so  ?" 

**  Not  yet ;  I  would  hear  your  decision 
first." 

"  I  have  already  decided  I"  replied  the 
Countess  hastily. 

^*  And  you  will  sacrifice  Dunorven's  happi- 
ness to  a  mere  chimera  of  pride  ?" 

^'  I  will  preserve  his  honour — the  honour 
of  our  ancient  name  at  any  risk.'' 

*'  But  what  if  the  matter  be  referred  to 
him,  and  he  chose  to  act  for  himself?" 

^^  Then,  much  as  he  may  love  this  girl,  he 
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will  scorn  to  buy  back  his  lost  heritage  thus — 
to  owe  all  to  his  wife,  even  if  she  were  a 
Princess,  instead  of  a  nameless  and  base  born 
beggar  I" 

^^  I  believe  you  are  right,"  said  the  old  man 
in  the  same  unmoved  tone,''  and,  therefore, 
you  shall  decide  for  him,  and  save  his  proud 
and  sensitive  spirit  from  the  knowledge  of  that 
which  would  so  deeply  wound  it.  He  does 
love  Amy  Fitzallan,  and  you  know  it  I  His 
happiness  rests  in  your  keeping." 

"  It  is  in  vain  that  you  urge  me  thus,"  said 
the  Countess,  pressing  her  hands  convulsively 
to  her  temples,  as  if  to  still  their  wild  beatings, 
while  every  throb  of  agony  was  one  of  triumph 
to  her  companion.  "  He  shall  not  marry 
her  1" 

'*  Nay,  you  will  change  your  mind." 

**  Never,  never,  I  tell  you  I" 

*^  At  any  rate  I  will  not  hear  your  dedsion 
now,  but  give  you  one  week  from  this 
day," 
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''  Be  it  80,"  said  the  Countees  eagerly,  and 
with  a  wild.  Tain  hope  that  he  might  have 
relented  before  then ;  but  she  knew  him  not 
when  she  dreamed  thus.  ^'  But  you  will  not 
mention  it  even  to  h^  until  that  time  be 
passed  ?" 

^*  No^  your  secret  is  safe  for  the  present. 
It  is  safe  for  ever  if  you  will  be  guided  by 
me.'' 

The  Countess  motioned  him  haughtily  to 
leave  her. 

^^  It  was  thus  that  you  once  before  bid  me 
depart,"  muttered  the  old  man,  between  his 
closed  teeth,  "  only  you  smiled  then,  and  now 
you  weep." 

*^  Forgive  me !"  exdidmed  the  grief-stricken 
woman  in  a  humbled  tone.  And  as  she  stretched 
forth  her  white,  jewelled  hand,  he  almost 
started  to  see  how  it  had  faded  since  then. 
^^  Yes,  you  have  been  fearfully  avenged,"  she 
added,  reading  his  thoughts  with  all  her  sex's 


THB  6RANDFATHEIL  113 

quioknees.  '^  Are  you  not  tatiflfied  eTen 
yet  r 

'^  Not  yet,'*  repeated  her  companioDj  ia  a 
cold^  deliberate  tone.  '^  The  aaflSarings  yott 
haye  endured  for  months  only,  wa«  the  bitter 
portion  you  bestowed  on  me  for  four  and  twenty 
long  and  weary  years  I" 

The  Countess  turned  despairingly  away,  and 
flinging  herself  upon  the  couch,  wept  long  and 
passionately :  while  Mr.  Ormington,  after  ling- 
ering a  moment  with  something  between  a 
smile  and  a  sneer  upon  his  pale,  quivering  lips, 
dqMurted  with  noiseless  steps. 

^'  He  is  gone  then,"  said  the  Countess,  rais- 
ing herself  up  at  length,  and  putting  back  the 
hair  from  her  damp  brow.  **  And  there  is  no 
hope !  O !  God  be  merciful  I  Give  me  strength 
to  humble  my  haughty  pride— my  rebellious 
will— to  sacrifice  the  dearest  hope  of  my  life, 
rather  than  sorrow  or  affliction  should  fall  upon 
Dunorven !    And  if  he  does  not  see  the  shame 
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of  marrying  thia  low  bom  girl,  neither  will  I 
for  his  sake.  For  what  is  there  that  I  would 
not  do  for  him  ?  My  beautiful  and  queen-like 
Anne  too  I  Ormington  was  right,  she  must 
not  be^saerificed.  I  will  be  the  only  victim. 
He  shidl  have  his  revenge,  and  every  prejudice 
of  rank  and  station  be  trampled  tmsparingly 
into  the  dust  for  them — ^for  Dunorven—- my 
idolized  boy  I  so  that  no  grief  may  come  near 
him.  But  I  have  a  week  yet — a  whole  week ! 
and  who  knows  what  may  have  happened 
before  then  ?  He  may  die — for  I  have  known 
deaths  as  sudden — Heaven  forgive  me  for  a 
thought  that  comes  almost  like  a  wish !  Or  he 
may  relent.  He  loved  me  once,  and  Dunorven 
always,  until  this  designing  girl  crept  in  be- 
tween like  a  serpent.  But  I  foiget  that  I  am 
speaking  of  the  heiress  of  Castle  Coombe  !— of 
my  future  daughter-in-law  T'  And  again  the 
poor  Countess  bowed  down  and  wept  tears 
which  saved  her  from  frenzy,  until  aroused  at 
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length  by  the  kindly  accents  of  a  low  and 
gentle  voice. 

*^  Forgiye  me  for  intruding  upon  you  thus/' 
said  Clara  St.  Aubyn,  kneeling  down  beside 
the  couch,  *^  but  as  I  passed  the  door  I  heard 
you  weeping,  and  thought  I  might  possibly  be 
of  use." 

*^  My  poor  child  I  My  poor  Clara  I"  exclaimed 
the  Countess,  and  now  she  no  longer  wept  fot 
herself  alone. 

^^  No,  no,  not  poor  now,  dear  mother  I  for 
you  must  let  me  call  you  so.  Within  the  last 
few  months  I  have  felt  quite  another  being,  so 
light-hearted,  and  happy,  and  so  well  I  And 
Dunorven,  instead  of  shunning  me  as  he  used, 
seems  to  take  a  pleasure  in  lingering  by  my 
side.'' 

'*  You  think  so,  do  you  ?" 

'^  I  am  sure  of  it,  presumptuous  that  I  am  I'' 
added  Clara,  with  a  bright  smile  that  sought  to 
cheer  the  grief  in  which  she  was  not  allowed  to 
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participate.    ^^  And  all  this  I  owe  to  70a  and 
your  kind  advice." 

*^  I  remember,  I  gave  you  hopes  that  may 
never  be  realized." 

^^  Yes,  I  thought  so  then." 

*^Andnow,  Chira?" 

The  girl  buried  her  face  upon  the  shoulder 
of  her  oompanion  and  answered  not. 
*  ^^  How  we  deceive  ourselves  I"  thought  the 
Countess  sadly.  ^*  And  yet  if  it  could  be  soi 
her  fortune  would  still  enable  him  to  maintain 
his  proper  station  in  society ;  and  she  would 
not  love  him  leas  that  he  was  poon  Bat  no, 
his  heart  is  not  hers,  even  Mr.  Ormington  has 
discovered  this,  the  girl  must  be  blind  indeed 
even  to  dream  of  it.  And  what  chance  has 
she  beside  the  beautiful  and  fasciuating  Amy 
Fitzallan?" 

^'  Do  you  think  me  very  presumptuous?" 
asked  the  girl,  looking  up  at  length  into  the 
half  averted  face  of  her  companion. 


>» 
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^^  No,  no,  but  perhapfiy  a  litde  too  Ban- 
goino. 

**  It  may  be  bo,  bnt  do  not  damp  my  bright 
hopes  with  that  Borrowful  look.  Even  if  it 
should  turn  out  to  be  but  a  dream,  it  will  have 
made  me  very  happy,  and  I  oan  then  die  T 

*^  Hush  r  said  the  CounteBS,  ^'  you  muBt 
not  talk  thuB.  We  do  not  die  when  grief 
eomoB,  but  must  live  and  endure.** 

'^^Yes  I  was  wrong  dear  mother  !  I  Bhall  be 
eontent  to  live  all  my  life  afterwards  upon  its 
mraaory." 

Poor  Ckra  1  she  knew  not  how  sad  a  thing 
it  is  for  the  existence  of  the  young  to  be  swal- 
lowed up  thus  in  the  past ;  while  the  present 
and  the  future  seem  alike  a  blank. 

*'  It  has  been  the  hope  of  my  life/'  continued 
the  ^rl,  to  be  permitted  to  devote  it  to  him, 
and  to  make  up  by  my  conBtant  and  unceasing 
vigilance,  for  that  affliction  of  which  I  was  the 
innocent  cause.    It  seemed,  indeed,  as  if  it 
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were  not  mine,  but  his  who  preserved  it  at  the 
hazard  of  his  own." 

^^  May  it  be  realised  my  Clara  I"  said  the 
Countess,  pressing  her  cold  lips  to  the  fair 
brow  of  her  companion ;  and  even  as  she  spoke, 
she  shuddered  at  the  idle  mockery  of  her  own 
words. 

'^  Thanks — a  thousand  thanks  I  But  oan  I 
do  nothing  for  you  ?  I  wish  you  would  mingle 
more  with  us,  it  must  be  so  dull  sitting  here 
alone  ;  and  Amy  Fitzallan  is  so  merry  that  I 
think  she  would  cheer  one  up,  and  make  them 
laugh,  if  they  were  ever  so  ill  and  low  spi- 
rited.*' 

"  You  like  her  then  ?" 

''  Ah  !  who  can  help  it  ?" 

Her  companion  sighed. 

'^  Leave  me,''  sud  she,  after  a  pause.  ''  I 
think  I  should  be  better  if  I  could  sleep  for  a 
few  hours — ^it  is  so  long  since  I  have  known 
what  it  is  to  have  a  good  night's  rest.  O  God  I 
shall  I  ever  know  rest  again  ?" 
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''  Nay,  it  is  my  tarn  to  chide  now,"  said 
Mifls  St  Aubyn,  soothingly,  <*  you  will  be  better 
very  soon." 

The  Countess  shook  her  head  despairingly, 
and  felt  thankful  when  Clara,  haying  arranged 
the  pillows,  and  carefully  excluded  all  light, 
left  her  to  that  repose  which  she  so  much 
needed.  And  did  it  come  ?  Do  the  wretched 
eyer  sleep?  Yes,  sometimes,  thanks,  be  to 
Heayen  for  it  I" 
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CHAPTER   VII. 


DuNORYEN,  who  had  gone  to  pay  a  yisit  to  a 
family  living  out  of  the  immediate  neighbour- 
hood of  Castle  Coombe,  to  whom  they  owed 
some  little  civility,  was  absent  nearly  the  whole 
day,  much  to  the  secret  uneasiness  of  his  mother 
and  sisters ;  although  not  a  word  passed  the 
lips  of  either,  which  could  lead  the  other  to 
guess  what  was  in  their  inmost  thoughts.  Even 
Lady   Anne,  on  the  contrary,   seemed  more 


THB   QRANDFATHKR.  121 

than  usually  gay,  while  her  sister  laughed  in- 
cessantly ;  and  Amy  and  Miss  St  Aubyn  laid 
their  heads  together  to  devise  a  thousand  plans 
with  which  to  cheer  and  amuse  the  Countess. 

''Did  Dnnorven  mention  his  intention  of 
staying  so  late  ?"  enquired  the  mother  at  length, 
unable  any  longer  to  conceal  the  wild  fears  to 
which  his  protracted  absence  gave  rise. 

'^  He  could  have  scarcely  got  back  before  I 
thinkj''  replied  Lady  Charlotte  promptly,  and 
cheerfully.  ''How  I  envy  him  his  drive  home 
this  bright  moonlight  night !" 

"Is  it  moonlight r 

"  Yes,  only  look,  dear  mamma  !'*  exclaimed 
the  girl  drawing  back  the  curtains  from  before 
the  window.  ''  One  might  almost  see  to  read 
by  it" 

"  Do  not  close  them  again  Charlotte,  and  pat 

the  window  a  little  open.    We  shall  hear  him 

coming  all  the  sooner.'' 

''  He  had  no  business  to  go  such  a  distance 
VOL.  m.  o 
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by  himeelf,"  grumbled  Mr.  Onnington»  as  he 
arose  to  retire  to  becL  '^  And  so  I  told  him,  but 
its  no  use  arguing  with  young  people,  they  will 
have  their  way  in  the  end." 

'^  To  be  sure,"  Bead  Amy,  springing  up  to 
light  his  candle  for  him,  for  his  hand  trembled 
strangely,  **  Who  would  not,  as  long  as  they 
could  get  it?*' 

^'  Well  added.  Miss  Fitzallan/'  replied  the 
old  man,  taking  it  from  her  without  a  word  of 
thanks,  and  quitting  the  room  with  slow  and 
tottering  steps,  for  he  had  grown  very  feeble  of 
late.  But  he  did  not  immediately  retire  to  rest, 
but  stood  looking  down  the  moonlight  avenue 
with  an  anxious  and  troubled  glance.  The 
Countess  was  right  in  imagining  that  he  loved 
the  young  Earl  as  much  as  it  was  in  his  nature 
to  love  any  one. 

^  Thank  goodness  he's  gone  V  exclaimed  Amy, 
as  the  door  dosed.  An  ejaculation  which  the 
proud  Countess  re*-echoed  in  her  heart.    ^*  I  feel 
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somehow  as  if  I  could  breathe  more  fteely  when 
Mr.  Ormington  is  not  by." 

*^  Take  care,^  said  Lady  Charlotte,  ^'  or  he 
may  overhear  you." 

^'  Ohy  it  will  be  nothing  new  to  him,  for  I  told 
him  the  very  same  thing  to  his  faoe." 

<<  And  what  did  he  say  ?** 

**  That  he  could  both  believe  and  account  for 
it  if  he  chose.  And  I  thought  toaihat  I  could 
have  done  the  latter  without  his  help.  Oh  1  I 
hope  I  shall  never  be  as  disagreeable  if  I  should 
ohance  to  live  to  his  age  1" 

^^  I  hope  not,**  said  Miss  Maxwell  gravely. 
*'  And  they  say  a  happy  youth  makes  a  happy 
age.** 

^*  Aye,  and  his,  poor  man,  was  sadly  blighted ! 
Dunorven  tells  me  that  he  was  jilted  in  some 
love  affair,  and  that  soured  his  temper.  But 
the  only  thing  I  find  a  difficulty  in  beKeving 
is,  that  he  should  ever  have  been  capable  of 
loving  any  one  sufficiently  to  take  it  thus  to 
heart." 

o  3 
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''We  all  love  once,"  sud  Miss  Mazwelly 
^'asd  those  who  seem  coldest  and  sternest  now, 
perhaps,  the  most  passionately  and  devotedly." 

*'  Were  you  ever  in  love?"  asked  Lady  Char- 
lotte, with  the  view  of  prolonging  a  conversation 
to  which  she  could  observe  her  mother's  atten- 
tion for  a  moment  diverted  from  without. 
^'  Not  that  you  are  cold  and  stem,  but  good, 
and  gentle,  and  patient,  so  that  I  think  you 
must  have  been  once." 

^^  Yes  once,"  replied  the  usually  silent  and 
placid  governess,  rather  as  if  thinking  aloud 
than  actually  speaking. 

'^  And  how  did  it  end  ?"  asked  Lady  Anne, 
bending  towards  her,  '^  or  perhaps  it  is  not 
ended  even  yet." 

'^  Oh,  yes,  long  ago,  and  for  ever.  I  was 
rich  and  proud,  and  so  was  he,  but  he  loved  me 
for  all  that,  at  least  I  thought  so  then.  My 
father  was  an  eminent  banker,  as  you  may 
have  heard,  for  his  name  was  at  one  time  well 
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known  until  it  became  unfortunately  linked 
with  another  less  honorable,  and  through  the 
yillany  of  this  new  partner,  together  with  a 
long  series  of  oommercial  difficulties,  he  was 
reduced  to  ruin  and  disgrace.^ 

"  But  what  has  all  this  to  do  with    your 
lover  ?^  asked  Lady  Anne,  while  the  Countess 
bent  forward    and  Ibtened    eagerly    for   the 
reply. 

'^  Everything,    for    I  lost  him  thus.      His 
pride  was  greater  than  his  love.'* 

*'  Nay/'  said  Amy  caressingly,  **  he  is  not 
worthy  of  these  tears,,  my  dear  Miss  Max- 
well" 

^^  Oh,  yes,  it  was  but  natural  after  all,  and  I 
never  blamed  him." 

"  Perhaps  he  was  sorry  aflerwards,"  said 
Lady  Charlotte. 

'^  No,  he  married  one  who  was  his  equal  in 
rank  and  station,  and  they  tell  me  is  very 
happy.     There  is  some  comfort  in  that" 
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"  Had  I  read  thia  any  where,"  thought  Amy 
^'  I  could  not  have  believed  it,  it  seems  so  con- 
trary to  human  nature." 

But  the  girl  was  wrong  after  all,  it  was  but 
a  common  and  every  day  tale. 

The  Countess  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands  and  wept  ^  Tfaus/^  thought  she, 
^'  would  Trevallion  cast  off  my  beautiful  and 
gentle  Anne,  to  become  perhaps,  like  this  poor 
Miss  Maxwell,  a  broken  spirited  dependant 
upon  the  will  of  others.  No,  it  must  not — it 
shall  not  be.  But  I  have  a  week  yet — a  whole 
week." 

^^  Hark  T'  exclaimed  Clara  St.  Aubyn  start- 
ing up.  ^'  He  is  coming — I  hear  the  sound  of 
approaching  wheels." 

^*  Thank  God  I"  murmured  the  anxious 
mother,  and  in  another  moment  the  merry 
voice  of  the  young  Earl  was  plainly  heard 
coming  ap  the  avenue.  While  Mr.  Ormington, 
extinguishing  his  lamp,  retired  grumbling  to 
bed. 
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*^  What  sitting  with  the  window  open/' 
said  Danorven,  ^'  and  my  mother  still  up  I" 

'^  How  could  I  rest,  and  you  not  returned  ?*' 

^^  Nay,  forgive  me^  but  I  did  not  think  it 
had  been  so  late ;  and  yet  it  was  the  longest 
day  I  have  known  for  months  away  from  you 
all.  I  cannot  think  how  it  was,  Trevallion 
and  I  used  to  enjoy  ourselves  so  much  rambling 
about  together  abroad,  but  it  is  quite  certain 
that  we  have  both  been  spoiled  since  our 
return.*' 

^*  Speak  for  yourself  only,"  said  Lady  Char- 
lotte laughingly. 

^*  Anne  does  not  think  me  wrong  in  an- 
swering for  him.     Do  you  sister  mine  ?" 

*^  What  a  plague  you  are,  Dunorven  I"  said 
the  girl  with  a  half  smile  that  shewed  she  was 
not  very  angry  with  him.  '^  But  tell  us  where 
you  have  been  all  this  time?'* 

^^  First  to  visit  the  Davies,  as  I  had  origi- 
nally intended^  who  were  as  usual  most  kind 
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and  prosy ;  and  afterwards,  finding  that  I  had 
still  some  time  apon  my  hands,  and  it  was  only 
a  fe^v  miles  off,  I  drove  over  to  Fern  Castle; 
and  amased  myself  by  sauntering  among  its 
ruins,  and  ferretting  out  the  very  place  where 
we  dined,  finding  token  thereof  in  the  shape  of 
Bundry  champaigD  corks,  and  a  certain  tiny 
glove  worthy  to  have  matched  with  Cinderella's 
glass  slipper,  which  same  I  have  brought  away 
with  me  as  a  trophy  of  my  morning's  adven- 
ture." 

''  It  is  Clara's,"  said  Lady  Charlotte,  looking 
at  it  as  he  held  it  up  in  triumph. 

^^  It  was  rather,  for  it  is  mine  now,''  and 
Dunorven  gallantly  replaced  the  faded  treasure 
in  his  bosom.  While  the  heart  of  the  young 
girl  throbbed  wildly,  when  she  should  have 
laughed  at,  or  passed  it  over  as  a  mere  act  of 
common  courtesy  had  she  been  wise,  or  not  in 
love.     But  the  drowning  cling  to  a  straw. 

"  Well,  after  that,"  continued  the  Earl,  **  I 
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fiiought  ont  the  old  ruined  fountain,  and  sitting 
down  bQside  it,  became  so  lost  in  thought  as  to 
take  no  heed  of  time.  You  remember  that 
fountain,  Miss  Fitzallan  ?" 

*^  Oh  yes,"  said  Amy,  with  a  sigh  for  all  she 
had  suffered  on  that  day.  But  it  was  chased 
away  in  an  instant,  by  a  still  brighter  smile  of 
happiness. 

Dunorven  marked  both  the  smile  and  the 
sigh,  and  his  own  spirits  rose  in  proportion. 

^'  Well,  let  me  see,  after  that  nothing  re- 
mained to  be  done  but  drive  home  as  fast  as 
my  horses  could  carry  me,  for  fear  you  should 
be  uneasy,  dear  mother,  knowing  what  a  per- 
son of  consequence  I  am,"  said  he  smiling 
fondly  as  he  kissed  the  small,  faded  hands  which 
lay  in  his ;  and  Amy  ceased  to  wonder  that 
Clara  St  Aubyn  should  love  him  as  she  did,  for 
who  could  help  it  ?  Who,  that  is,  that  had 
never  known  Cecil  Grey  ? 

The  following    morning    Dunorven  having 
Q  5 
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heard  from  Iub  Bbters  of  the   long  interview 
which  had  taken  jdaoe  between  the  Connteai 
and  Mr.  Ormington,  watched  amdonsly  for  the 
appearance  of  his  old  firiend,  in  order  that  he 
might  be  able   to  judge  by  his   countenance 
something  of  its  import.    For  his  mysterious 
assurance  that  Amy  Fitzallan  should  yet  be 
his,  and  that  too  with  his  mother*s  fall  consent) 
had  never  ceased  to  haunthim,  until,  imposrible 
as  it  seemed,  he  did  not  doubt  its  truth,  or  the 
powerful  influence  which  the  eccentric  old  man 
held  over  his  future  destiny    and  happiness. 
But  there   was  no  change*— no   hope    to    be 
gathered  from  that  stem  and  immoveable  brow. 
He  seemed  indeed  more  than  usually  out  of 
humour,  most  likely  at  being  kept  up  so  much 
beyond  bis  customary  hour  of  retiring  to  rest, 
which  was  generally  very  early;  and  sitting 
down  in  his  old  comer,  either  was,  or  chose  to 
appear  completely  engrossed  with    the    book 
before  him. 
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Nothing  however  could  damp  the  gay  and 
hopefal  spirit  of  the  young  Earl ;  and  so  agree- 
able did  he  make  himself  that  Amy  actually 
gave  him  the  purse  at  last  for  which  he  had  so 
long  pleaded  in  vain,  while  Clara  St  Aubyn 
instead  of  being  sullen  or  jealous  about  it, 
rummaged  out  some  tassek  and  rings  which 
seemed  just  to  suit  it,  and  so,  as  Dnnorven  told 
her  with  a  smile  that  more  than  repaid  her, 
enhanced  the  value  of  the  gift. 

^^  Now  Lady  Charlotte  should  sew  them  on,'^ 
said  Amy  laughingly,  *'  and  you  might  fancy 
it  the  work  of  the  three  Graces." 

^'  No,  Anne,  rather,"  said  her  sister  with 
mock  humility  and  real  truth,  '*  she  is  more 
like  a  Grace  than  I  am,  and  it  will  be  prac- 
tice for  her.** 

Lady  Anne  did  not  as  usual  refuse  under 
the  gentle  plea  of  having  no  time,  or  finding  it 
too   much    trouble,    but    willingly  acquiesed. 
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remembering  all  Dunorven's  thoughtful  kiod- 
ness  to  her  about  the  letters. 

^^  And  in  return,''  said  her  brother,  "  I  have 
good  news  for  you-^for  all  of  ua — ^Mr.  Treval- 
lion  is  coming  back," 

"  Not  yet— not  for  this  week  1  hope  T  ex- 
claimed the  Countess  looking  up  eagerly  from 
her  embroidery. 

*^  Not  for  nearly  a  fortnight  he  says.^ 

'^  But  why  do  you  hope  ?"  asked  Lady  Anne 
anxiously. 

^^  Nay,  I  know  not,  whenever  he  comes  he 
is  sure  to  be  a  welcome  guest,  for  next  to 
Dunoryen  there  is  no  one  whom  I  more  honour 
and  esteem." 

^^  Thank  you,  dear  mother,"  whispered  the 
girl  once  more  bending  over  her  work  with  a 
glad  look,  and  thereby  saving  Amy  the  trouble 
of  interfering,  who  was  sadly  afraid  at  one 
time  that  the  purse  would  have  been  completely 
spoiled. 


THE  QRAMDFATHBIL  133 

*'  And  thank  you  for  not  putting  him  before 
roe/'  said  Dunoryen  gaily.  **  As  soon  after  as 
you  like.** 

^*  A  fortnight  seems  a  long  time/'  observed 
Lady  Anne  simply. 

'^  Yes,  to  think  about>  but  it  soon  slips 
away,"  replied  her  sister. 

^*  How  much  may  have  happened  before 
then/'  exclaimed  the  Countess,  her  glance  first 
seeking  and  then  shrinking  from  the  cold, 
stony  gAze  which  was  rivetted  so  earnestly  upon 
her. 

"  Aye,  even  a  week  may  make  great 
changes/'  said  Mr.  Ormington,  and  his  voice 
sounded  to  her  like  a  prophecy. 

At  this  moment  the  servant  entered  with  a 
bouquet  of  rare  flowers  for  Miss  Fitzallan,  and 
the  conversation,  much  to  the  relief  of  the 
Countess,  took  a  different  turn. 

^^  How  attentive  this  rustic  lover  of  yours 
is,"  said  the   young  Earl,  '*  and  what  lovely 
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flowers,  but  yoa  do  not  mean  to  keep  them  all 
surely  r 

'^  Now  miser,"  said  Amy  laughingly,  ^^  be 
content  with  your  purse.  However,  I  had  in- 
tended to  give  you  one,  but  yon  shall  come 
last  for  asking  for  it.'' 

^'  So  my  punishment  is  not  to  be  eternal  I 
must  endeavour  to  bear  it,''  replied  Dunorven 
in  the  same  spirit,  "  and  yet  I  am  not  ambitious 
either,  and  should  be  well  content  with  this 
piece  of  heliotrope." 

"  No,  no,"    said   the  girl  shrinking  back.  ^ 
**  That  is  not  for  you." 
"  Well  then  the  hawthorn—*  hope.' " 
'*  I  have  no  hawthorn — the  time  is  past." 
The  words  were  simple  enough,  but  they  feU 
sadly  and  coldly  upon  his  heart.    ^  Besides," 
added  Amy  with  her  usual  gaiety,  ^*  I  do  not 
chose  to  be  dictated  to.'' 

"  Will  you  give  me  one  of  your  flowers. 
Miss  Fitzallan  ?"  asked  Mr.  Ormington,  look- 
ing up  from  his  book. 
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*'  Oh  yes  indeed,"  and  she  went  gentlj  up 
to  him  and  laid  a  heartsease  upon  its  pages,  for 
she  conid  not  bear  to  see  an  old  man  like  him 
so  lonely  and  isolated.  But  the  cottntenance 
into  which  she  sought  to  gaze  was  careftdly 
averted  from  her. 

'^  Noi  DO,"  said  he  at  length,  and  his  tone 
was  cold  and  stern  as  usuaL  ^^  This  is  not  for 
me.     Take  it  to  the  Counteas.'' 

**  I  meant  it  for  you,"  persisted  the  girl  in  a 
low,  kind  voice. 

^'  It  is  well — but  do  as  I  bid  you — she 
will  understand  the  token  coming  from  your 
hands." 

Amy  obeyed  him  mechanically,  while  the 
lips  of  her  patroness  grew  white  with  rage  as 
she  received  the  flower  thus  sent,  and  after  a 
while  trampled  it  passionately  beneath  her  feet. 
But  none  saw  the  action  save  he  who  had  anti- 
cipated it.  For  the  Countess  had  even  con- 
trolled herself  so  far  as  to  utter  a  few  brief 
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thanks  for  the  gift — a  gift  which  said  so  much. 
*'  Let  me  see,  here  is  a  lily-of-the-Talley 
for  Miss  Maxwell,"  and  she  kissed  her  as  she 
presented  it,  while  the  gentle  gOTemess  sighed 
and  shook  her  head,  for  there  was  no  *'  return 
of  happiness'^  for  her.  '^  A  rose  with  a  sprig 
of  myrtle  for  Miss  St.  Aubyn — mignonette  for 
Lady  Charlotte — and  a  white  lily  for  Lady 
Anne,  because  Mr.  Trevallion,  I  remember, 
once  compared  her  to  one.'' 

^^  And  what  for  Dunonren  ?**  interrupted  the 
young  Earl. 

"  What  say  you  to  this  pretty  piece  of 
scarlet  geranium  ?''  asked  Amy  laughingly. 

''  No,  that  will  hot  do  at  all." 

"  Narcissus  then  ^egotism  you  know." 

«  Oh,  Miss  Fitzallan  I" 

"  Well,  I  have  really  nothing  else  I  can  well 
spare,  unless  you  will  have  this  white  jessa- 
mine ?" 

*•  What  separation  ?  Not  if  I  can  help  it. 
Amy.*' 
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**  No,  I  should  be  very  sorry  too ;  I  was  not 
aware  of  its  signification.  But  there,  you  shall 
chose  for  yourself — ^all  but  the  heliotrope,  and 
that  I  am  going  to  carry  with  me  this  evening 
to  the  rectory."  Amy  forgot  to  add  how  it  was 
afterwards  to  depart  from  thence,  a  journey  of 
some  hundred  miles,  to  one  who  would  know 
well  how  to  prize  the  token. 

^'  Now  am  I  not  very  humble  ?"  said  the 
young  Earl,  as  he  hastily  selected  a  little  bunch 
of  forget-me-nots,  and  placed  them  reverently 
in  his  bosom.  ^*  And  yet  this  is  not  like  your 
giving  them  to  me." 

^*  But  I  gave  you  leave  to  take  them,  which 
ii)  aU  the  same  thing." 

''  Weil,  we  will  imagine  so  at  least,"  replied 
Dunorven,  amused  by  her  simplicity,  and  feel- 
ing as  we  sometimes  do  in  one  of  those  bright, 
hopeful  moods,  which  causeless  as  they  are,  it 
takes  so  much  to  cloud.  And  yet  both  stood 
at  that  very  moment  upon  the  brink  of  a  pre* 
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oipice ;  but  knowing  it  not,  did  well  to  rejoice. 
All  the  sorrowing  in  the  world  could  have 
availed  them  nothing,  and  onlj  abridged  thoee 
few  glad  hours  which,  heaven  knows,  are  rare 
enough  I  and  should  always  be  made  the  most 
of  when  they  do  occur.  It  is  never  worth 
while  to  go  half  way  to  meet  trouble,  although 
we  all  know  that  it  must  be  borne  patiently 
when  it  does  come,  and  come  it  will,  sooner  or 
later  to  every  one  of  us,  without  our  ever 
seeking  for  it. 

Lady  Anne  finished  her  task  very  neatly, 
and  it  was  a  wonder  too,  considering  that  her 
thoughts  were  far  otherwise  engaged.  And 
the  problem  which  she  was  so  busily  occupied 
in  attempting  to  solve — what  Trcvallion  could 
be  coming  back  again  for,  and  so  soon?  Nay 
there  was  nothing  unnatural  in  it,  for  he  had 
promised  them  to  return  when  the  law  business 
which  now  required  his  presence  in  town  should 
be  finally  arranged.     But  then  why  did  not 
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Dunorven  show  her  the  letter  as  usual  ?  Was 
he  really  going  to  answer  it  himself  for  the 
first  time?  And  so  much  as  he  must  have  to 
do.  How  willingly  would  she  have  saved  him 
the  trouble  if  he  had  allowed  her — if  he  had 
even  hinted  at  such  a  thing.  But  for  once  the 
young  Earl  appeared  independent  of  his  gentle 
amanuensis ;  who  thought  within  herself^  as  she 
watched  him  through  her  long  eyelashes,  fold- 
ing it  up,  how  disappointed  Trevallion  would 
be  at  receiving  only  those  few  lines.  But  she 
was  wrong,  for  the  letter  was  perused  with  a 
burst  of  joy,  of  which  few  who  knew  the 
proud  Trevallion  would  have  thought  him 
capable.  And  for  the  next  week  or  two,  those 
lawyers  whose  proverbial  slowness  alone  de- 
tained him  from  flying  on  the  wings  of  love  to 
ascertain  the  truth  from  the  beautiful  lips  of 
her  for  whom  her  warm  and  simple  hearted 
brother  had  thus  promptly  answered,  were 
likely  to  have  a  pretty  time  of  it.  And  it  needs 
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a  lover,  or  something  equally  impatient,  to 
spur  on  those  slow  and  lingering  fingers  which 
always  seem  to  creep  over  their  endless  parch- 
ments like  a  snail  on  a  walL 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 


The  week  passed  rapidly  away  without  either 
the  Countess  or  Mr.  Ormington  again  alluding 
to  the  subject ;  but  the  keen  glance  of  the  old 
man  marked  the  struggle  going  on  day  by  day 
in  that  proud  heart,  and  read  his  ultimate 
triumph  in  the  pitying  look  with  which  she 
would  sit  for  hours  together,  regarding  the 
calm,  sweet  face  of  Clara  St  Aubyn.    Instead 
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of  confiDiDg  herself  to  her  own  apartment  as 
had  been  so  long  her  custom,  she  now  mingled 
freely  with  the  family  circle ;  and  even  Danor- 
yen  learnt  to  thread  her  needles,  and  sort  her 
embroidery  silks,  when  her  eyes  were  too  dim 
to  do  these  things  for  herself.  For  the  unbid- 
den tears  would  sometimes  rise  in  spite  of  all 
her  efforts  at  control,  at  the  ruin  and  disgrace 
which  threatened  their  noble  name.  Or  when 
he  was  not  by  Miss  St  Aubyn  supplied  his 
place ;  for  the  Lady  Anne  seemed  to  live  in  a 
sort  of  day  dream,  very  pleasant  if  one  might 
judge  from  her  gentle  countenance,  as  she  sat 
with  it  bowed  down  over  some  of  those  light, 
feminine  occupations  which  afford  such  a  sweet 
excuse  for  thoughtful  reverie.  While  her  sister 
was  too  careless,  and  poor  Amy,  discouraged 
from  offering  any  assistance,  by  the  cold,  repul* 
sive  manners  of  her  patroness. 

The  Countess    had    given   up    all  hope  of 
working  upon  the  sympathies  of  her  relentless 
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foe ;  but  not  one  hour  before  the  time  he  had 
himself  appointed,  would  die  gratify  him  with 
the  knowledge  how,  for  Dunorven's  sake,  her 
high,  ancestral  pride  should  be  humbled  in  the 
dust  at  his  bidding.  And  the  portionless  and 
unknown  orphan,  whose  merry  eyes  had  caught 
the  old  man's  fancy,  take  her  place  in  his  heart 
and  home,  and  become  Countess  of  Castle 
Coombe. 

Once  or  twice,  as  if  to  sound  her,  he  adroitly 
led  the  conversation  to  Treyallion's  expected 
return,  but  there  was  no  shadow  of  change 
upon  that  marble  brow,  or  in  the  bland  and 
courteous  voice  with  which  she  spoke  his  wel- 
come, come  when  he  would.  While  Lady  Anne 
looked  up  with  a  happy  smile,  that  almost 
seemed  to  repay  the  sacrifice ;  and  the  kind 
eyes  of  Dunorven  twinkled  with  an  ill  con- 
cealed satisfaction. 

^^  What  is  the  day  of  the  month,  Miss  Fitz- 
allan  ?"  asked  Mr.  Ormington,  as  they  all  sat 
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together  on  the  last  morning  of  the  allotted 
time.  Somehow  he  generally  preferred  ad- 
dresfling  himself  to  her,  which  the  generous 
yoang  Earl  had  observed  with  pleasure. 

**  The  twenty-fourth.** 

^^  A  week  to-morrow  then  since  Lord  Du- 
noryen  went  to  the  Davies'.** 

^'  Yes,"  said  Amy,  wondering  what  made 
him  date  from  thence.  There  was  one  present 
who  knew  well  enough. 

^'  How  fast  the  time  flies  I"  exclaimed  Lady 
Charlotte. 

*'  It  has  been  a  very  slow  week  to  me,**  re- 
plied her  sister,  simply. 

^'  What  says  the  Countess?**  asked  her  tor- 
mentor. 

'^  Nothing  until  it  be  past,"  was  the  haughty 
reply.  ''  Time  is  reckoned  by  inddents,  not 
by  hours !" 

It  was  the  old  man*s  turn  to  tremble  now, 
and  yet  he  knew  not  why.     But  as  we  have 
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said,  be  was  much  changed  of  late,  and  grow- 
ing sadly  feeble. 

^*  Has  be  gone  there  again  ?^'  asked  Lady 
Charlotte. 

*^  No,  only  for  a  drive/'  replied  bis  mother, 
^'  he  will  be  back  soon ;  but  I  fancied  he  was 
not  looking  very  well,  and  the  air  would  do  him 
good." 

"  Yes,  he  has  been  very  pale  of  late,"  said 
Miss  St.  Aubyn.  **  But  I  hope  he  will  not  go 
too  far  to  tire  himself.'' 

"  He  will  be  better  soon,"  observed  Mr.  Or- 
mington,  in  his  cold,  mocking  tones. 

"  Oh  I  I  trust  so  1" 

Poor  Clara!  The  Countess  turned  away 
her  head,  and  a  tear  dimmed  the  brightness  of 
her  skilful  embroidery.  But  at  this  moment 
the  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  en- 
trance of  a  servant  with  a  letter  and  parcel  for 
Miss  Fitzallan,  which  the  messenger  who 
brought  it  had  made  him  promise  to  deliver 
into  her  own  hands. 

VOL   HI.  H 
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'^  Is  any  one  waiting?^  asked  Amy. 

"  No,  Miss,  the  boy  went  away  directly.** 

"  What  writing  !**  exclaimed  Lady  Charlotte 
laughingly. 

^'  And  what  spelling  too  I  But  I  will  not 
have  you  make  game  of  my  correspondent.** 
But  presently  the  girFs  whole  manner  changed, 
as  she  managed  with  difEculty  to  make  out  the 
brief  but  rude  epistle,  and  a  burst  of  joy 
escaped  from  her  quivering  lips.  A  joy  in 
which,  thinking  that  all  must  participate,  she 
naturally  expressed  aloud.  ^*  It  is  from  Betty 
Harper,**  continued  she,  ^^  the  woman  who  was 
with  poor  mamma  when  she  died.  And  the 
very  same  to  whom  Mrs.  Jelf  sent  me  lately 
with  wine  and  medicines,  when  she  lay  sick  of 
the  fever.  And  though  I  had  a  dim  recollec- 
tion of  her  features,  I  could  not  then  remember 
where  it  was  we  had  met  before.  But  she 
recognised  me  at  once,  she  says,  as  one  whom 
she  had  deeply  injured,  although  I  knew  it  not. 
It  was  she  it  seems  who  abstracted  all  the  valu* 
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ables  from  the  casket  which  was  afterwards 
fouod  filled  up  with  stones.  And  dear  mamma 
was  no  cheat — no  imposter  after  all  P 

"  No  one  ever  thought  she  was  but  that 
odious  Mrs.  Hopkins !"  said  Lady  Charlotte 
soothingly,  as  she  passed  her  arm  affectionately 
around  her  waist.  ^'And  so  her  conscience 
pricked  her,  and  she  has  sent  them  all  back  I 
suppose  ?    Well  I  am  glad  for  your  sake  I^ 

Mr.  Ormington  sat  upright  in  his  chair,  and 
his  face  was  white  and  colourless ;  but  no  one 
thought  of  noticing  him.  Even  the  proud 
Countess  bent  eagerly  forward  to  hear  what 
was  going  on.  While  Lady  Anne  woke  up  all 
of  a  sudden,  and  as  her  brother  would  have 
said,  began  to  look  alive  I  And  Clara  St. 
Aubyn's  face  was  full  of  affectionate  sympathy. 

*'  The  woman,"  continued  Amy,  *'  begs   so 

earnestly  for  forgiveness,  that  one  must  have  a 

heart  of  stone  to  refuse  it — And  yet  she  was 

unkind  to  poor  mamma  I — But  she  has  suffered 

much  herself  it  seems  since  then,  and  is  even 

H  3 
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now,  but  in  feeble  and  declining  health.  I 
know  what  Mr.  Alleyne  would  say,  as  he  al- 
ways does — '  vengeance  is  the  Lord's  V — And 
so  let  it  be." 

Mr.  Ormington  felt  conscience-stricken,  and 
bowed  down  his  head  upon  his  hands ;  while 
the  eager  glance  of  the  Countess  became  once 
again  full  of  hope.  A  vain  hope  I  for  the  feel- 
ing, like  most  of  our  best  and  noblest,  was  bat  a 
transitory  one  and  passed  rapidly  away. 

'^  Do  open  the  box  ?^  petitioned  the  curious 
Lady  Charlotte,  as  Amy  still  sat  with  the  letter 
in  her  hand,  on  which  her  tears  were  dropping 
fast  and  silently,  for  it  had  brought  back  the 
past  as  vividly  as  though  it  were  but  yes- 
terday. 

**Best  not — at  least  not  now  V'  exclaimed  the 
old  man  in  an  eager,  though  faltering  voice. 
But  no  one  heeded  him,  and  he  seemed  for  a 
moment  to  lack  strength  and  energy  to  repeat 
the  request. 

Even  the  white  fingers  of  the  Countess  her* 
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self,  asBisted  in  wrenching  out  the  rude  nails 
with  which  the  box  was  fastened  down,  and 
the  lid  being  withdrawn,  Amy  drew  out  a  chain 
of  massive  gold,  which  she  flung  by  as  though 
it  had  been  but  little  worth ;  until  remember- 
ing whose  neck  it  had  once  pressed,  she  took 
it  up  again  and  kissed  it  fondly  and  reverently. 
After  all,  the  most  precious  ornaments  are 
valuable  chiefly  as  relics.  And  we  have  known 
under  some  circumstances,  a  hair  ring  prized 
far  above  one  of  diamonds. 

Next  lay  a  locket  containing  the  picture  of 
a  young  and  strikingly  handsome,  although 
somewhat  voluptuous  and  dissipated  looking 
man  in  regimentals ;  simply  inscribed  as  the  gift 
of  Captain  Fitzallan  to  his  wife  upon  her  birth- 
day. 

^^  Then  my  father  was  a  Captain,"  said  Amy, 
clasping  her  hands  wildly  together.  ^'And 
how  beautiful  1 — But  I  fear— Oh  I  I  fear  he 
was  not  kind — But  I  was  so  young  then,  how 
should  I  know  anything  about  it  ?" 
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^^  Amy^**  said  Mr.  Ormington,  calling  her  by 
her  christian  name  for  the  first  time.  ^'  Seek 
no  further— I  advise  you — I  warn — I  command 
you — for  the  sake  of  your  own  happiness  here- 
after P 

^*  Command,"  repeated  the  girl,  with  a  flushed 
cheek.     **  And  by  what  right  ?** 

''  No  matter — only  be  ruled  by  me*** 

^^  It  is  in  vain  you  urge  me  thus  T'  said  Amy 
in  an  excited  tone.  *^  I  must  and  will  know 
all ! — All  at  least  that  these  jewels  can  reveaL" 

"  Ah !  there  may  be  nothing  else — It  is  natural 
for  girls  to  love  such  sparkling  things.— But 
what  say  you—  will  you  sell  me  the  remainder 
for  a  thousand  pounds  T^ 

**  Not  for  all  your  wealth  T  replied  the  giri^ 
with  flashing  eyes« 

«*  Nay,  I  did  but  jest." 

<<  Forgive  me,"  sud  Amy  more  gently,  but 
I  am  in  no  humour  for  such  mockery  just  now. 
I  am  sorry  if  I  spoke  rudely  and  impatiently, 
believing  you  in  earnest  from  your  manner, 
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although  that  could  not  well  be  either,  for  what 
good  would  they  be  to  you  ?  While  to  me 
they  are  more  valuable  than  all  eke  in  the 
world, — being  hers !" 

The  old  man  turned  away  without  a  word. 
Was  it  a  jest  ?  The  Countess  thought  not ;  and 
again  her  eager  gaze  was  bent  upon  Amy,  as  she 
drew  forth  her  treasures  one  by  one,  consisting 
for  the  most  part,  of  sundry  articles  of  jewelry, 
some  of  which  were  of  no  mean  value,  although 
others  seemed  to  have  been  cherished  rather  as 
souvenirs  of  the  past,  although  no  mark  re- 
mained to  tell  why  they  had  been  thus  hoarded 
up  with  so  much  care.  Mr.  Ormington's  brow 
cleared,  and  his  keen  eyes  gleamed  with  ma- 
licious triumph  ;  but  his  exultation  was  but 
momentary,  for  just  then  the  girl  discovered  a 
folded  paper,  laying  like  hope  at  the  bottom  of 
Pandora's  box. 

^'  It  is  the  certificate  of  my  dear  mamma's 
marriage  I"  exclaimed  she.  *^  And  good  Hea- 
vens !  can  it  be  possible  ?    Her  maiden  name 
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was  Ormington  ;  You,  then,  are  my  long  lo&t 
grandfather  I**  And  she  knelt  down  at  the  old 
man's  feet,  and  tried  to  take  one  of  the  cold 
and  withered  hands  which  were  so  passionately 
withdrawn  from  her  grasp,  while  the  Countess 
sank  back  fainting  on  her  seat,  and  was  as- 
sisted from  the  room,  followed  by  the  whole 
party,  as  much  out  of  anxiety  for  her,  as  an 
idea  that  it  would  be  best  to  leave  the  newly 
found  relatives  together  for  the  present. 

'*  Speak  to  me  !"  said  poor  Amy,  pained  by 
the  strange  silence.  '^  Grandfather  I— dear 
grandfather  I — will  you  not  own  me  even  yet  ?" 
"  Not  if  I  could  have  helped  it ;  but  yoa 
have  forced  me  into  doing  so;  Did  I  not  com- 
mand you  to  seek  no  further,  while  you  dared 
to  question  my  right  to  do  so  ?" 

^'  Pardon  me,  but  I  knew  you  not  Oh  ! 
how  was  I  to  guess  it  ?  And  wny,  oh  !  why 
may  I  not  love  you  ?" 

*^  Love  me— pshaw  !  you  hate  and  fear  me. 
I  have  heard  it  from  your  own  lips*" 
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**  Then  it  was  wrong  in  me  to  say  so,  and  I 
meant  it  not ;  for  indeed  I  think  I  could  if  you 
would  let  me  !" 

*'  You  think." 

**  Nay,  I  am  sure  of  it  I  for  she  loved  you, 
too,  my  dear,  dear  mamma  I  and  bade  me  do 
the  same  with  her  dying  breath." 

^*  And  yet  it  was  I,  at  least  you  said  so  once, 
who  killed  her  by  that  cruel  letter  I" 

^'  No,*  Betty  Harper  had  been  agitating  and 
annoying  her  before  it  came,  and  she  was  very 
feeble  and  could  not  have  lived  much  longer. 
But  I  do  not  remember  ever  telling  you  about 
these  things.'' 

^<  Nevertheless,  I  had  it  from  your  own  lips. 
Amy,  I  never  loved  your  mother  or  she  me,  if 
I  had,  I  should  not  have  urged  her  on  as  I 
sometimes  think  I  did  by  my  harshness,  neither 
would  she  have  deserted  me  for  the  arms  of  a 
villain  I  I  was  sorry  when  I  heard  of  her 
death,  and  thought,  perhaps,  it  was  a  vain 
dream,  that  as  you  were  but  a  child  you  would 
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learn  to  be  grateful  at  least,  if  not  in  time  to 
loye  me,  who  had  no  one  else  in  the  world  to 
care  for.    And  so  I  sought  you  out.** 

^^Well,"  said  Amy  breathlessly,  observing 
that  he  paused. 

*^  Well,  I  came,  as  I  have  said,  to  take  you 
to  n^y  heart  and  home ;  but  being  tired,  or 
willing  to  lengthen  out  the  time,  and  watch 
first  if  you  were  like  her,  sat  down  beneath 
the  Rectory  windows  to  rest  and  listen  awhile 
to  what  you  were  saying,  one  word  of  which  I 
have  never  forgotten  from  that  hour  I" 

^'  Oh  I  what  could  it  have  been  about  ?" 

'*  Myself,  principally  ;  you  spoke  of  me  in 
terms  of  fear  and  abhorrence,  cursing  me  in 
your  childish  way  as  the  destroyer  of  your 
mother  I  and  I  went  forth  again  and  left  you  to 
your  fate  I" 

*^  But  you  have  forgiven  me  since  then 
grandfather  ?'' 

^^  It  would  seem  so,  for  I  have  once  again 
returned  after  a  weary  lapse  of  years  to  gra- 
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tifj  a    childish  wish    which    you    then    ex- 
pressed " 

^^  Ah  I  how  kind  I"  said  Amy,  kissing  the 
hand  which,  although  he  had  suffered  her  to 
retain,  returned  not  her  gentle  pressure,  and 
never  once  noticing  the  sneer  upon  his  thin  and 
scornful  lip.     ^^  But  what  did  I  wish  ?" 

^^  To  be  heiress  of  Castle  Coombe ;  haye 
you  forgotten  ?" 

'*  No  indeed  ;  but  it  was  very  silly  of  me.'* 

^*  And  is  this  your  gratitude  ?^ 

^^  I  am  no  longer  ambitious  grandfather/'  re- 
plied the  girl,  trying  to  speak  gaily,  while  she 
shrank  from  the  expression  of  his  counte- 
nance. 

"  Since  when,  Amy  ?" 

'*  Since  I  have  learned  that  it  is  far  better 
to  be  loved  than  great  P'  replied  his  companion, 
while  she  tossed  back  the  hair  from  her  open 
brow,  and  raised  her  calm,  frank  gaze  to  his. 

^^  But  if  the  two  can  be  united — if  you  can 
be  both  loved  and  great  ?" 
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^'  Still  there  may  be  a  difficulty — we  may 
not  love  ourselves." 

'^  Your  mother's  marriage  was  one  of  affec- 
tion," said  Mr.  Ormington,  in  his  cold,  mea- 
sured tones,  '^  and  yet  she  died  a  neglected, 
deserted,  and  broken  hearted  wife  I'' 

*^  But  yours  was  not—  you  told  me  so  once, 
jind  therefore,  you  were  never  happy.  The 
only  one  you  ever  loved  or  cared  for  married 
another,  leaving  you  lonely  and  without 
hope  r 

*^  Save  of  revenge,  which  you  have  more 
than  half  destroyed ;  but  you  have  a  good 
memory." 

"  Pardon  me,  if  I  have  given  you  pain," 

said  Amy  meekly. 

'*  No,  no,  there  is  no  harm  done  ;  I  am  used 

to  it  by  this  time.     But  you  have  not  asked 

me  who  it  was  that  scorned  me  thus." 

"  I  dared  not" 

*•  Nevertheless,  it  need  be  no  secret  now.   It 
was  the  Countess  of  Castle  Coombe  I" 
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"  And  yet  you  would  have  me  marry  her 

son?" 

« 

^'  I  woi^ld  have  done  so  to  vex  and  humble 
her  haughty  pride ;  and  now  you  shall  do  it 
for  Dunorven's  sake,  the  only  one  who  has  ever 
been  kind  and  thoughtful,  and  never  taunted 
or  ridiculed  me  for  a  moment"  And  a  subdued 
expression  passed  over  the  old  man's  face  as 
he  spoke. 

"  It  is  impossible  1"  said  Amy  firmly  ;  "  I 
am  betrothed  to  another,  and  you  know  it.  He 
sent  me  the  letter  that  you  wrote.  Oh  I  grand- 
father, how  very  nearly  you  had  made  us  both 
miserable  I    But  all  that  is  past  now." 

^'  I  was  mistaken  in  him,"  observed  Mr. 
Ormington  coldly,  ^'.  had  his  affection  been  as 
noble  and  self  sacrificing  as  1  gave  him  credit 
for,  he  would  not  have  stood  thus  in  the  way 
of  your  elevation." 

'^  As  if  that  ever  brought  happiness,  or  I 
could  be  happy  without  him  ?     No,  he  knew 
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better  than  that,  judging  of  me  by  hia  own 
heart." 

The  old  man  turned  away  baffled  for  the 
moment  by  her  calm,  self  controid  and  innocent 
trust.  He  had  thought  that  one  habitually  so 
gentle  would  have  been  more  easily  wielded  to 
his  purpose ;  but  Amy,  although  her  heart 
yearned  towards  her  only  living  relative,  loved 
him  not  as  yet  sufficiently  well  for  him  to  have 
any  power  over  her,  for  thus  only  are  spirits 
such  as  hers  to  be  swayed. 

'^  But  why  did  this  haughty  Countess  re* 
fuse  you  ?**  asked  the  girl  at  length,  in  a  tone 
so  soft,  that  even  her  stem  companion  did  not 
seem  to  resent  the  question,  but  answered  it  as 
though  mechanically. 

'^  I  was  at  that  time  a  widower,  and  older 
than  her  by  many  years,  but  rich,  nevertheless, 
and  th^efore  she  encouraged  and  lured  me  on, 
until  one  came  who  seemed  a  still  more  eligible 
match,  for  in  addition  to  his  youth,  he  had  a 
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coronet  to  offer  to  her  acceptance  ;  and  then 
she  turned,  and  mocked  at  the  hopes  she  herself 
had  raised  ?" 

^^  Oh  I  that  was  wrong  indeed  T 

"  Well,  I  left  her,  cursing  her  for  her  per- 
fidy ;  and  the  curse  was  worked  out  at  length. 
Nearly  four  and  twenty  years  afterwards,  by  a 
singular  turn  of  good  fortune,  or  rather  by  the 
wonder-working  hand  of  a  strange  and  uncon- 
trollable destiny,  this  deed  became  mine,  making 
me  heir  of  Castle  Coombe,  with  all  its  broad 
lands  and  territories.  But  I  am  an  old  man 
and  cannot  live  long  ;  so  it  shall  be  yours  if 
you  obey  me  !'^ 

^'  And    poor  Lord  Dunorven  ?''  asked  the 
wondering  Amy,  in  a  compassionate  tone. 

*'  Ah  1  you  pity  him  then.     Well,  it  is  easy 
to  give  him  back  his  own.'' 

'^  And  may  I,  dear  grandfather  ?" 

**  Would  you,  Amy  ?" 

"  Willingly  !  joyfully  !" 

''  It  is  well ;  I  have  meant  it  should  be  so 
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all  along.    It  is  your  marriage  portion,    and 
becomes  his  upon  your  wedding  day  I" 

'*  Oh  I  not  80.     Let  it  be  a  free  gift.*' 

^'  And  are  you  vain  enough  to  think  this 
little  hand  of  more  worth  than  an  estate  which 
princes  might  envy  ?" 

'^  Yes,  to  him  on  whom  I  mean  to  bestow 
it.*' 

'^  Amy,'*  said  the  old  man  passionately,  '*  you 
dare  not  bestow  it  without  my  consent !     Al- 
ready, by  your  rashness,   have  you  destroyed 
my   well  devised  plan  of  vengeance.     Even 
believing  you  to  be  have  been  an  unknown  and 
penniless    orphan,    the    offspring    of    shame, 
perhaps,  of  vice,  her  pride  would  have  given 
way ;  it  must,  and  you  would  have  been  his 
bride,  although  her  wrung  and  stubborn  heart 
broke  I  rather  than  divulge  to  the  world,  and 
more  than  all  to  Dunorven,  the  ruin   which 
hung  over  his  house.     Now  that  you  are  my 
acknowledged    grandchild,    and  your    father, 
cold-hearted  villun  as  he  was,  yet  bearing  a 
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name  men  call  honorable,  an  ancestry  which 
she  dare  not  scorn,  that  consent  will  be  given 
more  readily.  But  daily  and  hourly  shall  she  yet 
be  made  to  feel  my  power ;  and  Dunorven  still 
be  free  and  happy,  for  you  know  that  he  loves 
you,  he  has  told  you  so  himself,  and  when 
there  could  be  no  suspicion  of  his  disinterested- 
ness." 

^'  But  that  was  long  ago — he  may  have  for- 
gotten it,  or  if  not  it  is  equally  in  vain,  for  I 
will  wed  none  other  than  Cecil  Grey  I"  And  the 
young  girl  arose  up  from  her  knees,  and  stood 
proud  and  erect  before  him,  with  her  eyes  flash- 
ing, and  her  cheeks  crimson  from  excitement. 

For  a  moment  Mr.  Ormington  regarded  her 
with  a  look  of  blended  triumph  and  admiration ; 
while  he  chuckled  within  himself  at  the  idea 
of  his  grandchild  thus  refusing  the  Earl  of 
Castle  Coombe  !  And  scorning  her  son  even 
as  the  proud  mother  had,  years  before,  scorned 
and  rejected  him :  but  the  cold  sneer  returned 
presently  to  his  lip  and  brow. 
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"  Nay,  you  shall  tell  her  so  yourself,"  said 
he,  '^  and  she  shall  plead  for  that  which  I  have 
the  power  to  command,  ay,  and  plead  long, 
even  as  I  did  to  her — ^But  mark  me — in  the  end 
you  yield  T* 

"  Never !"  answered  Amy. 

'^  Then  I  disown — I  cast  you  off  as  a  name- 
less beggar !  See  how  your  generous  lover  will 
receive  you  then." 

^^  Was  I  not  all  this  when  he  wooed  me, 
grandfather  ?  But  not  quite  a  beggar  either, 
thanks  to  your  kindness"  added  she,  with  a 
touch  of  feeling  which  met  with  no  answer- 
ing sympathy  from  her  stony-hearted  com- 
panion. 

*^  It  was  well  I  was  wise  enough  to  send  no 
more,  since  it  would  have  only  served  to  make 
you  more  independent  of  me." 

*'  It  b  your  neglect  which  has  done  that," 
said  Amy.  "  Cecil  stood  my  friend  and  pro- 
tector when  I  had  no  other  in  the  world !  But 
for  him,  and  the  venerable  benefactor  whom  he 
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won  fur  me,  I  might  have  been  starved,  or 
beaten  to  death,  or  sent  perhaps,  at  last  to  the 
parish  workhouse,  and  grown  up  in  vice  and 
ign  3rance.  He  loved  — and  cheered — and  taught 
me  all  I  know  of  those  elegant  accomplishments 
befitting  my  birth,  and  proper  station  in  society. 
And  now  when  the  time  is  coming  to  repay  all 
this  early  kindness  by  the  devotion  of  my  life 
— by  refusing  for  his  sake,  wealth,  honour,  and 
titles,  think  you  that  I  will  not  avail  myself 
of  it?  " 

''  Your  mother  married  thus,''  said  the  old 
man  coldly.     '*  And  what  was  her  fate  ?" 

*^  But  then  it  is  different,  he  was  not  worthy 
of  her.  Whereas  Cecil,  is  too  good — too  noble 
for  me." 

*'  Too  noble,  why  he  is  but  a  lawyer  after  all 
— And  Dunorven  is  an  Earl  in  his  own  right.'' 

^^  I  would  not  have  him  even  if  he  were  a 
king!"  replied  the  dauntless  Amy.  ''But  was 
speaking  of  mind  rather  than  rank — And  yet 
Dunorven  has  been  very  kind  to  me." 
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"  Well,  well,  we  will  not  argue  the  point 
now,'*  said  Mr.  Ormington,  while  his  whole 
frame  shook,  and  his  keen  grey  eyes  glittered 
strangely.  ^^  You  may  repeat  all  these  ob- 
jections before  tiie  Countess,  and  let  us  see  how 
she  takes  them — But  by  the  Heaven  that  is 
above  us,  you  shall  do  my  will  at  last !" 

Amy  forbore  in  pity  to  agitate  him  by  any 
farther  opposition,  but  her  resolution  remained 
unaltered;  and  gathering  up  her  treasures  in 
haste,  she  withdrew  to  meditate  on  the  startling 
events  of  the  last  few  hours.  Truly  had  the 
Countess  predicted  that  much  might  come  to 
pass  before  that  week  was  up. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 


The  Countess  soon  recovered  from  her  swoon, 
and  leaving  her,  at  her  own  request,  to  try  and 
rest  for  a  little  while,  the  three  girls  retired  to 
the  recess  of  the  deep  oriel  window,  to  talk 
over  the  strange  events  of  the  morning. 

*VTo  think  of  Mr.  Ormington's  being  her 
grandfather,  aft3r  all !''  said  Lady  Charlotte, 
^^  no  wonder  she  should  have  always  had  an 
instinctive   dread  of  this   unknown   relative  ; 


166  THE  GRANDFATHER. 

but  he  must  have  been  aware  of  the  relation- 
ship all  along,  for  he  could  not  have  failed  to 
recognise  the  name,  and  Dunorven  told  him  her 
whole  history.  He  could  not  have  had  much 
love  for  her." 

*'  But  he  is  very  rich,"  said  Lady  Anne, 
^^  and  very  old,  so  Miss  Fitzallan  jiust  bear 
with  him  for  the  present  for  her  own  sake.*' 

**  She  will  endeavour  to  do  so  for  his,"  ob- 
served the  less  worldly  Miss  St.  Aubyn,  '*  and 
I  do  think  the  old  man  likes  her  as  much  as  it 
is  in  his  nature  to  like  any  one.** 

'*  At  any  rate  I  am  glad  she  is  to  keep  her 
pretty  name/'  continued  Lady  Charlotte,  •*  for 
us  I  used  often  to  tell  Dunorven,  just  to  vex 
him,  who  knows  but  what  she  might  turn  out 
to  be  a  Smith,  or  a  Jones,  or  a  Dobbsl  at 
which  he  always  grew  quite  angry,  that  is  as 
angry  as  my  dear,  good  natured  brother  can ; 
and  bid  me  look  in  her  face  to  see  if  this  was 
at  all  likely." 

^'  But,  perhaps,  she  may  not  keep  her  pretty 
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name,  as  you  call  it,"    suggested    Miss    St. 
Aubyn,  with  a  bright  smile. 

**  True,"  said  Lady  Aune,  **  for  the  rich  Mr. 
Ormington*s  grandchild,  and  acknowledged 
heiress,  will  of  course  be  quite  a  different  sort 
of  person  from  the  poor,  unknown  Amy  Fitz- 
allan." 

^'  Ah  I  she  would  not  change  it  for  any  one 
who  could  think  thus/'  replied  her  sister  indig- 
nantly. ^'  And  her  kind,  cheerful  temper,  and 
rare  beauty,  make  her  a  fortune  in  herself! 
I  have  heard  Dunorven  say  so  a  thousand 
times." 

'*  Why  you  do  nothing  but  quote  Dunorven, 
Charlotte." 

^'  Because  he  is  always  talking  about  her/' 

"Yes  how  glad  he  will  be,"  said  Miss  St. 
Aubyn,  "  when  he  hears  of  this.  And  how 
surprised  too." 

'*  How  lucky  it  was  for  Amy,"  added  Lady 
Charlotte,  "  that  that  wicked  woman  should 
send  back  the  jewels,  after  keeping  them  so 
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many  years.  Or  perhaps,  Mr.  Ormington,  who 
is  proverbially  strange  and  eccentric,  might  have 
taken  it  into  his  head  to  die  at  last  without 
acknowledging  her." 

^*  1  do  not  think  that  ^  lucky'  is  the  right 
term  to  use  in  speaking  of  all  this,"  said  Miss 
St.  Aubyn,  gently.  *^  It  seems  to  me  to  be 
one  of  those  well  ordered  dispensations  of 
Providence,  the  beauty  and  minuteness  of  which 
we  fail  to  discover  until  the  glorious  whole, 
that  we  have  helped,  perhaps,  ourselves  to  work 
out,  is  manifested  at  length  before  our  eyes. 
Mrs.  Jelf,  in  sending  Amy  with  the  wine  and 
medicines  to  the  sick  woman,  was  one  of  the 
many  agents  employed  by  a  higher  power  to 
bring  about  this  denouement  Her  own  kind 
voice  and  manner  another,  awakening  as  it 
could  scarcely  fail  to  do  the  troubled  conscience 
of  the  invalid  to  a  sense  of  its  own  guilt,  and 
a  yearning  in  some  measure  to  atone  for  it 
Then  the  old  man's  visit,  even  against  the 
wishes  of  your  dear  mamma  I    His  prolonged 
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stay,  which  we  all  grumbled  at,  at  the  time; — 
all  these  were  but  links  in  the  tangled  chain  of 
events.  And  this  same  kind,  and  wisely  direct- 
ing Providence  is  over  us  all,  so  that  nothing 
happens,  however  grievous  and  hardly  to  be 
borne  it  may  seem  at  the  time,  that  is  not 
eventually  for  our  good  and  happiness." 

^'  If  all  had  your  faith,  dear  Clara  I  there 
would  be  fewer  grumblers  in  the  world,"  said 
Lady  Charlotte,  passing  her  arm  affectionately 
around  the  waist  of  her  friend. 

''  Ah !  but  this  is  only  my  belief,  we  cannot 
all  act  up  to  our  own  high  standard.  I  too, 
weep  with  the  rest  when  sorrow  comes,  even 
knowing  as  I  do  that  it  is  from  Heaven ;  but 
not  as  one  without  hope.  And  I  cannot  but 
think  that  grief  at  such  times  is  natural  to  us 
all,  and  forgiven  by  Him,  who  also  wept." 

"  Hush  !"  interrupted  Lady  Anne.  **  I  fear 
we  are  talking  too  loud,  and  disturbing  dear 
mamma !'' 

VOL.   Ill,  I 
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*'  Noy"  said  the  Countess,  "  not  disturbing 
me,  for  I  cannot  rest.  But  go  with  your  sister. 
Miss  Fitzallan  may  want  you  by  this  time,  and 
Clara  will  remain  and  take  care  of  me." 

*'  Oh,  yes !  and  I  will  engage  to  be  so 
quiet** 

'*  But  I  want  to  talk  to  you — I  want  you  to 
talk  to  me.  That  was  a  beautiful  faith  of  which 
you  spoke.  I  heard  it  many  years  ago  when  I 
was  a  child,  but  not  since.  And  you  believe  in 
it?  You  believe  all  trouble  to  be  of  Qod^s 
appointing,  and  for  our  good?" 

^'  There  is  no  doubt  of  that.  But  the  worst 
of  it  is  we  cannot  always  think  so  at  the  right 
time.  The  conviction  never  fails  however  to 
come  home  to  us  at  last,  bringing  with  it  its 
own  comfort." 

'^  Such  a  creed,"  said  the  Countess  musingly, 
<^  seems  calculated  to  rob  misfortunes  of  half 
their  bitterness.  And  yet,  how  can  sorrow  and 
disappointment  ever  be  for  our  good  ?" 
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*^  If  in  no  other  way,  by  bringing  us  nearer 
Him,**  replied  her  companion  meekly. 

*^  That  is  they  make  us  wish  for  death?" 

''  Or  at  least  cease  to  fear  if 

The  Countess  buried  her  face  in  the  silken 
pillows  of  the  couch,  and  relapsed  into  silence. 

^'  Ckra,"  exclaimed  she,  looking  up  at 
length,  '^  you  have  been  here  a  long  time 
now." 

'^  YeS|  so  my  guardian  was  telling  me  yes- 
terday, when  he  wrote.  And  yet  it  seems  such 
a  little  while  I" 

**  Did  he  urge  your  return  ?" 

^*  No,  he  was  only  glad  to  hear  that  I  was  so 
well  and  happy.  But  why  do  you  ask  this  ? 
Are  you  tired  of  me  ?"  And  the  girl  looked 
up  with  a  bright  smile  which  faded  before  the 
pallid  agony  of  that  wan  and  colorless  face. 

'*  You  know  that  I  would  have  you  always 
with  me,  if  it  were  possible — ^but — ^" 

«  But  what,  dear  friend  ?" 
I  3 
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"  Forgive  me,  my  child,  but  it  is  best  you 
should  leave  us  for  a  little  time." 

''  Only  for  a  little  time  ?" 

The  Countess  averted  her  head  from  that 
eager  glance. 

^'  Yes,  it  must  be  best  if  you  think  so,  and 
at  any  rate  we  shall  be  sure  to  meet  in  a  few 
months,''  added  she,  striving  to  hide  her  own 
sorrow  and  disappointment,  rather  than  add  to 
the  deep  and  evident  affliction  of  her  com- 
panion, *'  and  yet  they  will  seem  years  to  me ! 
And  even  if  you  should  decide  upon  not  having 
Lady  Anne  presented  this  season,  I  may  come 
back  to  you— may  I  not?" 

"  If  you  wish  it,  Clara." 

^^  Oh !  you  think  I  shall  be  so  gay  just  then. 
But  indeed,  indeed,  I  would  much  rather  be 
here  with  you  all !  Have  you  told  Lord  Du- 
norven  that  you  mean  to  send  me  away  ?^ 

"  No,  not  yet." 

^'  I  think  he  will  miss  me.  But  no  doubt  it 
is  best" 
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''  Mach  best,  dear  child !  and  it  is  for  your 
own  sake  alone  that  I  consent  to  part  with 
you.**" 

*'  And  are  all  these  tears  for  me?"  asked 
Miss  St  Aubyn,  kissing  them  fondly  away. 
^'  This  most  not  be,  I  am  not  worthy  of  them. 
You  shall  see  how  bravely  I  will  bear  this 
separation;  no  you  will  not  see,  but  I  will 
make  my  guardian  write  and  tell  you  how  well 
and  lively  I  auL  After  all,  it  is  only  for  a  little 
while,  and  it  might  seem  strange  my  staying 
here  so  long/'  added  the  girl  with  a  crimson 
blush,  ^*  just  as  if  I  was  one  of  the  family.'' 

Poor  Clara  I  perhaps  she  more  than  half  ex- 
pected her  companion  would  have  said,  what 
her  own  too  sanguine  heart  had  already  whis- 
pered, "  and  you  will  be,  one  of  these*  days.'' 
Instead  of  which  she  only  shuddered,  as  if  with 
a  sudden  chill,  although  it  was  a  bright,  sunny 
day  as  could  well  be,  and  the  girl  feared  that 
she  must  be  very  ill  indeed. 
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'^  How  soon  cao  you  go  ?"  asked  the  Countees 
at  length,  in  a  somewhat  abrupt  tone. 

'^  Oh  I  let  me  see,  it  b  too  late  to  write  by 
to-day's  post,  but  if  I  send  off  a  letter  to- 
morrow my  guardian  will  come  for  me  any 
time  after  that  which  I  may  appoint  ** 

'^  You  have  a  good  hour  to  spare/  said  her 
companion,  looking  at  her  watcL  ^'  And  the 
boy  might  have  the  horse  r^y  to  gallop  over 
with  it  to  the  post  office,  directly  you  have 
finished.'' 

^^  OhI  not  to-day  r  petitioned  poor  Clara. 
*'  Surely  there  is  no  such  very  great  hurry.  I 
was  about  to  ask  you  to  give  me  one  more  week, 
and  then  I  will  promise  to  obey  you  without  a 
murmur." 

'^  It  may  be  too  late  then,"  observed  her 
companion. 

^*  Too  late  for  what,  dear  friend  ?" 

^^  No  matter,  you  shall  have  this  week."  For 
the  Countess  recollected  at  that  moment  how  a 
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similar  period  had  been  granted  to  her,  and 
how  much  had  come  to  pass  therein.  "  And  it 
may  be,"  thought  she,  with  more  of  superstition 
th&ti  religion,  ^^  that  a  higher  power  dictated 
the  request." 

'VThat  is  kind  indeed." 

^^  Perhaps  not,"  replied  her  companion  sadly. 

^'  Oh !  yes,  and  I  am  so  grateful  for  it." 
«''  My  poor  child!"  exclaimed  the  Countess 
fondly,  as  she  kissed  her  cheek.     ''  But  go 
away  now  and  tell  the  girls,  they  will  be  sorry 
to  lose  yon,  and  yet  it  must  be." 

**  Why  must  it  be  ?*'  thought  Ckra,  without 
daring  to  give  utterance  to  the  question. 
'^  And  yet  in  her  love  for  me  she  is  doubtless 
acting  for  the  best,  and  our  separation  will  not 
be  for  long." 

The  Countess  watched  her  with  tearful  eyes 
as  she  glided  noiselessly  away.  '^  After  all/ 
murmured  she,  *^  one  sacrifice  is  required,  and 
it  must,  need  be  this  young  and  gentle  girL 
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And  even  did  she  know  it,  I  cannot  but  think 
it  would  be  cheerfully  made  for  Danorven'a 
Bake.    Her  own  sweet  faith  and  trust  will  bring 
her  comfort    Blessed  are  they  who  have  thb ' 
rock  on  which  to  lean  T 

The  secret  of  Amy's  real  birth,  a  secret  no 
longer,  now  travelled  like  the  wind ;  and  Mrs. 
Jelf  came  up  into  her  room,  with  a  brighter 
smile  than  that  generally  immoveable  countc* 
nance  had  worn  for  many  a  long  month,  to 
congratulate  her  upon  the  discovery. 

'^  And  you  wiU  be  a  real  lady  after  all^  Miss 
Amy,"  said  she,  '^  as  we  predicted  from  the 
very  first.  How  pleased  Mr.  Grey  will  be 
when  he  hears  of  it!" 

^^  I  do  not  exactly  know  that,^  replied  Amy 
inadvertently.  ^^  That  is  I  do  not  believe  he 
will  care  two  straws  about  it.  And  how  de- 
lightful to  be  loved  for  oneself  alone  I" 

^'  But  then  who  could  help  loving  you  ?" 

^*  Not  you,  dear  Jelfy !  most  certainly,"  said 
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the  happy  girl  flinging  her  arms  caressingly 
around  her  neck;  while  the  worthy  house- 
keeper forgot  her  anger,  and  her  clean  collar 
both  at  once,  and  actually  wept  tears  of  joy 
with  her  young  favorite.  For  all  poor  Amy's 
troubles  had  yanished  from  her  mind,  leaving 
that  sort  of  happy  and  joyous  feeling  which 
was  never  long  absent  there. 

^  I  wish  you  would  let  Martha  come  up  to 
me  for  a  few  moments/'  said  Amy,  as  Mrs. 
Jelf  arose  at  length  to  go.  **  She  was  so  kind 
to  me  after  poor  dear  mamma  died,  and  will  be 
quite  pleased  to  look  at  my  treasures ;  and  still 
more  at  my  thinking  of  her.** 

'^  Yes,  to  be  sure  she  shall ;  I  assure  you  that 
I  think  very  highly  of  Martha,  and  have,  had 
it  in  my  head  for  some  time  past,  to  raise  her 
to  a  situation  in  the  Countess's  establishment, 
more  befitting  her  unwearied  skill  and  industry. 
And  you  can  tell  her  this  if  you  like— if  it 
will  be  any  gratification  to  you  to  do  so." 

I  5 
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^^  Oh,  yes  I  I  shall  like  it  oertainlj,  and  so 
will  she  too.  You  are  always  thinking  of  some- 
thing to  give  me  pleasure  I  do  belioTe." 

*'  But  then  it  is  so  easily  done." 

Ah !  therein  lay  the  spell,  it  ts  so  easy  to 
please  some  people;  so  difficult,  nay  almost 
impossible  even  to  satisfy  others.  And  we 
naturally  take  a  pleasure  in  doing  the  one  most 
agreeable  to  ourselves,  that  is  the  one  that  may 
be  achieved  with  the  least  individual  troublei 
and  yet  bring  forth  the  brightest  results.  And 
then  again,  there  are  one  or  two  in  the  world 
whom  we  feel  sure  to  please  do  what  we  will— 
and  how  we  love  them  in  consequence ! 

Amy  was  amply  repaid  for  her  thoughtful- 
ness,  in  witnessing  the  wonder  and  delight  of 
the  simple  Martha,  as  she  opened  her  large 
round  eyes  to  their  fullest  extent,  at  the  sight 
of  that  glitteiing  casket. 

^^  And  these  are  all  really  yours,  Miss 
Amy  ?** 
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*'  Yea,  my  very  own." 

"  To  think  of  that  wicked  woman  daring  to 
rob  the  dead  and  the  orphan  I  No  wonder 
nothing  ever  prospered  with  her  afterwards.'^ 

"  Bat  it  may  now  that  she  has  repented  afid 
made  all  the  restitution  in  her  power.  She  says 
that  everything  is  here  which  she  took  away, 
but  a  few  coins  that  she  sold  for  old  gold,  being 
very  poor  at  the  time.  And  I  mean  to  ask  my 
grandfather  to  give  me  some  money  to  send 
her.'* 

^^  And  do  you  think  he  will,  Miss  ?" 

'^  Ah  I  well  thought  of/'  said  the  girl  more 
gravely,  ^^  at  any  rate  he  will  not  refuse  to 
lend  it  to  me  until  such  time  as  I  can  get  Mr. 
AUeyne  to  send  to  the  bank  for  mine.  For  I 
should  like  to  answer  her  as  soon  as  possible, 
since  she  is  ill  and  suffering ;  and  look  at  this 
little  bead  purse,  Martha,  no  doubt  the  work 
of  my  dear  mamma's  own  hands,  for  there  are 
several  things  here  made  by    her.    Well,    I 
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mean  to  giye  it  to  you  with  something  bright 
and  shining  at  the  bottom,  when  I  get  it,  in 
remembrance  of  your  care  and  kindness  to  her 
orphan  child ;  and  you  must  keep  it  for  both 
our  sakes." 

*'  Well  to  be  sure !  who  would  have  thought 
that  this  day  would  ever  come  ?"  ezdaimed  the 
simple-hearted  domestic,  as  the  tears  coursed 
each  other  down  her  rough  cheeks.  **  But  I 
cannot  remember  that  I  did  any  thing  to 
deserve  this." 

^*  Oh  yes  I  indeed  Martha,  for  a  kind  word 
was  more  than  gold  to  me  then ;  but  go  away 
now,  and  see  that  this  letter  is  forwarded  to 
the  rectory  as  soon  as  possible,"  and  Amy 
hurried  her  off  to  escape  her  thanks  and  bless- 
ings, sweetly  as  they  fell  upon  her  own 
heart 

What  happiness  it  would  have  been  to  have 
sat  down  and  told  all  to  Cecil.  How  it  bad 
come  to  pass  even  as  she  had  dreamt  years  ago, 
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and  she  had  been  called  upon  to  sacrifice 
wealthy  honour,  and  rank  for  his  sake.  For 
the  young  glory  in  these  things  ;  while  even 
the  most  generous  actions  of  those  advanced  in 
years  are  dimmed  by  a  cautiousness,  lest  after 
all  it  may  not  turn  out  exactly  right  in  the 
end.  But  she  knew  that  he  must  be  very  busy 
just  then,  and  how  necessary  it  was  that  his 
mind  should  be  kept  clear  and  unoccupied; 
and  in  spite  of  all  her  protestations  of  affection, 
such  was  Cecil's  nature,  that  he  would  still 
have  worried  himself  with  a  thousand  doubts, 
so  that  she  resolved  to  say  nothing  to  him  about 
it^  at  least  at  present ;  and  none  but  those  who 
have  some  dear  friend  to  whom  they  love  to 
tell  every  secret  of  their  inmost  hearts,  and  fly 
to  in  times  of  joy  or  trouble  for  sympathy  and 
assistance,  can  comprehend  the  whole  extent  of 
Amy's  heroic  self-sacrifice ;  yes  it  is  quite  pos- 
sible to  be  a  heroine,  and  to  make  sacrifices 
upon  occasions  which  to  others  may  appear 
trivial  and  common-place  enough. 


1S2  TSUB  ORANBFATHSB. 

Amy  never  doubted  for  a  moment  but  what 
her  grandfather  would  eventuaUy  restore  the 
estates  of  Castle  Coombe  to  their  rightful 
owner,  knowing  his  affection  for  Dunorren,  and 
hoped  that  it  would  be  so ;  and  although  anti- 
cipating much  opposition  at  first,  felt  almost 
sure  that  in  the  end  he  would  yield  his  consent 
to  her  marriage  with  Cecil,  when  he  saw  how 
firm  she  was  in  her  rejection  of  the  Earl,  and 
how  much  her  future  happiness  depended  upon 
it.  Besides  perhaps  giving  them  a  sum  sufii- 
cient  to  lighten  many  of  the  difficulties  in  her 
lover's  early  career.  For  young  and  inexperi- 
enced as  she  was,  she  knew  that  fortunes  are 
not  to  be  made  in  a  day,  even  with  the  assis- 
tance of  all  the  talent  and  eloquence  in  the 
world,  and  thought  it  but  natural  that  a  portion 
of  the  old  man's  riches  should  be  bestowed  upon 
his  grandchild. 

**  If  not,"  thought  she,  "  neither  Cecil  or 
Mr.  Alley ne  will  love  me  [any  the  less,  and  so 
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that  we  are  together  I  do  not  shrink  from 
poverty  or  hardship." 

The  young  Earl,  on  his  return  from  his  ride, 
seeing  the  door  open,  just  peeped  into  his 
mother's  boudoir  as  he  passed;  and  sitting 
upright  on  the  couch  she  beckoned  him 
in. 

*^  A  plague  take  these  noisy  boots  of  mine 
for  disturbing  you ;  but  I  am  not  fit  to  tread 
over  your  dainty  carpets  in  them,  having  beeu 
riding  hard." 

^*  Dunorven,''|ezclaimed  the  Countess,  '*  how 
often  have  I  warned  you — how  often  have  you 
promised  me  not  to  do  that  ?" 

^'  Nay,  forgive  me,  dear  mother." 

'*  You  are  but  just  come  in  you  say — then 
you  have  not  heard  the  news  ?" 

'*  No,  what  news  ?" 

^'  That  which  concerns  one  whom  you 
love." 

^^  Is  Trevallion  come  then  ?" 
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^*  No,  you  most  gueas  agam.** 

*^  Then  some  one  has  proposed  for  Char- 
lotte." 

^^  Your  head  seems  full  of  marriages, 
Dunorven." 

'^  I  am  wrong  again  I  suppose.  Perhaps  it 
concerns  Clara  St  Aubyn  ?" 

*'  Why  yon  do  not  love  her  ?" 

'*  Indeed  I  do,  and  more  than  I  ever  thought 
I  should  once.'' 

^'  She  is  going  away,''  said  the  Countess, 
watching  eagerly  for  his  reply.  What  if  poor 
Clara  should  not  have  been  too  sanguine  afler 
all?  What  if  he  did  indeed  love  her  as  she 
had  dreamed  ? 

*^  Nay,  1  am  sorry  for  that,"  replied  the 
young  Earl  carelessly,  *^  but  she  has  been  here 
a  long  time  too.  I  wonder  how  Mr.  Graham, 
her  guardian,  manages  to  do  without  her." 

His  mother  sank  back  on  the  conch  with  a 
sigh. 
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^'  Well,  but  this  news.  It  must  be  about 
Miss  Fitzallan  then? — nay  I  am  sure  it  is," 
and  it  was  Dunorven's  turn  to  look  anxious 
now,  and  hang  breathlessly  forward  to  await 
the  lingering  reply. 

^'  Yes,  she  has  discovered  her  grandfather  at 
last,  in  the  person  of  Mr,  Ormington,  with 
whose  family  hbtory  you  cannot  be  unac- 
quainted, although  I  had  never  the  remotest 
suspicion  of  the  relationship  existing  between 
them,  or  the  girl  herself  until  this  morning. 
But  he  was  always  a  strange,  eccentric 
being." 

'^  Mother,**  said  Dunorven,  and  his  voice 
faltered  as  he  spoke,  ^^  you  do  not  ask  me  if  I 
love  Amy  Fitzallan.^ 

^'  The  question  is  not  needed  I  fear." 

"  You  fear — oh  I  do  you  still  withhold  your 
consent  when  the  very  objection  which  you 
urged  against  her  must  be  now  removed  ?" 

'^  Not  if  it  will  make  you  happy,  Dunorven,'' 
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and  then,  as  she  glanced  upon  his  radiant  brow, 
and  felt  his  passionate  kisses  upon  her  cheek 
and  lips,  the  mother's  pride  melted  away  before 
her  deep  affection,  and  ere  they  parted  she  had 
promised  to  leam^  for  his  sake,  to  love  Amy  as 
a  daughter. 
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CHAPTER   X. 


Mb.  Ormjnoton  did  not  again  make  his  ap- 
pearance among  the  family  upon  that  day,  but 
confining  himself  to  his  own  apartment  sent  for 
Amy  to  make  tea  for  him ;  and  when  the  girl 
came  in  for  a  few  moments  after  he  had  retired 
they  could  observe  that  her  face  was  pale,  and 
her  eyes  swollen  with  weeping. 
*^  Do  not  mind  that  cross  old  curmudgeon, 
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though  he  is  your  grandfather,"  whispered 
Lady  Charlotte  soothingly.  "  Has  he  been 
scolding  you  very  much  ?" 

^*  N09  not  scolding — ^but  I  cannot  tell  you 
any  thing  to-night,  for  my  head  aches 
terribly." 

The  congratulations  of  the  Countess  were 
kindly  spoken,  as  she  drew  Amy  towards  her 
and  pressed  her  cold  lips  upon  those  throbbing 
temples,  Dunorven  standing  by  and  looking  on 
the  while,  as  happy  as  a  prince,  although  he 
half  wondered  to  see  the  shuddering  fear  with 
which  the  girl  seemed  to  shrink  back  from  the 
proffered  caress. 

^'  You  are  not  well  I  fear»  my  dear  Miss 
Fitzallan  ?"  said  he  anxiously. 

"  Not  very." 

*'  She  has  the  headache  and  must  not  be 
teased,"  observed  Lady  Charlotte.  While 
Clara  St.  Aubyn,  more  thoughtful  in  ber  affec- 
tion, although  we  much  question  whether  the 
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young  Earl  thanked  her  in  his  heart  for  such 
prudence,  proposed  Amy's  retiring  immediately 
to  rest,  and  even  accompanied  her  to  her  own 
apartment 

Why  had  she  so  loved  her,  even  from  the 
very  beginning?  Was  it  because  Dunorven 
did  ?  We  think  it  must  have  been  so,  it  seems 
very  natural.  For  ourselves  we  always  keep 
a  warm  corner  in  our  hearts  for  the  beloved  of 
our  dearest  friends. 

IVliss  St.  Aubyn  would  not  leave  her  until 
she  might  carry  away  the  light  lest  it  should 
prevent  her  sleeping,  or  tempt  her  into  writing 
or  reading,  instead  of  seeking  the  rest  which 
she  so  much  needed ;  and  then,  when  she  would 
have  departed  with  a  kind  kiss,  and  a  whispered 
good  night,  Amy  suddenly  flung  her  arms 
around  her  neck  as  she  bent  over  her,  drawing 
down  her  face  towards  her  own,  and  said  in  a 
low  voice. 

'^  One  question,  dear  Clara,  and  forgiveness 
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for  venturing  to  utter  it.  You  love  Dunorven. 
Nay,  there  is  no  shame  in  owning  it  for  he  is 
worthy  of  you.* 
"  Oh,  too  good— -too  good  for  me." 
*^  That  is  impossible,  but  I  am  quite  satisfied 
now.  Good  night,  dear  friend,  and  hope  every 
thing." 

The  following  morning  within  an  hour  of 
the  expiration  of  the  week  he  had  given  her, 
the  Countess  of  Castle  Coombe  stood  with  her 
usual  proud  and  haughty  bearing  before  the 
door  of  Mr.  Ormington's  sitting-room,  into 
which  few  cared  to  intrude  since  he  had  made 
it  his  own,  and  knocked  gently  for  admission. 

^'  Come  in,"  said  the  old  man,  without  rising 
from  his  chair.  '^  I  admire  punctuality  above 
all  things." 

Amy  arose  up  hastily  from  her  knees  before 
him,  and  upon  his  bidding  her  somewhat 
harshly  remain  where  she  was,  retired  to  the 
further  end  of  the  apartment,  and  bowing  down 
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her  head  upon  her  hands  continued  to  weep 
convulsively. 

^'  Yon  need  not  fear  speaking  before  her," 
said  Mr.  Ormington,  observing  that  his  visiter 
paused,  ^'  for  she  knows  all,  even  from  the 
very  beginning.  You  have  decided  I  sup- 
pose ?" 

^^  I  have,  and  in  the  union  of  our  children 
am  willing  to  bury  all  that  is  past  in  eternal 
oblivion.     Let  us  be  friends." 

'^  With  all  my  heart,"  said  the  old  man,  and 
yet  that  white  hand  so  frankly  extended  was 
untaken,  he  could  not  have  touched  it  for  the 
world.     •*  You  hear  us,  Miss  Fitzallan  ?" 

The  girl  shuddered  but  answered  not. 

'^  She  does  not  look  much  like  a  bride,  the 
bride  of  the  proud  Earl  of  Castle  Coombe," 
continued  Mr.  Ormington  directing  the  atten- 
tion of  the  Countess  to  his  weeping  grand- 
child. 

*^  Poor  girl,  she  is  timid.  This  has  been  a 
great  change  for  her,'' 
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^*  Not  exactly  that,  bat  I  fancy  she  has  no 
mind  for  a  wedding  just  yet  Perhaps  she 
thinks  you  may  still  hesitate  to  receive  her  into 
your  family." 

*'  Nay,  that  is  foolish,  my  dear  Miss  Fitz- 
allan !"  said  the  Countess,  passing  her  arm 
around  the  trembling  form  of  the  still  sobbing 
Amy,  while  the  old  man's  eyes  actuaUy  glittered 
with  malicious  triumph.  "  You  know  it  is 
different  now,  and  as  Mr.  Ormington's  acknow- 
ledged grandchild — as  his  heiress,  you  must  be 
a  fitting  match  even  for  Dunorven.  Forgive 
me  that  I  once  thought  otherwise." 

"  What  still  silent  girl !  Have  you  no  words 
in  which  to  thank  her  ladyship  for  her  con- 
descension? In  which  to  pour  forth  your 
gratitude  for  her  tardy  sanction  to  the  addresses 
of  your  noble  lover?" 

*^  Oh,  grandfather,  spare  me !  spare  us 
both«"  exclaimed  poor  Amy,  in  an  excited  tone. 
"  I  have  told  you  before,  and  I  repeat  it  again 
— I  never  will  marry  Lord  Dunorven  !" 
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You  hear  her,  Henriette,  and  that  it  is 
from  no  fault  of  mine  if  our  treaty  becomes 
void.'* 

'^  Nay,  she  must  be  mad  to  speak  thus. 
What,  Amy  Fitzallan  refuse  the  Earl  of  Castle 
Coombe  ?" 

*'  Aye,  it  does  seem  marvellous.  And  for  the 
second  time — is  it  not  so  child  ?" 

The  girl  averted  her  pale  face  and  answered 
not. 

''  With  her  hand  alone,"  continued  the  old 
man  vehemently^  ^*  shall  the  lands  of  Castle 
Coombe  be  restored  to  their  rightful  heir,  I 
have  sworn  it,  and  his  fate  therefore  rests  with 
her.  Nevertheless  if  she  persists  in  her  dis- 
obedience the  punishment  must  fall  equally 
upon  bothy  for  both  will  be  beggars,  and  I 
would  sooner  leave  my  wealth  to  build  hospi- 
tals and  alms  houses,  as  most  bad  men 
do,    thinking  thus  to  propitiate  heaven,  than 
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either  should  be  one  shilling  the  richer   for 
if 

"  Grandfather/'  said  Amy  clinging  to  him, 
**  I  do  not  want  your  money — indeed — ^indeed 
I  do  not  I — I  that  have  been  so  happy  hitherto 
without  it.  Only  give  him  the  estate,  and  let 
who  will  have  the  rest.'' 

^^  And  you  remain  still  a  dependant  on  his 
mother's  bounty  ?" 

"  No  indeed,  if  you  would  but  suffer  me  to 
stay  and  nurse,  and  take  care  of  you,  as  it  is 
my  duty — but  not  for  your  gold,  grandfather — 
only  in  the  hope  of  winning  your  love — of 
making  you  happier ;  then  there  is  still  a  home 
always  ready  for  me  at  the  rectory ;  and  bye 
and  bye  one  of  my  own  which  queens  might 
envy  me  I"  and  the  girl  tossed  back  the  hair  fix)m 
her  brow  with  an  eager,  hopeful  look,  which 
was  clouded  again  by  one  glance  at  the  stony 
countenance  of  him  to  whom  she  pleaded  thus 
earnestly. 
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^^  Amy,"  aaid  he,  ^*  I  am  not  ^ven  to  yield 
up  my  will  for  a  few  tears  and  prayers ;  what 
I  have  said  I  will  abide  by.  Bealise  your 
dream  of  love  in  a  cottage  if  you  will,  but 
remember  that  you  condemn  Dunorven  to  the 
same  obscurity,  and  not  only  him,  but  the 
sisters  whom  you  profess  to  love.'' 

^^  Oh !  no,  lio,  it  cannot  be,"  replied  the  half 
distracted  girl,  turning  appealingly  to  the 
Countess.  "  Lady  Anne  will  marry  Mr. 
Trevallion — and — '* 

'^  Not  with  the  slightest  shadow  of  disgrace 
upon  her  name,"  interrupted  Mr.  Ormington. 
*^  Have  you  so.  soon  forgotten  his  own 
words  ?" 

**  If  he  loved  her  they  were  but  words." 

'^  iPshaw  I  man's  love  is  not  like  that  of  a  silly 
and  romantic  girl.  It  demands  sacrifices,  but 
makes  none.  He  would  cast  her  off  with  scorn 
— and  she —but  it  is  an  old  and  foolish  tale,  to 
think  one  ever  really  dies  of  a  broken  heart. 
K  3 
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I  do  believe  it  makes  them  live  all  the  longer, 
a  curse  to  themselves  and  every  one  about 
them  P 

^^  But  Dunorven  at  least  would  not  be  left 
wholly  destitute,"  said  Amy,  clinging  in  her 
despair  to  a  thousand  wild,  vain  hopes,  "  he 
would  marry  Miss  St.  Aubyn,  who  has  wealth 
enough  for  both." 

"  He  will  marry  Amy  Fitzallan  and  no  one 
else !"  exclaimed  the  old  man.  '*  I  had  it 
this  very  morning  from  his  own  lips.  And 
such  devotion  surely  deserves  some  better 
reward." 

^'  But  I  told  him  months  ago  I  could  not 
love  him." 

Mr.  Ormington  looked  at  the  Countess,  as  a 
proud,  angry  flush  passed  over  her  high  white 
brow. 

**  Well,  you  shall  recal  those  words." 

*'  Never  I  never  I"  exclaimed  the  girl  pas- 
sionately. 
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*^  And  you  would  sacrifice  one  who  loves 
you  80  much,  so  disinterestedly — the  family  to 
whom  some  little  gratitude  is  surely  due — the 
grandfather  who  has  a  right  to  your  obedience 
— for  a  man  who  may,  perhaps,  have  forgotten 
all  about  you  long  before  this  ?" 

**  Oh  !  no,  why  it  was  but  this  very  morning 
that  he  wrote  to  me,"  said  Amy,  simply. 

'^  I  dare  not  ask  to  see  the  letter,  I 
suppose?" 

*  The  girl  hesitated  a  moment  before  she  put 
it  into  his  hands,  but  it  was  only  a  moment. 
And  then  how  eagerly  did  she  watch  his  half 
averted  face  as  he  perused  it.  And  the 
Countess  too,  the  latter  trembling  more  than 
once,  at  that  which  made  Amy  very  glad  and 
hopeful* 

*^  It  is  well  written,"  said  Mr.  Ormington 
coldly,  as  he  returned  it  at  length.  ^*  This 
Mr.  Grey  has  evidently  a  good  command  of 
language,  and  will  no  doubt  make  a  wonder- 
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fully  eloquent  and  distinguished  banister ;  tbat 
is  if  he  does  not  many  too  early  in  life,  and 
suffer  himself  to  be  dragged  downwards,  by  the 
rapidly  increasing  cares  of  a  wife  and  family ; 
for  many  a  career  promising  at  its  commence- 
ment to  be  equally  brilliant  has  been  ruined 
thus.     He  is  very  sanguine  too,  it  would  seem» 

m 

but  it  is  the  common  fault  of  youth,  who  think 
a  house  is  to  be  rented,  furnished,  and  kept 
with  as  much  ease  as  they  build  up  their 
castles  in  the  air.  A  few  thousands  would  be 
more  beneficial  than  even  this  little  hand  at 
present,  Amy.** 

''  But  what  if  you  were  to  be  generous,  dear 
grandfather,  and  give  him  both  ?  And  then,  letting 
Dunorven  enjoy  his  own  estate,  come  and  spend 
all  the  rest  of  your  days  with  us.  We  should 
be  so  happy  together  !** 

^'  And  could  you  really  bear  with  all  my  ill 
temper?" 

^*  Oh,  yes !    You  should  be  just  as  cross  aa 
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ever  you  liked.  And  we  in  our  gratitude 
would  think  your  frowns  were  Bmiles,  and  so 
never  resent,  or  even  heed  them,  unless  we 
could  win  you  at  length  to  laugh  in  right  good 
earnest." 

'^  Said  I  not  you  were  a  skilful  architect  at 
raising  these  ariel  fabrics  ?^ 

**  But  why  need  they  be  ariel  ?*' 

''  Because  it  is  my  will  I  Ah  I  now  you 
tremble  again.  Henriette,  can  you  urge 
nothing  to  change  the  obstinate  determination 
of  this  wayward  girl,  who  has  thus  baffled 
all  our  schemes  ?  Have  you  no  claims  to  put 
forward  upon  her  love  and  gratitude  for  past 
kindnesses  ?'' 

'^  Of  what  avail  would  it  be/'  replied  the 
Countess  despairingly,  ^*  if  even  Dunorven  has 
pleaded  in  vain.'' 

^*  Oh  I  forgive  me  t"  exclaimed  Amy.  ^*  And 
advise  me  how  to  act^-what  to  do  I" 

''  Obey  him,  there  is  no  other  hope  left." 
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*^  She  counBelfii  well,  and  from  experi- 
ence,''  said  the  old  man  with  a  withering 
sneer. 

*'  But  in  vain.  I  will  not  break  my  faith 
with  Cecil  Grey !''  And  something  of  his  own 
spirit  kindled  in  the  bright,  flashing  eyes  of  his 
grandchUd. 

^^  Leave  us,**  said  Mr.  Ormington,  turning 
towards  the  Countess,  who  obeyed  him  as 
though  mechanically,  and  retired  with  a 
despairing  glance  towards  the  girl,  who  thus 
by  a  strange  chance,  held  not  only  her  own  fate 
but  that  of  all  she  loved,  in  her  power.  While 
Amy  resuming  her  former  position,  knelt  again 
at  his  feet,  covering  his  withered  hands  with 
her  tears  and  kisses,  nor  did  he  attempt  to 
withdraw  them  from  her  grasp. 

*^  Amy,"  said  he,  *'  I  am  an  old  man,  and 
have  only  you  in  the  whole  world ;  for  why 
should  I  trouble  myself  about  her  son — the  son 
of  the  woman  who  scorned  and  mocked  at  me? 
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Can  you  really  love  me  as  you  talked  of  juat 
now  r 

^^  Oh  I  yes,  indeed,  when  you  look  so  kindly 
at  me." 

"  And  thb  Cecil  Grey — dare  you  answer  for 
him  also  ?" 

"  You  would  not  ask  if  you  knew  him  better. 
He  will  be  sure  to  like  you  ;  first  for  my  sake, 
and  afterwards  for  your  own,  and  you  must  do 
the  same  by  him.  I  will  be  the  link  of  sympa- 
thy until  you  both  learn  to  do  without  me. 
May  I,  dear  grandfather  ?"  And  she  laid  her 
bright  cheek  lovingly  against  his,  and  kissed 
that  stem  brow,  which  no  other  lip  had  pressed 
for  so  many  long  and  weary  years.  While  her 
fond  caresses  seemed  to  unlock  the  well-spring 
of  human  love  and  kindness,  long  pent  up  and 
frozen  within  his  breast. 

"  This  letter  requires  answering,  does  it 
not  ?"  said  the  old  man  at  length.  ^^  May  I 
K  5 
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answer  it  for  yoUi  Amy  ?    And  yon  shall  add  a 
postscript." 

**  Ob,  yes  I  He  will  be  so  glad — so  sur- 
prised I  He  will  be  sure  to  recognise  the  hand 
writing  at  once,  and  so  open  it  perhaps,  think- 
ing to  find  the  contents  yexy  different." 

^*  And  how  do  you  know  what  I  may  chose 
to  write  ?'* 

*^  Something  kind  by  that  glance.  Oh^ 
how  foolish  of  me  ever  to  dread — eyer  to  fear 
you  r 

^'  And  will  you  promise  never  to  do  so  again. 
Amy?" 

^^  Willingly  ;  and  if  I  should  break  my 
word  it  will  be  aU  your  own  faxAt,  mind 
that" 

**  And  now  fetch  me  my  desk,  I  must  write 
directly,  and  then  I  will  rest  a  little,  for  I  fed 
strangely  tired  I" 
<«  Best  first,  dear  grandfather  I" 
^*  No,  no,  my  desk  I  say/^  and  the  old  man 
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wrote  hurriedlj,  in  a  trembling  and  almost 
illegible  hand.  And  when  he  had  finished  gave 
her  the  paper  to  read.  It  merely  contained  his 
fall  consent  to  Cecil's  marriage  with  his  grand- 
child, together  with  a  request  that  he  would 
start  for  Castle  Coombe  immediately  upon  its 
reception.  Thanking  him  for  all  his  care  and 
kindness  to  that  treasure,  the  value  of  which 
he  was  only  just  banning  to  appreciate.  And, 
as  if  the  writing  was  not  sufficiently  obscure, 
Amy  must  needs  render  it  still  more  so  by  the 
burning  tears  which  dropped  fast  and  silently, 
but  they  were  tears  of  joy. 

*^  And  now  listen  to  me,"  said  Mr.  Orming- 
ton  in  a  feeble  voice.  ^^  Cecil  Grrey  cannot  be 
an  Early  but  you  and  he  shall  share  this  fine 
estate,  because  he  would  have  married  you 
without  anything.  And  the  proud  Countess 
walk  on  foot,  while  you  dash  by  her  in  your 
splendid  equipage.  I  shall  be  revenged  yet — 
amply —gloriously  revenged  P 
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(( 


But  poor  Dunorven,  gnmdfatber  T 

The  old  man  hesitated. 

'^  Nay,  I  am  sure  that  70a  like  him  next  to 
me.  Let  him  have  the  estate — Cecil  and  I 
only  ask  for  your  love.  And  as  to  vengeanoe 
it  is  not  ours  to  wield — but  Heaven's  ?' 

*' Beware,  ^11  It  shall  be  as  I  have 
eaidr 

'^  Qrandfather,**  continued  Amy,  clinging  to 
him,  ^^  did  I  not  promise  that  your  frowns 
should  never  frighten  me  again  ?  Believe  me, 
that  in  spite  of  all  your  goodness — ^allyour 
generosity,  I  could  never  be  quite  happy,  know- 
ing that  Dunorven  was  ruined  and  disgraced. 
Dunorven  who  was  so  kind  to  you,  to  me,  and 
all  the  world.  Whose  very  courage  and  self- 
sacrificing  spirit  has  rendered  him  unfit  to 
struggle  with  its  hardships." 

'^  If  I  grant  your  request,"  said  Mr.  Orming- 
ton,  ^'  remember  that  it  would  condenm  Cecil 
Grey  to  years  of  toil  and  application,  for  I  am 
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not  80  rich  as  you  suppose,  and  have  not  enough 
for  both." 

^^  He  would  not  mind  it.  Let  us  write  to 
ask  him.  Let  us  abide  by  his  judgment,  of 
which  I  am  as  sure  as  if  the  answer  had  ahready 
arrived." 

"  Pardon  me  if  I  prefer  my  own.  Amy, 
thus  far  you  have  conquered  me,  but  even  your 
power  has  its  limits.  And  now  before  this  letter 
is  dispatched,  I  must  have  your  solemn  promue 
that  when  I  am  dead  and  gone,  and  I  feel  as 
though  it  might  not  be  long  first,  you  will  make 
no  attempt  to  restore  the  forfeited  estates, 
which  I  shall  leave  to  you,  to  their  former 
owner." 

''  Oh !  grandfather,  indeed  I  will  not  promise 
that  r 

**  Beware,  Amy  I" 

'^  Now  you  are  not  angry  with  me,  so  it's  no 
use  knitting  your  brows,  and  pretending,"  said 
the  girl,  coaxingly. 
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**  Promise,  I  say !" 

''  Never  P  And  she  flong  herself  into  his 
arms^  and  nestled  closely  to  him.  *'  And  now 
what  will  you  do  to  me,  grandfather  T* 

**  Fat  it  out  of  your  power  to  disobey  me,^ 
said  the  old  man  averting  his  face,  which  did 
not  look  so  very  stem  as  one  might  have  ex- 
pected, ^  by  sending  for  my  solicitor  to- 
morrow. And  so  tying  up  this  estate,  that 
even  Cecil  Orey,  with  all  his  legal  knowledge, 
shall  not  be  able  to  set  it  loose  again.  But  I 
am  weary  now  I" 

**  Yes,  lay  down  and  rest  a  little,  while  I 
send  off  my  letter,"  said  Amy  soothingly,  as 
she  parted  back  his  grey  hair,  and  once  again 
pressed  her  lips  to  his  farrowed  brow,  and  how 
calm  he  grew  for  that  fond  and  innocent  kiss. 
She  said  no  more  then,  for  somehow  in  her 
presumption,  she  dared  to  think  that  time  only 
was  needed  for  her  yet  to  have  her  will  in  this 
as  in  everything  else  she  chose.    How  soon  we 
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become  conscious  of  our  own  power  I  And 
then  creeping  away,  the  girl  left  him  to  his 
repose,  and  withdrew  to  put  in  a  brief  and 
joyous  postscript,  which  made  the  heart  of  her 
lover,  when  he  received  it,  beat  almost  as  hope- 
fully as  her  own. 
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CHAPTER    XL 


Amy  had  scarcely  finished  and  dispatched  her 
letter  when  the  Countess  entered  her  apart- 
mentj  with  an  anxious  and  troubled  counte- 
nance, half  starting  at  sight  of  the  bright  smile 
which  greeted  her. 

**  Nay,  all  will  go  well  yet,"  said  the  girl 
soothingly,  ^*  at  least  I  hope  so.''  Oh,  when 
did  Amy  Fitzallan  ever  cease  to  hope  ?     '^  My 
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grandfather  is  so  kind  now,  and  has  even  Bent 
for  Mr.  Grey,  in  order  that  he  may  be  a  wit- 
ness of  our  happiness,"  at  this  moment  a  pas- 
sionate exclamation  from  the  Countess  re- 
minded the  thoughtless  Amy  of  her  auditor, 
and  she  paused  abruptly. 

*'  Go  on,"  said  her  ladyship  haughtily,  '^  it 
only  remains  then  for  us  to  depart/' 

*'  Now  heaven  forbid !  But  you  do  not 
think  as  you  speak.  You  do  not  really  believe 
in  your  heart  that  I  would  rob  Dunorven  of 
his  rightful  heritage  ?  he  who  has  been  so  kind 
and  good  to  me,  almost  like  a  brother^  and 
whose  interests  are  as  dear  and  precious  as  my 
own.*' 

"  And  yet,'^  said  her  companion  half  ashamed 
of  the  emotion  she  had  betrayed,  "  you  have 
rejected  with  scorn  a  love  which  others  envy 
you  the  possession  of." 

"  Not  with  scorn — that  were  impossible," 
said  Amy  eagerly.     "  But  the  truth  is,  before 
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I  ever  met  your  son  I  was  engaged  to  another, 
and  that  kept  me.  safe.  Had  it  been  otherwise 
I  had  been  less  cold  perhaps/' 

The  mother's  pride  seemed  somewhat  satis- 
fied by  this  frank  avowal. 

*'  And  you  think  Mr.  Orming^on  will  re- 
lent ?"  said  she. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  hope  sa" 

'*  I  believe  you  from  my  heart  I''  exclaimed 
the  Countess  extending  her  hand,  '^  and  ask 
forgiveness  for  all  that  is  past." 

^*  Nay,  I  have  nothing  to  forgive,  but  ought 
rather  to  be  grateful  for  the  kindness  and  pro- 
tection afforded  me  for  so  many  years.  For 
permission  to  take  my  proper  station  in  your 
family  instead  of  being  banished,  as  I  once 
feared,  to  the  housekeeper's  room.  But  it  is 
best  that  you  should  not  endeavour  to  see  Mr. 
Ormington  again  just  at  present,  as  it  might 
only  serve  to  irritate  him ;  and  if  he  is  better 
presently  I  will  get  him    to    send  for  Lord 
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Dunorven,  whom  I  am  quite  sure  he  loves,  and 
much  may  be  effected  between  us  in  his  present 
softened  mood.*' 

''  But  he  knows  nothing  of  this.  I  feared  to 
pain  his  proud  and  sensitive  spirit.'' 

*'  And  never  need  perhaps.  It  is  best  so, 
his  manners  will  be  more  natural  and  un- 
restrained." 

'^  But  there  is  one  thing  which  he  must  learn 
too  soon." 

'*  You  mean  mj  engagement  to  Cecil.  Ah, 
poor  Dunorven  I  but  he  will  soon  forget  me, 
and  be  happy  with  our  dear,  good  Clara  St 
Aubyn  after  all." 

It  was  cheering  to  hear  Amy  arrange  every 
thing  in  her  own  hopeful  way,  as  though  it  had 
already  come  to  pass ;  and  even  the  anxious 
mother  caught  the  contagion  of  her  joyous 
spirit,  and  felt  comforted  and  relieved;  and 
yet  it  was  strange  to  see  her  thus  seeking 
counsel  and  assistance  from  the  very  girl  whom 
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a  few  short  we^s  before  she  bad  treated  with 
scorn  and  neglect. 

^'  But  I  have  not  yet  told  you  what  I  came 
on  purpose  to  cooimunicate.  Mr.  Trevallioo 
has  returned,  and  proposed  for  Anne." 

'^  Ob !  I  am  so  glad,  I  was  sure  that  he 
would." 

*'  But  then  he  does  not  even  dream  of  the 
ruin  banging  over  our  house." 

"  It  would  make  no  difference  if  he  did. 
My  dear  grandfather  b  wrong  about  that." 

The  Countess  shook  her  bead,  she  was  older 
and  wiser  than  our  simple  Amy. 

^'  And  you  gave  your  consent  of  course  7' 

^*  Yes,  with  fear  and  trembling ;  and  he 
seemed  so  proud — and  Anne  so  happy !  and 
enquired  so  kindly  after  you." 

^*  Let  us  go  down  to  them ;  but  not  with 
that  sorrowful  face  lest  they  should  suspect 
any  thing ;  and  no  one  must  ever  know  this 
terrible  secret  but  ourselves." 
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"  Heaven  grant  that  it  may  be  so,**  said  the 
Countess;  and  as  she  entered  the  drawing- 
room  leaning  upon  Amy's  arm,  the  heart  of 
Donoryen  throbbed  joyously,  the  more  especi- 
ally when  he  observed  the  good  understanding 
which  evidently  subsisted  between  them,  and 
the  anxious  watchfulness  with  which  the  young 
girl  yet  lingered  by  his  mother's  side,  whisper- 
ing to  her  every  now  and  then  words  which  fell 
like  sunshine  upon  the  darkness  of  her  previous 
despair. 

It  was  in  vain  that  he  tried,  under  a  thousand 
pretences,  to  lure  her  away,  to  look  at  a  rare 
plant  on  the  lawn,  or  a  new  book,  or  print  in 
the  library.  Amy  playfully  evaded  every 
request,  and  bid  him  fetch  the  book  and  flower, 
if  he  was  really  so  anxious  that  she  should  see 
them,  for  she  was  much  too  tired  to  move ;  and 
so  putting  up  her  little  feet  on  the  footstool, 
and  leaning  back  her  head  on  the  silken  pillows 
of  the  couch,  looked  so  provokingly  well  and 
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happy  all  the  time  she  was  pleading  fatigue 
and  ill  health,  that  he  would  have  felt  more 
than  half  inclined  to  be  angry  with  her  if  it 
had  not  been  for  observing  his  mother's  care 
and  kindness  towards  his  wilful  tormentor. 

^'  She  was  certainly  meant  for  a  lady/'  said 
Treyallion  half  amused  with  what  he  deemed 
her  coquetry,  and  his  friend's  evident  annoy- 
ance, ^'  and  is  singularly  graceful !  I  remember 
noticing  this  the  first  time  we  ever  met.  But 
Dunorven  must  take  care  she  does  not  play 
the  tyrant." 

'^  What  does  it  matter  to  Dunorven  7^  asked 
Lady  Anne  carelessly. 

'*  Because  I  think  he  loves  her." 

*^  No,  you  are  mistaken,"  replied  the  girl. 
*^  We  all  like  Miss  Fitzallan  very  much,  but 
she  will  never  be  my  brother's  wife." 
Then  he  will  never  marry  at  all." 
Yes,  bye  and  by.  He  is  not  so  impatient 
as  some  people !"  and  those  blue  eyes  Icoked 
fairly  mischievous  in  their  laughing  beauty. 


it 
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^^  Oby  Anne,  if  so  he  does  not  love.  But 
tell  me  who  I  am  to  have  for  a  sister-in- 
law  T 

«  You  r 

"  Why,  if  he  is  to  be  80  slow  about  it,  he  will 
be  my  brother  by  that  time." 

"  Guess?" 

"  I  should  not  but  for  that  look.  You  mean 
Miss  St.  Aubyn — but  she  is  not  handsome 
enough  for  Dunorven." 

"  And  do  men  only  marry  for  beauty  ?" 

''  Oh !  yes,  sometimes  I  suppose.  That  is 
of  course." 

Trevallion  answered  hesitatingly,  for  he 
spoke  again9t  his  conscience.  And  the  judg- 
ment of  a  man  of  the  world  like  himself  has 
often  a  deep  truth  in  it;  for  it  rarely  happens 
thus.  Grace  and  beauty,  with  the  imaginative 
— gold  and  lands  with  the  mercenary,  are  the 
present  ruling  stars  of  the  matrimonial  hemis- 
phere. 
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'^  But  you  have  not  told  me  jet,  Anne, 
whether  you  thought  the  time  of  my  absence 
as  long  as  I  did?  Whether  you  missed  me 
very  much  ?" 

^^  No  indeed,  it  passed  much  the  same  as 
usual."  Provoking  Lady  Anne  I  And  yet  it 
will  not  do  for  us  to  minister  too  largely  to 
men*s  vanity,  which  heaven  knows  is  great 
enough  already !  To  make  them  too  conscious 
of  their  own  power.  But  when  just  a  little 
concession,  a  little  peep  into  the  hidden  recesses 
of  our  hearts  would  make  them  very  happy. 
Oh  I  surely  there  is  no  harm  in  it  then  ?  We 
should  think  not.  And  she  thought  not  too, 
when  she  saw  how  disappointed  and  grieved  he 
was  by  her  answer ;  and  so  added  in  a  voice 
too  low  to  reach  any  ear  but  that  of  a  lover, 
something  which  as  it  was  meant  for  him  alone, 
we  do  not  think  ourselves  justified  in  repeating. 
Only  that  it  had  the  effect  of  wonderfully  im-* 
proving  and    animating    his   really  handsome 
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countenance.  What  could  it  have  been  ?  We 
are  sure  of  one  things  that  Lady  Anne,  when 
she  looked  at  him,  which  was  not  just 
directly,  did  not  in  the  least  repent  haviog  ut- 
tered it. 

Trevallion's  congratulations  to  Amy,  upon 
the  recent  discovery  of  her  real  rank  and 
station,  were  both  kindly  and  sincerely  uttered, 
and  feeling,  them  to  be  so,  she  answered  in  the 
same  spirit 

'^  I  have  often  heard  my  father  speak  of 
Captain  Fitzallan,"  said  he  *^  he  was  reckoned, 
I  believe,  one  of  the  handsomest  men  of  his 
day.'' 

^^  I  can  easily  fancy  that  from  the  portrait* 
But  he  must  have  died  very  young.  I  did  not 
like  to  ask  my  grandfather  all  the  particulars, 
just  yet,  as  his  name  seems  so  displeasing  to 
him.  But  I  have  only  a  very  faint  recollection 
of  him  coming  occasionally  to  see  dear  mamma ! 
who  would  try  and  smile  while  he  staid,  and 

VOL.  ni.  L 
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after  he  was  gone  used  to  sit  and  cry  by  the 
hour  together." 

^'  Yes,  he  fell  in  a  duel  with  a  brother  officer, 
And  I  have  heard  my  father  say  that  few  had 
much  pity  for  the  widow,  but  thought  it  rather 
a  happy  release  for  her.*^ 

"  But  if  she  loved  him  ?'' 

*'  Is  it  possible  for  a  woman  to  love  one  who 
is  habitually  unkind  and  neglectful  of  her  ?" 
questioned  TrevaUion  doubtfully. 

''  Oh !  surely  yes  !'*  replied  Amy  with  eager- 
ness, for  she  had  her  mother's  heart.  While 
the  proud  Lady  Anne  shook  her  head  incre- 
dulously. But  then  it  would  not  do  for  her  to 
maintain  such  an  opinion  in  the  presence  of  the 
man  to  whom  she  was  so  shortly  to  be  tinited, 
for  fear  he  might  one  day  put  her  theory  to  the 
test.  While  the  other  having  no  such  dread 
before  her  eyes,  dared  to  speak  as  she  thought ; 
as  was  indeed  the  truth,  a  truth  borne  out  by 
the  actual  experience  of  daily  life. 
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'^  My  poor  mamma  P'  continued  Amy,  sadly, 
**  bow  much  she  must  have  suffered.  But  had 
I  no  relatives  on  my  father's  side,  to  whom  she 
might  have  had  recourse  ?" 

^^  Most  likely  not,  answered  Trevallion,  ^^  as 
besides  being  almost  the  last  of  a  noble,  although 
somewhat  decayed  family.  Captain  Fitzallan, 
even  before  his  marriage  had  contrived  to 
alienate  every  friend  he  had." 

'^  And  was  there  no  one  to  warn  my  poor 
mamma  of  all  this — ere  she  had  learnt  to  like 
him  so  well  as  not  to  believe  a  word  against  her 
idoL  For  I  can  easily  imagine  after  that  all 
the  advice  in  the  world  would  have  been  given 
in  vain.'' 

'*  It  would  seem  pot." 

'^  And  she  had  no  mother  too,  while  her 
father  cared  not  for  her.  After  all  it  was  but 
natural.    We  must  have  something  to  love." 

Dnnorven    gazed    upon    her  with  beaming 
eyes ;  but  Trevallion  looked  at  the  Lady  Anne. 
L  3 
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And  just  then  the  conversation  was  interrupted 
by  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Alleyne,  while  Amy, 
forgetful  of  her  former  fatigue,  and  without 
fear  of  reproach  now,  bounded  forward  to  meet 
him  and  prevent  his  entrance,  for  she  wanted 
to  talk  to  him  all  to  herself.  And  the  brow  of 
the  young  Earl  clouded  as  he  watched  them 
pacing  up  and  down  the  terrace;  the  girl's 
frequent  glances  towards  the  chamber  of  her 
grandfather,  marking  the  subject  of  their  dis* 
course.  How  much  she  seemed  to  have  to  teU, 
and  yet  to  him  who  was  once  also  in  her  con- 
fidence, not  a  word  had  as  yet  been  vouchsafed, 
and  the  change  troubled  him.  Turning  away 
at  length  from  the  window,  he  met  the  anxious 
gaze  of  Clara  St.  Aubyn  rivetted  upon  his 
countenance ;  but  it  was  instantly  averted, 
and  she  bent  down  again  over  her  embroidery 
frame. 

'^  I  wish  you  were  not  going  so  soon,  dear 
Clara  I"  said  he  sitting  down  beside  her.    For 
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sympathy  is  very  sweet  let  it  come  from  whom 
it  will. 

''  Yes,  so  do  I9"  answered  the  girl  simply. 

«*  And  must  it  be  ?" 

^*  I  suppose  so.  I  wrote  to  my  guardian 
this  morning  to  ask  him  to  come  and  fetch 
me. 

^^  And  what  if  I  were  to  write  to  him  to- 
night and  contradict  it  ?'^ 

'^  Oh  I  no,  that  would  not  do  at  all  I  am 
afraid." 

*^  Well  then  it  seems  that  we  must  consent 
to  part  with  you,  as  the  fashionable  season  is 
coming  on.  And  the  next  thing  we  hear  will 
be  the  news  of  your  wedding,  Clara." 

The  girl  did  not  answer ;  while  a  tear  fell 
like  a  dew  drop  upon  the  damask  rose  on  the 
pattern  before  her;  and  for  a  few  moments 
Dunorven  remained  equally  silent  What  could 
he  be  thinking  of?  She  dared  not  even 
imagine.  And  then  all  at  once  that  cheerful 
voice  broke  out  again. 
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^'  Why,  my  dear  Clara,  who  in  the  world 
ever  heard  of  a  yellow  forgei-me-not  ?  And 
you  call  yourself  a  botanist  ?  Now  you  have 
all  that  to  take  out  again.  But  I  suppose  you 
will  eay  it  is  my  fault  for  sitting  here  bother- 
ing you  about  what  is  sure  to  turn  any  girPs 
head.** 

'   ^*  Oh,  noT  said  Miss  St.  Aubyn  eagerly. 
'  ^  I  was  not  thinking  of  what  you  said.** 

'^  Well,  don't  cut  your  fingers,  or  the  can- 
vass, child,  there  is  no  great  harm  done  is  there? 
Nay,  you  are  not  well,  Clara,  you  sit  poking 
over  that  frame  of  mamma's  until  it  makes 
your  head  ache.  Fetch  your  bonnet,  and  we 
will  go  and  look  for  some  yellow  forget-me- 
nots,  shall  we  ?" 

The  girl  laughed  and  blushed ;  and  Dunor- 
ven  passed  Amy  on  the  lawn  quite  close,  with 
her  leaning  on  his  arm ;  but  so  busy  was  she 
talking,  as  never  even  to  notice  them.  If  sh3 
had  she  would  have  been  glad  instead  of  sorry. 
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Bttt  presently  she  paused  of  her  own  accord^ 
and  proposed  returning  to  the  house,  and  seeing 
if  her  grandfather  was  yet  awake.  The 
Countess  accompanied  her,  in  her  anxiety,  to 
the  very  door ;  for  well  did  she  know  that  the 
future  happiness  of  all,  hung  on  the  disinter- 
ested exertions  of  that  young  and  noble-minded 

girl 

'^  Fear  not,''  said  Amy,  encouragingly.  **  As 
good  Mrs.  Jelf  used  to  say  years  ago,  I  was 
always  famous  for  getting  my  own  way.  And 
somehow  I  always  did  in  the  end,  by  dint  of 
tears  and  coaxing." 

'*  But  Mr.  Ormington  is  not  like  Mrs. 
Jelf." 

'^  No  indeed,  but  nevertheless  I  do  not  despair, 
it  has  always  appeared  wicked  to  do  that.  God 
is  so  good  to  us  that  it  seems  almost  a  duty  to 
trust  in  Him,  as  He  has  bid  us  do  in  times  of 
trouble  and  affliction.'' 

The  proud  Countess  bowed  down  her  head, 
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and  retired  with  a  hambler  step,  and  more 
chasteDed  spirit,  bat  ere  she  had  reached  the 
end  of  the  corridor,  a  wild  cry  pro- 
ceeding from  Mr.  Ormington's  apartment  ar- 
rested her  attention,  and  heedless  of  the  conse- 
quences she  rushed  back  and  entered  abruptly. 
He  was  still  sitting  where  they  had  left  him,  in 
his  easy  chair,  while  Amy,  pale  and  horror- 
stricken,  knelt  upon  the  ground  at  his  feet, 
her  white  lips  moving  fast  and  convulsively, 
although  no  sound  was  heard  after  that  one 
piercing  scream  of  agony. 

*'  He  is  dead !"  exclaimed  the  Countess. 
^^  May  Heaven  be  more  merdful  to  him  than 
he  was  to  me  T 

'*  No,  not  dead,  it  was  thus  they  found  my 
poor  mamma,  and  she  lived  and  spoke  after 
that !  I  have  not  lost  him  again  so  soon,  and 
just  when  I  was  learning  to  love  him  so  much 
for  his  kindness.  My  poor,  poor  grandfather  P 
And  the  girl  bowed  down  her  forehead  upon  his 
cold  lifeless  hand  and  wept. 
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Trevallion  himself  went  instantly  in  search 
of  the  doctor,  while  Amy,  assbted  by  Mrs. 
Jelf,  chafed  his  clammy  hands;  crying  and 
lamenting  over  him  with  a  vain  grief,  which 
even  Mr.  Alleyne  had  not  the  heart  to  chide 
her  for  then. 

^^  It  was  something  so  new,"  said  she,  '^  to 
have  a  real  grandfather,  and  now  I  am  alone 
again  in  the  world  I" 

'*  And  Cecil  coming  to-morrow/'  whispered 
the  rector  half  reproving,  half  soothingly. 

'^  Ah,  dear  Cecil  I  but  if  they  could  but  have 
met'' 

^'  It  is  not  for  us,"  said  her  companion,  ^'  to 
question  the  decrees  of  Providence,  but  only  to 
submit  to  them." 

^'  Yes,  I  know,  and  yet  it  is  hard  neverthe- 
less to  lose  him  so  soon.  But  he  is  moving. 
He  is  opening  his  eyes !  I  do  think  that  he 
recognises  me.  Grrandfather !  dear,  dear  grand- 
father I** 

L  5 
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A  straggling  smile  passed  over  the  old  man's 
face,  as  though  he  would  have  answered  in  love 
to  that  wild  appeal  had  it  been  permitted.  And 
then  his  gaze  wandered  round  upon  the  pale 
countenances  which  crowded  about  him  with 
terrified  looks,  and  saw  the  proud  Countess,  as 
she  knelt  sobbing  by  his  side ;  nay,  he  even 
seemed  to  miss  the  presence  of  Dunorven, 
whom  a  messenger  had  been  sent  in  search  of 
through  the  grounds,  and  his  look  was  trou- 
bled. Presently  he  began  fumbling  in  his  vest, 
with  cold  and  trembling  fingers,  drawmg 
from  thence  a  worn  and  time-stained  parch- 
ment, which  Amy  recognised  at  a  glance  as  he 
held  it  towards  her. 

*'  May  I  do  as  I  like  with  it  ?"  she  eagerly 
questioned.  And  again  that  sad  smile  for  lack 
of  words,  spoke  cheeringly  of  his  changed 
feelings.  His  dull,  glazed  eyes  followed  her 
wistfully  as  she  crossed  the  room  and  gave  it 
into  the  hands  of  the  Countess,  and  then  closed 
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fi>rever  amidst  whispered  prayers    and  bless- 
ings. 

After  all  he  had  a  noble  revenge,  the  noblest 
which  it  is  in  the  power  of  man  to  achieve-— 
forgiveness  I 
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CHAPTER    XII. 


From  the  time  of  the  old  man's  death,  the 
Comitess  of  Castle  Coombe,  became  an  altered 
woman.  Not  proud  and  repulsive  in  her  state- 
liness,  as  she  had  once  been,  but  kind  and  con- 
descending, almost  to  playfulness.  An  altera- 
tion of  mood  which  Mrs.  Jelf  first  wondered 
at|  and  then  copied  as  in  duty  bound,  much  to 
the  enlivenment  of  the  servants'  hall,  and  her 
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own  improved  health  and  spirits.  For  it  had 
cost  no  end  of  care  and  trouble  to  keep  them 
all  up  to  her  strict  standard  of  gravity  and 
decorum,  whereas  the  licence  to  laugh  and  talk 
as  much  as  they  liked,  keeping  of  course  within 
proper  bounds,  was  easUy  granted  and  faith- 
fully kept.  But  this  act  did  not  come  into 
operation  until  after  the  funeral  of  Mr.  Or- 
mington. 

Amy's  grief  although  violent  at  the  moment, 
was  neither  deep  or  lasting,  and  readily  yielded 
to  the  soothing  caresses  of  those  who  had  so 
much  cause  to  love  and  bless  her,  although  they 
knew  it  not,  all  but  that  one  who  scarcely 
quitted  her  side  for  a  moment.  And  the  only 
comfort  Dunorven  had,  was  in  witnessing  the 
sympathy  and  affection  which  evidently  existed 
between  them,  and  more  especially  on  his 
mother's  part ;  for  the  girl  would  rather  have 
been  left  alone  to  think  in  quiet,  but  was  too 
grateful,  and  too  fearful  of  wounding  the  feel- 
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ings  of  her  compamon,  to  give  utteranoe  to  such 
a  wish. 

^*  I  have  been  thinking/'  said  the  CoontesSy 
as  they  sat  together,  ^^  that  Mr.  Grey  may  not 
perhaps  be  as  willing  as  yourself  to  make  so 
great  a  sacrifice  for  ns.  Must  you  tell  him 
all?" 

^'  Oh,  yes,  I  will  never  have  a  secret  from 
him — from  my  husband,''  and  a  bright  blush 
spread  over  cheek  and  brow  as  she  spoke,  '^  nay 
even  if  I  were  to  try  and  conceal  it,  I  do  think 
it  would  come  out  in  my  sleep.  But  you  do 
not  know  him  if  you  imagine  this,  or  how  just 
aud  honorable  he  is ;  after  all  it  was  but  an  act 
of  common  justice,  we  had  in  reality  no  right 
to  this  estate.  I  say  tiw,"  added  the  girl, 
^'  because  it  seems  to  come  so  naturally 
now." 

<*  And  yet  the  money  might  have  helped 
him  to  rise  in  his  profession." 

**  Yes,  so  my  poor  grandfather  said,  but  be 
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does    not    want    it    with  his  talents  and  in- 
dustry." 
'   *^  But  what  if  he  should  be  very  angry  ?" 

^^  Angry  with  me,  let  him  if  he  can  I  but  no, 
he  will  thank  me  for  having  acted  as  he  would 
have  wished,  had  he  been  near  to  skdvise." 

The  Countess  was  not  quite  so  sanguine  on 
the  subject,  but  one  thing  she  mentally  deter* 
mined  that  Amy's  future  portion  should  be  the 
same  as  her  own  daughters',  and  she  would  tell 
Mr.  AUeyne  to  let  his  grandson  know  of  her 
intention,  for  some  how  she  felt  ashamed  to 
inform  Amy  herself  of  what  seemed  so  poor  a 
recompense  Tor  her  noble  generosity;  and  yet 
the  girl  would  have  been  very  grateful  if  she 
had,  although  firm  in  her  refusal  to  accept  it, 
preferring  still  to  owe  everything  to  Cecil. 

Amy's  evident  abstraction  when  they  met 
on  the  following  morning  in  that  darkened  and 
melancholy  looking  room,  to  partake  of  what 
was  wont  to  be  the  most  cheerful  meal  of  the 
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day,  could  not  escape  the  observation  of  the 
little  group ;  and  yet  there  could  be  nothing 
very  wonderful  in  it  considering  her  late 
bereavement.  But  somehow  that  would 
scarcely  account  for  the  restless  manner,  the 
cheek  which  flushed  and  paled  again  at  the 
slightest  sound,  and  eyes,  bright  and  glittering 
as  though  they  had  never  known  tears  or 
sorrow.  And  then  once  when  she  looked  up 
so  eagerly  upon  the  opening  of  the  door,  and 
catching  Mr.  Alleyne's  glance  turned  away 
again  with  a  crimson  blush,  to  make  some 
trifling  remark  to  Lady  Charlotte,  which  she 
could  neither  answer  or  comprehend,  it  seemed 
very  strange  indeed. 

Of  course  Trevallion  and  Lady  Anne  had  no 
time  to  make  observations  upon  others;  and 
poor  Clara  as  the  period  drew  near  for  her 
departure  grew  sad  and  melancholy,  and  almost 
wished  that  she  had  gone  at  once  when  the 
Countess  proposed  it,  it  would  have  been  much 
better. 
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'^  Do  you  not  take  any  chocolate  this  morn- 
ing, Danorven?"  asked  Amy,  whose  doty  it 
always  was  to  preside  at  the  breakfast  table, 
and  never  perhaps  had  it  been  worse  per- 
formed. 

'^  Yes,  if  you  would  not  put  salt  instead  of 
sugar  into  it" 

'*  Did  I?  how  silly !  what  could  I  have  been 
thinking  of  r 

'^  Would  that  I  knew,"  thought  the  young 
Earl,  and  so  he  did  all  too  soon,  or  rather  too 
late  for  his  own  happiness^  For  just  then  the 
girl  paused  in  the  act  of  filling  him  a  fresh  cup, 
and  starting  up  from  her  chair,  was  in  another 
moment  in  the  arms  of  her  lover,  and  weeping 
passionately  upon  his  bosom,  forgetful  of  all 
the  world  beside. 

"  Nay,  calm  thee,  my  own  Amy,"  whispered 
Cecil  Grey,  scarcely  less  moved,  but  with  a 
clearer  perception  of  the  many  wondering  eyes 
that  were  fixed  upon  them ;   and  affectionately 
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grasping  the  hand  of  the  worthy  rector,  with  a 
hurried  bow  to  the  rest,  he  drew  her  away  into 
the  sonny  grounds ;  while  soothed  by  his  kind- 
ness the  girl  recovered  her  composure  suffici- 
ently to  tell  him,  as  briefly  as  possible,  every 
thing  that  had  taken  place. 

^^  And  now,"  added  she,  '^  scold  your 
poor,  silly  Amy  as  much  as  you  like." 

^*  Not  so,  but  thank  her  rather  for  her  sweet 
trust,  and  glory  in  her  for  what  she  has  done ; 
and  fear  not  dearest,  but  what  we  shall  yet  be 
happy  in  that  humble  home  to  which  your 
presence  will  bring  a  blessing  more  precious 
than  all  the  wealth  of  worlds." 

*^  And  I  have  still  my  two  hundred  un- 
touched, for  my  grandfather  gave  me  money  to 
send  to  Betty  Harper ;  and  my  jewels,  I  had 
forgotten  them,  after  all  I  shall  not  be  quite  a 
portionless  bride,"  said  the  girl  clinging  to 
him. 

'*  My  own  Amy,  and  so  all  their  wealth  has 
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not  spoiled  you  ?  But  I  shall  not  trust  you 
away  from  me  agam  any  longer  than  1  can  find 
a  suitable  house,  and  arrange  a  few  little 
affairs  requiring  my  presence,  and  shall  return 
for  that  purpose  to  London  immediately  after 
the  funeral." 

^'  Oh,  yes,  stay  with  me  until  then ;  and  will 
you  come  back  and  fetch  me  very  soon  ?" 

<<  Be  sure  of  that,  my  litfle  housekeeper,  so 
rub  up  all  your  old  skill  under  good  Mrs.  Jelf 's 
directions,  and  prepare  to  put  it  in  practice  for 
my  especial  benefit." 

^'  How  much  happier  we  are  than  if  we  had 
the  estate,"  said  Amy. 

^'  YcGf,  because  it  would  not  have  been  fairly 
our  own.  But  after  all  a  fortune  honestly 
come  by,  is  not  a  thing  to  be  scorned,  my  little 
heroine." 

*'  Now  you  will  make  me  wish  again  that  I 
had  one  to  give  you/' 

^^  No,  give  me  yourself,  that  is  happiness 
enough." 
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Much  longer  they  talked,  for  Cecil  had  not 
thanked  her  yet  for  all  her  frank  and  loving 
candour  in  writing  to  him  as  she  had  done, 
instead  of  suffering  the  seeds  of  bitterness  and 
contention  he  had  helped  to  sow,  to  ripen  per- 
haps into  ultimate  estrangement  Or  heard 
from  her  own  lips  how  freely  she  forgave  his 
past  doubts ;  and  Amy  was  the  first  to  recollect 
that  the  good  rector  would  be  as  anxious  as 
herself  to  see  and  converse  with  his  grandson 
after  so  long  an  absence.  While  some  little 
explanation  was  also  due  to  the  party  whom 
she  had  quitted  so  abruptly.  The  Countess 
adroitly  availing  herself  of  her  absence  to 
inform  them  of  her  long  engagement  to  Cecil 
Grey,  of  whom  she  spoke  in  terms  of  high 
encomium,  which  completely  won  the  heart  of 
Mr.  AUeyne. 

Trevallion  looked  triumphantly  at  Lady 
Anne,  but  her  glance  was  fixed  upon  the  pale 
face  of  her  brother,  and  her  blue  eyes  heavy 
with  tears. 
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"  Why  dearest^  you  muBt  not  grieve  thus," 
whispered  her  lover.  ^^  It  was  but  an  idle 
fancy,  and  Dunorven  will  soon  get  over  it. 
Most  men  have  one  or  two  such  before  they 
love  in  eamest" 

^^  Do  you  speak  from  experience  ?''  asked  the 
girl  quickly. 

"  No,  from  observation." 

Lady  Anne  was  glad  of  that,  but  she  did  not 
quite  believe  his  former  assertion  nevertheless, 
it  did  not  seem  natural,  and  yet  for  all  that 
was  very  true. 

"  Well,  I  only  hope  you  may  be  right." 

(^  We  shall  see  this  day  six  months." 

^'  And  is  that  your  term  for  a  lover's  con- 
stancy ?" 

'^  There  can  be  no  love  without  return,"  said 
Trevallion  in  his  pride. 

"  If  she  be  not  kind  to  me. 
What  core  I  how  fiur  she  be." 

^^  Ah,  there  may  be  something  in  that,  and 
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it  b  oertain  Miss  Fitzallan  never  gave  him  the 
slightest  encouragement" 

*'  Depend  upon  it,''  said  Trevallion,  ^^  that  a 
broken  heart  is  a  rare  thing  indeed,  now-a-days, 
except  it  be  in  the  pages  of  a  romance  ;  people 
have  more  pride  or  more  sense." 

*^  To  be  sure,"  said  the  Lady  Anne,  secure 
in  her  own  happiness,  '*  I  cannot  even  fancy 
loving  any  one  who  did  not  love  me  too ;  and 
yet,''  she  added  more  gently,  as  her  glance 
rested  on  the  sorrowful  countenance  of  Clara 
St  Aubyn,  ^'  such  things  may  be.''  Aye,  and 
are,  proud  and  aristocratic  lady,  far  oftener 
than  the  world  ever  dreams  of. 

The  perfect  security  of  the  Countess  of 
Castle  Coombe,  that  her  secret  was  safe  at  last, 
was  somewhat  disturbed  by  the  arrival  of  Mr. 
Ormington's  lawyer,  with  a  will  made  by  him 
only  a  few  months  since,  and  recently  deposited 
in  his  hands ;  and  it  appeared  that  he  came  in 
consequence  of  a  note  from  the  poor  old  man 
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himself,  demanding  his  immediate  presence; 
although  afterwards  re-assured  by  Amy's  re- 
capitulation of  her  grandfather's  threat,  the 
very  day  on  which  he  died,  and  which  it  ap- 
pears he  fully  intended  to  have  put  in  execu- 
tion, by  the  letter  which  he  must  have  written 
immediately  after  she  left  him  as  she  thought 
to  repose ;  and  from  which  it  would  appear 
that  at  that  time  no  measure  had  yet  been 
taken  with  regard  to  the  final  settlement  of 
those  much  disputed  estates,  which  his  last  act 
had  been  to  render  back  to  their  former  owner. 
But  she  was  nevertheless  anxious  and  uneasy 
until  after  the  funeral,  when,  on  the  will  being 
read,  Amy  was  found  to  be  left  heiress  of  all 
his  possessions,  the  extent  of  which  report  had 
not  in  the  least  exaggerated ;  and  no  mention 
made  of  the  deed  evidently  retained  in  his  own 
power,  to  do  as  he  might  think  proper 
with. 

Of  course  this  discovery  made  a  wonderful 
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alteration  in  the  plans  of  the  young  lovers. 
And  Cecil  instead  of  returning  to  slave  at  his 
profession,  as  men  must  do  in  these  days,  who 
hope  to  rise  at  all  above  the  common  herd,  and 
which  he  would  have  done  cheerfully  for  her 
sake,  was  well  content  to  look  upon  it  in 
future,  rather  as  a  source  of  intellectual  excite- 
ment, than  pecuniary  compensation,  and  settle 
quietly  down  in  the  possession  of  some  thou- 
sands a  year,  with  a  grateful  and  well  contented 
spirit.  We  do  not  specify  the  exact  sum,  for 
fear  some  might  exclaim  in  astonishment, 
'^  why  that  was  not  so  very  much  after  all  P' 
or  others,  less  ambitious  and  aspiring,  become 
lost  in  wonder  as  to  how  they  would  ever  con- 
trive to  spend  it.  As  if  this  last  was  not  the 
very  easiest  thing  in  the  world,  even  had  it  been 
double  as  mucL 

And  so  Amy,  as  she  had  often  dreamed, 
became  a  great  heiress,  bestowing  both  herself 
and  her  possessions  upon  the  chosen  lover  of  her 
youth.    But  how  seldom  it  is  that  our  early 


THB  ORANDFATHEB.  241 

vicdoiiB  are  thus  realised.  And  yet  for  all  that 
we  will  go  on  wearing  them,  there  is  time 
enough  to  wake  up  and  become  wiser,  when  we 
needs  must.    And  it  is  certainly  yery  pleasant. 

*^  And  very  dangerous  too !"  exclaims  a  warn- 
ing voice.  Aye  if  we  are  silly  enough  to  ima- 
gine impossibilities^ 

On  the  appointed  day  Clara  St.  Aubyn^s 
guardian  arrived  to  fetch  her  away,  evidently 
disappointed  to  find  her  looking  so  unlike  all  her 
former  cheerful  accounts  of  herself;  but  then 
the  very  presence  of  death  might  easily  account 
for  this.  The  farewell  of  the  young  Earl  was 
brief  and  hurried,  and  he  was  evidently  scarcely 
conscious  of  her  departure ;  it  certainly  did  not 
appear  as  if  he  would  miss  her  very  much.  Amy 
alone  whispered  of  hope  to  the  half  despairing 
girl ;  but  her  gentle  tones  seemed  almost  like 
a  mockery,  and  flinging  herself  back  in  the 
carriage,  as  it  passed  out  of  the  Castle  gates, 
Clara  covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and 
wept  bitterly,  little  thinking  how  she  should 

VOL.  m.  M 
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one  day  return  amidst  smiles  and  rejoicings ; 
for  we  none  of  us  know  what  Heaven  may 
have  in  store  for  us,  only  that  it  is  ever  kinder 
than  we  oan  hope  or  deserve. 

Dunorven  likewise  departed  immediately 
after  the  funeral ;  announcing  his  intention  of 
spending  the  next  few  months  at  a  fashionable 
watering  place,  the  air  of  which  had  been 
especially  recommended  for  his  constitution. 
But  it  was  the  change  and  excitement  only, 
which  he  sought.  No  opposition  was  of  course 
offered  to  a  plan  which  seemed  to  the  Countess, 
evidently  beneficial  to  his  health  and  spirits, 
although  all  regretted  his  absence,  and  none 
more  so  than  ^the  innocent  cause  of  it,  as  the 
only  shadow  upon  her  otherwise  perfect 
happiness. 

The  young  Earl,  as  he  had  once  said,  was 
spoiled  with  living  so  long  among  them  all,  and 
in  his  present  restless  state  of  mind  looked  for- 
ward with  absolute  dread  to  the  idea  of  spendr 
ing  the  next  few  months  with  no  other  society 
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than  that  afforded  by  such  places ;  when  on  the 
third  morning  after  his  arrival,  who  should  he 
meet  on  that  crowded  pier,  but  Clara  St. 
Aubyn  and  her  guardian,  Mr,  Graham,  who 
had  brought  her  there  instead  of  taking  her  to 
London,  as  it  had  been  his  original  intention, 
in  order,  as  he  said,  to  try  if  the  sea  air  would 
not  restore  some  of  her  wonted  bloom. 

The  girl  saw  him  directly,  although  she 
turned  away  her  head,  and  answered  with  such 
apparent  carelessness,  to  his  frank,  and  almost 
joyous  greeting.  Oh  1  how  often  do  we  seem 
cold  to  others,  when  we  are  most  glad,  from 
the  very  fear  of  discovering  it.  But  Dunorvep 
was  too  happy  to  have  met  with  her,  to  be  thus 
repulsed ;  and  after  walking  by  her  side  with 
the  utmost  patience,  looking  every  now  and 
then  into  that  half  averted  countenance,  and 
thinking  it  the  very  prettiest  he  had  seen  since 
he  quitted  Castle  Coombe :  an  original  idea 
of  his  own,  bye  the  bye,  for  many  were  passing 
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every  oaoment,  a  thousand  times  more  beautiful; 
and  yet  after  aU,  Dunorven  was  right,  one 
kind^  familar  face  was  worth  them  all  I  he  fairly 
invited  himself  sans  ceremonie^  to  dine  with 
them. 

"  Yes,  pray  come,"  said  Mr.  Graham,  '*  for  I 
fear  Clara  finds  it  but  dull  of  an  evening,  with 
no  one  but  me  to  talk  to." 

^*  No  indeed,**  said  the  girl  quickly. 
.    "  Well  at  any  rate  I  do,"  exclaimed  Dunor- 
ven.    **  But  when  did  you  arrive?" 

^^  Better  than  a  week  ago,  we  came  straight 
from  the  Castle  here.  It  was  an  after  thought, 
but  I  fancied  Clara  looked  ill,  and  the  sea 
breeze  has  done  her  a  world  of  good  al* 
ready.'' 

So  it  would  seem  to  gaze  upon  that  flushed 
cheek,  and  more  especially  as  Dunorven  did, 
until  the  crimson  deepened  every  moment  in 
intensity. 

'^  Well  then  I  may  come  this  evening  T  said 
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the  young  Earl,  as  they  paused  at  the  Hotel 
where  Mr.  Graham  had  taken  apartments. 
"  And  you  will  sing  me  all  my  favourite  songs, 
will  you  not  Clara?  And  make  it  seem  like 
home  again.'* 

^*  To  be  sure  she  will,''  said  her  guardian, 
answering  for  her,  and  Dunorven  went  back  in 
better  spirits  than  he  had  yet  felt  since  he 
quitted  Castle  Coombe,  while  Clara  St  Aubyn, 
who  had  only  the  day  before  observed  to  her 
officious  attendant,  that  it  was  quite  useless  to 
take  so  much  pains  with  her  dress  at  a  watering 
place,  actually  almost  tired  out  the  poor  girl's 
patience  with  her  alternations  between  blue, 
and  a  pale  pink,  and  finally  ended  by  choosing 
white,  because  she  fancied  Dunorven  had  once 
said  all  women  looked  best  in  white. 

We  do  not  know  about  all  women,  but  cer- 
tainly she  looked  very  well  in  it,  and  so  the 
young  Earl  seemed  to  think;  although  he 
suggested  an  addition  to  its  simplicity,  in  the 
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shape  of  a  little  bouquet  of  flowers,  which  he 
purchased  for  that  purpose,  of  a  beggar  girl^ 
who  was  hoyering  around  the  balcony  of  the 
Hotel.  While  Clara  herself  confessed  it  to  be 
an  improvement.  And  after  dinner,  when  she 
had  sang  to  him,  and  poured  out  his  coffee,  and 
told  him  all  the  news  and  scandal  of  the  place, 
for  as  if  hj  mutual  consent,  neither  reverted  to 
that  which  they  had  quitted,  he  proposed  their 
all  going  on  the  pier  to  hear  the  band  play,  and 
was  not  very  angry  with  Mr.  Graham,  for  back- 
ing out  at  the  very  last  moment,  and  preferring 
the  luxury  of  a  solitary  dgar  instead ;  or  Clara 
either,  although  she  did  scold  a  little,  and  call 
her  guardian  idle  and  bearish !  at  which  he 
only  laughed,  and  thought  of  his  young  days. 

It  was  very  delightful,  that  twilight  walk, 
with  the  full  military  band,  playing  as  it  were, 
afar  out  in  the  ocean ;  and  the  fairy-like  pier, 
bounding  beneath  the  feet  which  trod  so  gaily 
over  it.     And  even  when  the  music  ceased  at 
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length,  and  the  crowd  began  slowly  to  disperse, 
well  worth  while  to  linger  a  little  longer,  if  it 
was  only  to  watch  the  shadows  upon  the  water, 
or  the  stars  coming  out  one  by  one,  and  looking 
down  so  peacefully  over  the  earth.  And  how 
pleasant  was  the  walk  home  all  along  the  sea 
beach;  the  murmuring  of  whose  waves  always 
makes  us  feel  sad,  even  in  our  wildest  moods. 

^^  And  is  it  possible  to  enjoy  all  this  at  Mar- 
gate, or  Bamsgate,  for  instance  ?"  Methinks 
we  hear  a  curious  voice  exclaim,  half  in- 
credulously. 

Reader  we  have  never  been  to  either  of  those 
places,  but  it  seems  to  us  quite  possible  to  be 
happy  any  where. 

'*  And  romantic  too  ?'* 

Aye,  even  so,Tor  the  heart  for  the  most  part 
makes  its  own  romance.  And  the  poetry  of 
heaven  and  earth  is  confined  to  no  single  spot) 
but  spread  abroad  over  the  world  like  a  mantle 
of  light !  The  darkness  and  the  shadow  are  of 
our  own  creating. 
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That  night  Dnnorven  changed  his  old  lodg- 
mgS  for  apartments  in  the  same  hotel  with  his 
Iriends ;  and  from  ihencefordi  they  were  almost 
always  together. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 


Akd  now  little  remains  to  be  told,  only  how 
Trevallion  like  most  lovers,  (and  most  men  for 
the  matter  of  that,)  was  impatient ;  and  Lady 
Anne  resolute  in  refusing  to  have  the  wedding 
take  place  until  her  brother  oould  return  to 
give  her  away.  Which  the  Countess,  much  as 
she  longed  to  once  more  see  and  embrace  her 
iaon,  thought  somewhat  selfish,  as  from  the  tone 
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of  bis  letters  she  had  began  to  hope  he  was 
getting  over  all  those  feelings  of  disappoint- 
ment which  the  sight  of  Amy  could  not  fail 
to  renew.  Bat  who  ever  ventured  to  contra- 
dict a  bride  elect  ?  The  mandate  was  accord- 
ingly dispatched,  and  answered  in  person  by 
the  good  natured  Earl,  who  certainly  looked  as 
little  as  possible  like  a  disappointed  man.  Lady 
Charlotte  declared  that  he  was  actually  getting 
stout  and  rosy,  all  which  appearance  might  very 
naturally  be  ascribed  to  the  sea  air.  There 
positively  is  nothing  like  sea  air — and  pleasant 
society. 

Never  surely  was  there  a  more  beautiful,  or 
queen-like  bride  I — a  prouder  and  happier  bride- 
groom— or  two  lovelier  bridesmaids.  And  the 
wedding  passed  off  as  all  weddings  should,  the 
jubilee  of  such  an  event  being  spread  abroad 
among  the  poor  and  humble  cottagers  for  milea 
round,  whose  grateful  blessings  are  surely 
worth  some  trouble  in  winning,  and  must  needs 
make  it  hallowed.     Such  satin,  and  blonde  and 
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white  feathers,  and  ribbons;   and  cakes,  and 
oonfectionaiy.     Alas!  for  poor  Mrs.  Jelf,  on 
that  day.     The  village  of  Castle  Coombe  was 
in  a  positive  uproar,  and  the  roads  by  which 
the  young  couple  were  to  pass  on  their  depar* 
tnre,  thronged  by  an  anxious  and  curious  mul- 
titude; only  rewarded  for  their  pains  by  an 
occasional  glimpse  of  a  white,  fluttering  veil. 
For  the  Lady  Anne  was  not  one  to  sacrifice 
her  aristocratic  pride  by  enduring  the  vulgar 
gaze,  nor  did  Trevallion  seem  to  desire  it. 
Desire  it,  what  a  term  to  use !   But  then  they 
are  married  now ;  and  we  once  heard  a  lady 
say,  speaking  no  doubt  from  experience,  that  in 
expressing  the  wishes  of  a  lover,  one  might  say 
requests;  but  those  of  a  husband  were  desires 
— another  word  for  command  we  suppose.    But 
after  all,  what  does  it  signify  ?    There  is  surely 
no  hardship  but  much  joy  in  obeying  those  we 
love. 

'*  And  was  the  Lady  Anne  always  so  quiet  ?*' 
questions  some  of  our  male  readers,  half  envy- 
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iog  TrevalUon  in  that  case.  We  do  not  leaUy 
know,  bat  it  is  most  probable.  All  women  are 
who  haye  eveiy  thing  their  own  way,  a  very 
delightful  state  of  affiurs  which  bat  rarely 
happens  in  this  weary  world  of  oars.  Certair 
it  is  that  her  hasband  was  very  proad  of,  an^ 
loved  her  dearly  I  Perhaps  Amy  might  hay< 
been  right  in  her  sweet  faith,  and  even  had  thi 
worst  come  to  the  worst,  it  would  have  mad< 
no  difference  in  his  affection.  But  nevertheless. 

4 

we  are  not  quite  sure,  and  it  was  as  well  for 
both  that  the  trial  was  never  made.  Pooi 
Miss  MazweU,  with  her  pale,  gentle  face,  in 
which  sorrow  had  merged  into  a  patient  resig- 
nation to  the  will  of  Heaven,  is  an  example  to 
the  contrary;  but  for  the  honor  of  humao 
nature  we  will  believe  her  to  be  an  isolated 
one. 

Immediately  after  the  conclusion  of  the  cere- 
mony, the  young  Earl  again  quitted  the  Castle ; 
perhaps  he  feared  to  be  asked  to  remain  and  be 
present  at  the  one  which  was  to  follow ;  or  had 
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promiBed  Miss  St.  Aabyn  to  be  back  in  time 
for  a  regatta,  which  was  to  take  pUice,  and  he 
80  mnoh  wished  to  view.     He  who  had  wit- 
nessed the  bridal  of  the  sea,  at  Venice,  and 
joined  in  many  a  festival   upon  its  moonlit 
waters.     Oh!    it  mast  have  been  something 
more  than  the  regatta.    Well,  perhaps  it  was 
the  remembrance  of  a  sweet,  tearful  face  raised 
to  his,  how  silly  to  weep  when  he  was  only 
£^oing  away  for  so  short  a  time  I  and  a  low  voice 
whispering  in  his  ear  that  it  would  afford  her 
no  pleasure,  if  he  was   not  there  too  ;  for  it  is 
such  things  as  these  which  breathe  a  charm 
over  the  humblest  and  most  trivial  amusements. 
And  not  all  the  poetry  and  sunlight  of  the 
sweet  South,  ever  shed  such  a  feeling  of  hap- 
piness on  Dunorven's  mind,  as  he  experienced 
at  that  English  regatta,  in  company  with  Clara 
St.  Aubyn. 

And  yet  gentle  reader  we  would  not  have 
you  think  him  changeable  or  inconstant ;  any 
more  so,  at  least,  than  the  generality  of  his  sex. 
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But  it  is  Boothiog  to  know  one's  self  beloTed  ! 
^to  have  our  eyes  suddenly  awakened  to 
things  and  incidents^  happening  years  ago,  and 
no  note  taken  of  them  at  the  time,  that  oome 
back  to  our  memories  with  a  strange  distinct- 
ness ;  so  that  we  learn  at  length  to  appreciate 
the  heart  which  has  been  our  own  so  long  and 
devotedly,  and  never  turned  from  its  first  faith 
even  when  ours  was  given  to  idols  that  have 
perished  and  passed  away. 

Thus  it  was  with  Dunorven,  he  was  not 
vain,  but  the  mist  had  fallen  from  before  his 
eyes,  and  Clara's  manner  ever  since  he  could 
remember,  her  passionate  grief  at  Geneva, 
years  ago,  when  she  feared  that  he  hated  her — 
her  sudden  fdntness,  that  day  at  the  rectory, 
when  his  admiration  for  another  was  too  plainly 
evident  to  admit  of  a  doubt  of  its  sincerity — 
her  patience  and  gentleness  and  untiring  affec- 
tion, all  combined  to  make  him  grateful,  and 
the  transition  from  gratitude  to  love,  is  almost 
imperceptible.     And   so  they  lingered  on  for 
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many  long  and  happy  months,  the  happiest  in 
poor  Clara  St.  Aubyn's  life,  while  Mr.  Graham, 
proved  himself  the  kindest  of  gaardians,  by 
not  only  ceasing  to  urge  her  return,  upon  seeing 
how  well  the  air  agreed  with  her  ;  but  always 
managing  to  want  a  nap  or  a  cigar,  just  at  the 
very  time  when  Clara  came  to  ask  him  if  he 
would  like  to  go  out  with  them,  and  of  course 
they  were  necessitated  to  proceed  without  him,, 
wondering  among  themselves  how  it  was  pos- 
sible to  prefer  sleeping  or  smoking  on  such  a 
beautiful  evening  ;  but  the  old  man  knew  what 
he  was  about,  and  used  to  rub  his  hands  and 
look  after  them  with  a  quiet  chuckle  at  his  own 
sagacity  ;  or  exclaim  in  the  fulness  of  his 
honest  heart,  for  he  loved  his  fair  ward  like  a 
daughter. 

'^  And  so  my  little  Clara,  Ood  bless  her  ! 
will  be  a  Countess  after  all  I'' 

Like  a  true  man  Dunorven  was  not  content 
with  the  discovery  he   had   made  ;  but  must 
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needs  have  it  confirmed  by  the  lips  of  the  girl 
henelf ;  and  lingeringly,  with  many  a  burning 
blash,  was  poor  Clara  led  on  to  minister  to  his 
vanity  and  confess  his  power,  although  if  the 
truth  must  be  spoken,  the  young  Earl  was  as 
free  from  the  former  as  it  is  possible  for  one  of 
his  sex  to  be ;  and  it  seemed  to  him  strange 
and  unaccountable  to  be  thus  singled  out  as  an 
object  for  the  secret  worship  of  a  young  and 
innocent  heart. 

**  How  was  it,  Clara  T  questioned  he,  '^  that 
when  you  had  so  many  admirers  and  I  alone 
was  cold  and  neglectful,  you  chose  out  me  from 
among  them  all  ?" 

What  girl  could  ever  give  a  reason  for  an  oc- 
currence far  too  common  ?  It  might  have 
been  for  that  very  cause,  and  yet  Clara  was  not 
one  to  love  from  pique. 

^*  And  then  I  was  lame  too." 

'^  But  was  it  not  for  me  that  you  be* 
came  so?" 
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*^  And  could  you  even  forgive  my  admiration 
of  another  ?** 

"  Oh,  yes,  for  was  she  not  beautiful  I  far 
more  beautiful  than  I,  and  who  could  help 
admiring  her  7*^ 

''  I  am  not  so  surey**  said  Dunorven,  *^  about 
that.  Miss  Fitzallan  was  a  splendid  creature, 
*  but  somewhat  too  gay  and  animated ;  she 
wanted  repose.  And  after  all,  you  know 
admiration  is  a  very  different  thing  from 
love." 

*^  And  yet  you  loved  her  once,"  and  the  girl's 
voice  faltered  slightly  as  she  spoke. 

**  I  fancied  so,  we  men  are  very  apt  to  do 
that,  but  the  feeling  I  entertained  for  her  was 
very  different  to  that  which  I  now  feel  for 
you." 

The  old  tale,  and  yet  Clara  believed  him.  Oh, 
how  trustingly  I  And  she  was  right.  It  seems 
so  natural  to  trust  those  we  love,  and  so  pleasant 
To  doubt  or  discredit  a  word  they  say  is  almost 
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like  profanation.  And  how  happj  she  was  in 
her  belief  I  With  a  bashful  smile  she  shewed 
him  the  flower  he  had  given  her  on  the  day  they 
visited  the  Rectory,  and  asked,  half  archly  if 
he  too  had  preserved  her  glove  with  as  mnch 
care ;  when  he  was  obliged  to  confess  to  hav- 
ing lost,  or  if  he  had  spoken  the  real  truth 
burnt  it  But  a  lock  of  her  hair  be^ed  for 
upon  his  knees  and  placed  carefully  within  his 
bosom,  won  him  a  ready  pardon.  There  was 
no  fear  that  he  would  lose  that.  And  yet  it  is 
strange,  how  for  weeks  and  months  we  meet 
and  dwell  with  those  who  will  one  day  be  all  in 
all  to  us,  knowing  them  not  until  the  veil  is 
rent  on  a  sudden  from  our  eyes  and  heart 

How  could  he  ever  dream  that  she  would 
become  so  dear  to  him,  or  Clara  hope  to  realise 
what  had  seemed  for  years 

"  The  desire  of  the  Moth  for  the  Star.** 

Dunorven  laughed  at  the  idea  of  her  comparing 
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him  to  a  star,  but  was  secretly  pleased  never- 
theless, who  would  not  have  been  ?  And  yet 
after  all  there  was  nothing  so  very  strange  in  it, 
for  the  heart  makes  its  own  idols ;  at  which  we 
gaze  as  through  a  gold  tinted  glass.  So  that 
whatever  they  may  be  to  the  world,  in  our  eyes 
at  least,  there  is  a  brightness  and  a  glory  about 
them  which  blinds  and  dazzles  to  every  imper- 
fection. Alas  I  for  us,  should  this  radiant  mir- 
ror become  suddenly  broken,  or  dimmed,  and 
we  discern  ruins  only  where  we  had  built  a 
shrine^  lavishing  upon  it  a  whole  wealth  of  vain 
love.  Nothing  remains  for  us  in  such  cases  but 
to  wreathe  amid  its  desolation  the  unfading  flow- 
ers of  a  changeless  affection,  and  should  they 
fail  to  brighten  and  redeem  it,  we  may  well 
pray  to  die  I 

Reader^  we  hate  describing  weddings^  they 
are  all  so  much  alike ;  but  must  nevertheless 
say  a  word  or  two  about  our  heroine's^  which 
had  hitherto  been  delayed  out  of  respect  to  her 
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grandfather's  memory.  And  tell  how  good 
Mrs.  Marsh*  made  all  the  cakes  which  were 
consumed  on  that  day,  and  helped  to  eat  them 
too,  in  a  new  silk  gown  of  the  bride's  presenting, 
the  first  she  had  ever  worn  in  her  life.  And 
no  music  was  ever  so  sweet  as  its  rustling 
sounded  in  her  ears  every  time  she  moved, 
which  was  twice  as  often  as  there  was  any  oc- 
casion for,  and  we  verily  believe  on  that  ac- 
count. Or  how  the  stately  housekeeper,  actually 
led  off  the  first  dance;  while  the  Countess 
looked  on,  laughing  almost  as  merrily  as  Lady 
Charlotte,  herself,  who,  not  inaptly  compared 
Mrs.  JelTs  performance  to  that  of  a  cow  at- 
temping  a  similar  feat  And  Martha,  fluttered 
about  in  all  the  bravery  of  her  white  cap  ribbons, 
laughing  and  crying  by  turns,  and  bidding 
every  one  good  bye  a  dozen  times  over ;  for  she 
was  at  Amy*s  particular  request,  to  form  a  part 
of  her  new  household,  and  see  that  dream  of 
her  simple  heart,  the  great  City  of  London ! 
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Promising  Thomas,  the  footman,  who  had  long 
ago  forgiven  her  for  taking  his  coasin's  place  in 
the  establishment,  to  write  very  frequently,  and 
tell  him  all  about  it  ^*  And  perhaps,  Miss 
Amy—" 

"  Mrs.  Orey,"  suggested  her  companion. 
*^  Well  then,  Mrs.  Grey,  but  it  does  not  seem 
natural  like  to  call  her  by  that  name,  will  let 
roe  accompany  them  when  they  come  down  here 
again  to  visit  my  lady,  at  Castle  Coombe.'' 

In  spite  of  all  that  Amy  had  said,  for  we 
may  continue  to  designate  her  thus,  she  could 
not  help  crying  a  little  during  the  ceremony, 
but  then  it  was  from  pure  joy  and  thankfulness, 
and  no  one  thought  to  chide  her  for  it.  Few 
indeed  could  remain  unmoved,  so  solemnly, 
and  impressively  did  Mr.  AUeyne  read  that 
most  beautiful  service ;  and  the  deep,  contrite 
sobs  of  the  once  haughty  Countess,  were  plainly 
to  be  distinguished,  as  she  knelt  humbly  before 
the  altar,  calling  down  Heaven's  choicest  bless- 
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ing  upon  the  head  of  her  to  whom  she  owed  so 
much.  And  if  wealth  and  love  can  ensure  it, 
the  last  not  least,  although  it  requires  a  portion 
of  the  former,  in  this  every  day  world  of  ours 
to  maintaiu  its  continuance — no  not  its  con- 
tinuance for  true  affection  is  undying  I  but  its 
happiness,  however  the  romantic  may  dispute 
the  fact*  Amy  was  blessed. 

The  dream  of  her  young  life  was  realised — 
The  pictures  of  her  imagination  not  only  em- 
bodied but  gilded.  True  she  could  have  done 
without  the  gilding,  but  nevertheless  it  made 
things  brighter.  To  have  toiled  for  and  with 
him  she  loved,  soothing  his  weariness,  and 
smiling  away  all  care,  would  have  been  a 
happy  lot ;  but  to  have  placed  him  above  all 
toil,  to  have  actually  nothing  to  do  as  she  had 
once  dreamed,  but  sit  all  day  long  and  look  at 
him,  was  pleasanter  stilL  Nor  were  the  com- 
forts of  the  good  rector  overlooked  in  the  new 
home,  which  bis  affectionate  children  insisted 
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upon  his  henceforth  blessing  and  sanctifying  by 
his  presence. 

*'  Well,  who'd  have  thought  it  P  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Hodgson,  as  the  travelling  carriage  with 
the  postillions  in  their  smart  satin  waistcoats, 
and  silver  cockades,  dashed  past  her  door,  and 
she  caught  a  momentary  glimpse  of  the  bride's 
beautiful,  and  joyous  face,  as  she  leant  forward 
to  smile  her  thanks  for  the  magnificent  bouquet, 
which  Jem  Marsh  had  thrown  in  with  so  good 
an  aim,  that  it  alighted  at  her  feet.  ^'  Who'd 
have  thought  it  I  What  would  Mrs.  Hopkins 
say,  if  she  could  see  her  now  ?  The  idea  of  that 
rich  Mr.  Ormington,  turning  out  to  be  her 
grandfather ;  and  yet  I  remember  him  well  now, 
coming  down  all  in  a  hurry  and  ordering  a  dinner 
which  he  never  stopped  to  eat,  although  to  be 
sure  he  paid  for  it  like  a  prince  I  I  suppose  he 
did  not  know  her  then.  Well,  the  ways  of 
Providence  are  very  mysterious  I  as  the  good 
rector  said  in  his  last  sermon,  the  last  too  that 
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he  will  ever  preach,  for  I  understand  that  he  » 
to  reside  in  future  with  the  young  couple.  I 
wish  now  that  I  had  been  a  little  more  civil  to 
the  poor  lady*  her  mother,  but  who  was  to 
guess  how  matters  would  turn  out  ?" 

The  simplest  way  then,  Mrs.  Hodgson,  even 
according  to  thine  own  selfish  philosophy,  is  to 
be  civil  and  kind  to  every  one. 

There  seemed  about  this  time  to  have  been 
a  spell  set  against  the  peace  and  quiet  of  the 
hitherto  sober,  little  village  of  Castle  Coombe ; 
for  no  sooner  had  it  settled  down  into  some- 
thing like  its  former  state,  than  it  was  destined 
to  be  [again  disturbed  by  the  return  of  the 
young  heir,  bringing  with  him  his  new  bride ; 
who  was  received  by  the  dowager  Countess, 
with  affectionate  joy,  while  Lady  Charlotte 
eagerly  welcomed  her  new  but  long  loved 
sister. 

Out  of  delicacy  to  Dunorven,  little  was  said 
about  Amy's  wedding  until  he  himself,  began  to 
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enquire  into  the  particolars  with  a  careless  in- 
difference, which  effectually  concealed  any 
embarrassment  which  might  have  remained  in 
speaking  on  the  subject.  And  upon  the  con- 
dudion  of  Lady  Charlotte's  description,  ho 
turned  laughingly  to  his  bride,  to  declare  hia 
infinite  preference  of  their  own  snug  and  quiet 
way  of  managing  matters 

^*  I  could  not  have  borne  to  be  made  such  a 
show  of  r  said  Dunorven,  ^'  and  hear  them 
perhaps  pitying  my  little  Clara,  for  marrying  a 
lame  husband/' 

"  No,  envying  her  rather/'  whispered  the 
young  Countess,  bending  affectionately  over 
him,  and  pressing  her  lips  to  his  broad  and  open 
brow,  '^  envying  her  for  having  won  the  best 
and  kindest  heart  that  ever  breathed." 

'^  As  if  all  looked  on  me  with  your  loving 
eyes." 

^^  And  what  matter  if  they  do  not,  since  it  ia 
me  only  for  whom  you  have  henceforth  to  care/' 
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said  his  bride  with  a  wilful  smile.  While  Lady 
Chariotte  whispered  to  her  mother  that  she  was 
positively  growing  quite  handsome,  But  then 
she  so  happy,  and  the  sunshine  of  the  heart 
sheds  a  radiance  over  the  homeliest  features, 
lighting  them  into  beauty. 

*'  Take  care  Dunorven,"  said  the  Countess 
playfully,  "  or  our  gentle  little  Clara  will  turn 
out  a  very  tyrant  after  all  T' 

^^  I  am  not  afraid,  dear  mother  I  and  who 
knows  but  what  it  may  have  been  for  the  best, 
since  but  for  that  lameness  she  would  have 
never  thought  so  much  about  me." 

*'  And  who  told  you  she  ever  did  think  much 
about  you  ?" 

"  I  myself,"  said  Clara  ;  *'  it  was  very  silly 
of  me,  but  it  made  him  so  happy  I" 

^*  And  was  I  right  in  saying  that  it  was 
this  accident  which  first  made  you  love  me  ?^ 

^*  Not  exactly,  for  I  believe  I  could  nof  have 
helped  that  any  how,"  was  the  simple  reply^ 
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"  and  yet,  perhaps,  it  gave  power  to  the  spell, 
since  I  could  never  forget  that  it  was  for  me 
you  suffered." 

'^  Then  I  will  never  grumble  at  it  again  ns 
long  as  I  live." 

''  Not  until  next  time  !"  suggested  Lady 
Charlotte  laughingly. 

*^  Well,  it  may  be  so,  and  when  that  next 
time  comes,  Clara  will  forgive  me  again,  and 
so  on  until  she  has  made  me  as  good  and  gentle 
and  patient  as  herself." 

^'  Nay,  now  you  are  talking  foolishly,"  said 
the  young  wife,  as  she  nestled  closer  to  him, 
and  rested  her  sweet  face  half  tearful,  half 
smiling,  upon  *his  shoulder.  ^*  It  is  I  who 
should  learn  of  you,  not  you  of  me." 

The  Countess  drew  her  daughter  away,  and 
left  them  together,  Lady  Charlotte  fully  agree- 
ing with  her  new  sister,  that  if  ever  perfection 
existed  in  a  man  (which  we  beg  leave  to  doubt) 
that  man  was  Dunorven. 

N  3 
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And  now  we  break  off  aomewhat  abruptly  ; 
but  we  are  ourselves  in  a  bright  mood  ;  and  all 
our  dramatis  persons  happy  and  well  cared  for, 
80  that  the  addition  of  a  chapter,  or  even  a 
single  page»  in  this  April  world  of  ours,  might 
serve  to  break  the  spelL  But  let  as  not  forget 
that  as  surely  as  the  cloud  must  come  for  every 
one  of  us,  so  will  the  sunshine  ever  follow  to 
chase  away  its  gloom  ! 
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